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LADY ADELAIDE. 


CHAPTER I. 

HARRY DANE. 

On a somewhat wild part of the coast of England, betwcop 
one and two hundred miles distant from the metropolis, lies 
a small town or village called Danesheld. The land on 
cither side of it rises high, and overlooks the sea, whilst tho 
descent of the rocks, in places perpendicular, is not so in all. 
There are parts where they slope back so gradually that 
a sure foot may”descend with case: and in such places the 
hard nature of the rock appears to have softened with time, 
for grass, and even wild flowers, grow upon the surface. In 
ancient times it was a settlement of the Dartes: and the name 
now corrupted into Danesheld, was formerly written Danes’ 
Hold. To tho right of tho village, as you stand facing tho 
sea, tho land is wild and rugged, and without a sign of 
human habitation. To tho loft, towards the east, may be 
seen some scattered houses of a superior description, two or 
three of them handsome ^lansions; and behind, lies quite a 
colony of poor cottages and fishermen’s huts, older than tho 
mansions, older even than the village. It should be noticed 
that all these houses face the sea, the high road running 
immediately before some of them; and the green heights 
extending between the road and the rocks. 

Beyond all, still towards the cast and about a mile distant 
from tho village, rise the conspicuous towers of Dane Captle; 
a lofag, but not high building, its fed stone dork with agq 4 
There is a tower at either end, nnu a square ..'turret sur¬ 
mounts the great gateway in tho middle: from Wuch turret 
tjuiy Adelaide. X 
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a flag is always floating wnen the chief, Lord Dane, is 
sojourning at the castle. Like the rest of the dwellings, it 
faces the sea, a narrow strip of greensward intervening 
between the gates* and the high road. Beyond the road, 
whioh has neither hedge nor boundary wall, the grassland 
stfefches out smooth and flat to the edge of the heights. It< 
is broad too just here, nearly a quarter-of-a-mile intervening 
between the°castle and the sea. Opposite the extreme end 
of the castle, and very near to the brow of the heights, arc 
tho ruins of what was the chapel in the days of the monks. 
Its walls still stand, and its casements, from which the glass 
has long since gone, are sheltered by prolific ivy, a darker 
screen than any glass could be. The lords of Dane would 
cailse this ivy to bo trimmed occasionally, but it grows in 
clustering profusion. Traces of the altar and of ancient» 
gravestones may be seen inside still, but no roof remains: it 
is open alike to the calm and the stormy sky. A picturesque 
sight does that old ruin present in the beams of tho rising 
and the setting sun; still more so in tho pale, mystic beauty 
of a moonlit night. In this part the rocks aro perpendicular, 
and not very high; somewhat farther on they recede greatly, 
and some rude steps aro cut in them to tho beach below. 
The young Danes in their boyhood, tho present lord’s two 
sons, would run up and down these stops with impunity, 
to get to their boat, which they kept moored below them. 

Behind the castle there is a small garden; flowers and 
fruit do not seem to flourish here; and between the castle 
and the villugu may he seen the signs of husbandry- - 
ploughed fields, grass-lands, with here and there a farm¬ 
house, surrounded by its ricks and barns; all, or nearly all, 
belonging to Xferd Dane—village, houses, lands; the various 
tenants paying rent for their occupancy. 

It was a sunny day in spring. Perched upon a gate that 
led into a clover field, within view of the castle windows at 
the end facing Danesheld, within view also of tho high road 
and tho green plain before it, there sat a gentleman doing 
something to a fishing-rod. Ho looked about eight-and- 
fyenty; a tall, slender*'man, with good, though somowhat 
thin and jharp, features, and with dark eyes. His velveteen 



.HABBY DANE. 


3 


shooting-coat was thrown back, for the day was really 
warm; and he was whistling softly at his work. Hearing 
footsteps, he lifted his eyes, and saw advancing from the 
direction of the village, a middle-aged man, a stranger, who 
wore the attire of a gentleman-sailor. As the stranger neared 
i the gate he lifted his glazed hat from his head; but, whether 
in courtesy, or whether merely to wipe his brow with his 
handkerchief, was not clearly obvious. 

“ Is that Dane Castle ? ” asked the stranger. 

“Yes.” 

“ I thought it must bo,** was the comment of tho saildr 
spoken in an undertone. “Are the family at the castle 
now ? ” 

The gentleman with the fishing-rod pointed towards the 
flag. “ There is the sign. When his lordship of Dane is 8t 
homo you see the flag waving there; in his absence it does 
not show.” 

“ But why so ? ” 

The young man shrugged his shoulders; his manner of 
speaking was idle, characterized by a certain equanimity 
almost bordering on ridicule; not ridicule of the stranger, 
but of tho Danes he was speaking of. “ Because it’s one of 
the old Dane customs. They have some queer ones. Thoso 
scrolls and crosses you see on the flag are the Dane arms.” 

“Are both the sons at homo? Pardon my questions,” 
continued tho stranger; “ I made acquaintance with one of. 
them abroad, some years ago.” 

“ The younger one is at home—the ex-captain,” replied the 
young man, oqunbly, as though to answer questions on the 
Dane family were as much his business in life just then as 
splicing the fishing-rod. “ The heir is in Paris. Ho is a 
fast man, and a continental life suits him.” 

“ Arc tho brothers still at variance ? ” 

“ They are, and always will be.” 

“ Some dispute about fortune, is it not ? ” 

“ Some ill-blood, but no dispute. There might be disputo 
if that would alter the existing stat» of things, but it won’t. 
Not that the ill-blood is on the capifcin’s side ; I’ll give hip* 
his due there: the fault is the heir’s.”' 
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“Is thoro not a young lady staying at tlio castlo?” 
resumed the stranger, after a pause. “ I forget her name.” 

“ Adelaide Errol,’’ was tho answer, given with the sanio 
coolness of tone and manner; hut this time tho young man 
lifted his eyes, and scanned tho sailor., “A wild Scoteh 
lasfcie is what Danesheld styles her.” 

“ I have heard her called an angel,” returned tho sailor; 
“ nothing less laudatory.” 

“ Then,” and tho dark eyes werjj fixed on tho strangor as 
though they would read him through and through, “ if you 
havo heard that, I’ll wager it was from no other than Ilr.rry 
Dane.” 

“ From William Dane.” 

“ William Henry, it is all one ; we dub him Harry here. 
The old peer is fond of tho name, so also is my lady; and 
they havo rarely called him anything else.” 

“ And the name of tho elder one is Geoffry, I remember. 
Ho-” 

“ You wouldn’t find tho heir to Dano named anything but 
Geoffry,” came the interruption. “ Auothor of their super¬ 
stitions.” 

“ Indoed! Is William Dano to marry Adelaide Errol ? ” 

The gentleman raised his eyebrows. “ Well, people say 
so. Tho captain, gallant son of Mars though ho bo—or was 
— -lias singed his wings in tho brightness of her fascinations. 
He-” 

“ I wish you’d talk plain English, sir,” cried tho stranger, 
a little testily: upon which tho othor accorded liim a pro¬ 
longed stare. 

“ What else am I talking ? Dutch ? ” 

“Rhapsody: and it « a language I never understood. Is 
Captain Dano to marry tho young lady, or is he not ? ” 

“ What a very unreasonable man you seem to bo! ” was tho 
rejoinder, accompanied by a half laugh. “ Don’t I tell you 
it is said that he will ? Captain Harry worships the very 
ground she treads on. You’ll call that rhapsody again, 
perliaps; but it is fact.” ° 

*;« And she ? ” 

Tho yofing man drew down his lips with an air that 
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seemed to intimate that it was no business of his. “How 
do I know? there’s no answering for wgmen. Perhaps she 
returns his love; perhaps she does not. My Lady Dane 
impresses upon her the fact that the Honourable Willfam 
Henry, although ho may be getting on towards middle-life, 
is no bad match for a portionless damsel.” 

“ William Dane is rich,” remarked the stranger. 

“ I wish I were a tithe as rich. Some arrangement exists 
in the Dane family by #Lich the younger branches step into 
their fortune as soon as they are of age; and Harry, wjio 
comprised all the branches in his own person, took possession 
of his. It was fifty thousand pounds. To that there was 
another fifty thousand; more—for it had been accumulating 
some few years—left him by his uncle, William Hcqjry 
Vomer. And the captain can’t be spending half his income. 
Just now, visiting at home, he is spending nothing.” 

“ How long does he intend to remain at home ? ” 

“ You had better ask that of Adelaide Errol. When ho 

arrived at homo, he said he had come for a week or two-” 

“ You mean when he landed from the States ? ” 

“ I mean when he landed from the States. And what the 
deuce brought him wandering so long in the States has 
always been a mystery to mo. He must have turned into an 
American! He came home, saying ho should remain a week 
or two : that’s six months ago: and lie’s here still, fooled by 

this mad passion for the-But it’s no business of mine,” 

broke off the young man. “ Ho once talked of repurchasing 
into the army; for my part, I can’t think why lie sold out 
of it.” 

“ Why do you call it a mad passion ? ” 

The young man took out his penknife, and leisurely 
scraped a spot off tlio fishing-rod. 

“ Bandom figures of speech slip from us at times which 
frequently have little meaning.” 

“ I beg your pardon. That may bo the Dane family.” 

The young man turned his head. A group had appeared 
on the greensward near the chapel, the most promiuont 
object amidst it boing an invalid chair, in whioh reclamed 
a fine-looking old man, whoso gray hair was fn$t turning to 
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white. It was propelled by a man-servant in the Dane 
livery—purple velvet waistcoat and breeches, and a whito 
coat laced with Silver. A tall, fine, very handsome old lady 
accompanied tho chair. Behind came 'a man of noble 
foaftnros, who might be approaching his fortieth year, up¬ 
right and stately, slender still, and far above the middlo 
height. A fair girl of nineteen walked by his side; now 
before him, now behind him, chattering to him, and putting 
forth all her attractions, as it was in her nature to do. She 
lir.d a very brilliant complexion, blue eyes, and a profusion 
of fair hair—a lovely vision undeniably, taken altogether; 
lmt the features were not especially good, and the eyes roved 
about too much for truo ones. Behind all, came another 
footman in tlio same livery. 

“ You arc right,” was the answer; “ it is tbo Dane family. 
They have been taking my lord for his morning airing. 
The two servants relieve each othor in wheeling the chair.” 

“ Is Lord Dane an invalid ? ” 

“ An invalid! ” echoed the young man, as ho hastily put 
his fishing-rod together. “It is to bo hoped neither you 
nor I will ever be such a one. Lord Dano had a dreadful 
fall witli his horse last autumn, when out hunting, and has 
become paralyzed in the lower limbs. There is no cure for 
him. the doctors say; it will only go on from bad to worse. 
And now, sir, 1 must wish you a good-morning.” 

“ I thank you for your courtesy in answering my ques¬ 
tions,” said the sailor. 

“Sir,” rejoined the young man, in deliberate tones, “I 
have told you nothing that you might not havo heard from 
any man, woman, or child within the dominions of my Lord 
Dane. The politics of the family, so far, aro patent to the 
world.” 

He sauntered away as he spoke with that indolent languor 
we are apt to associate with tho idea of a gentleman ; per¬ 
haps because it belongs so exclusively to the upper classes. 
Tho sailor looked at the distant group; ho had no difficulty 
mi divining that the tallg old lady must be Lady Dano ; tho 
young and pretty one Adelaide Errol. Captain Dano ho 
knew. 



HAKBY' DANE. 


7 


At that moment another person came up, walking along 
the road from the direction of the visage; a dark, short, 
thick-set man, dressed in the plain black attire of an upper 
servant. The sailor—as we have been calling him, though 
he was nothing of the sort—went forward and accosted him. 

“ Can you tell me who that gentleman is ? ” ho inquired, 
pointing to the one with the fishing-rod. 

“ It is Mr. Herbert Dane.” 

“Not a son of Lord Dane?” cried the other, seeming 
puzzled. . v 

The man threw back his head. “ Oh dear, no; ho is 
nothing but a relativo. That is Lord Dano’s son, the 
Honourable Captain Dane.” 

He was moving on, after speaking, but the sailor ojicc 
more arrested him. 

“ Ravensbird, I think you have forgotten me.” 

The man turned and starod, and then touched his hat with 
respect. 

“ Colonel Moncton 1 Indeed, sir, I beg your pardon. I 
don’t think I had looked at you; I was watching the fondly. 
We often see strange sailors about hero, and I took you for 
one of them.” 

“ Tell your master I am here, Ravensbird. Stay; don’t, 
say who it is before them all. I have no time to call at the 
castle. Tell Captain Dane that a strange gentleman wishes 
to speak to him.” 

The servant touched his hat and hastened forward. Herbert 
Dane Lad joined the party then: they were just entering the 
castlo gates. Ravensbird spoko to Captain Dane, whoso 
servant he was, and the latter turned. 

“ A gentleman wants mo ? What gentleman, Ravensbird ? 
Where is ho?” 1 

“ Down there, sir. Ho wishes to seo you very particularly.” 

Captain Dano felt annoyed, and walked away impatiently. 
That fair girl by his side was more to him than all tho 
gentlemen in the world. She looked after him, and then 
threw her oyes—rather self-willed eyes, and not always 
pleasant in expression, in spite of their bright, azure-^on 
tho servant. 
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“ Who is it, Ravensbird ? ” 

“ A stranger, my Jady.” 

“ And a Yankee,” added Herbert Dane, “ as I’ll protest, 
by Tiis accent.” 

They were tinder the great gateway now, and the young 
lady at once put hor arm within Mr. Herbert Dane’s, and 
began to pace it with him, whilst the servants wore occupied 
in taking Herd Dane homo. Herbert told her of the 
Btrangor’s questioning, and they laughed togethor. 

"The account given by Horbort Dane of the family was a 
correct one, so far as it went, and was patent, as he had 
observed, to the world—that is, the world of Dancsheld. 
Lord and Lady Dane had only two sons, no other children; 
and since the two grew up, lxad not derived much comfort 
from either. The hoir, Geoffrjr, was a spendthrift, passing 
his time chiefly away, and when at home, making it disagree¬ 
able by reason of his temper. Nevertheless he was the 
favourite, and had been indulged to excess. He was envious 
of his younger brother; onvious of his popularity, his good 
looks, and, above all, of his ftno income—a far larger ono 
than he enjoyed, for Lord Dane had heavy expenses, and 
could not give him an exorbitant allowance. 

An enmity grew up between the brothers—“ bitter blood,” 
Danesheld called it—and there seemed every prospect that 
it would bo lasting. Tho chief offender was undoubtedly 
Geoffry. He flung scorn and insult upon Harry; and Hurry, 
hot-tempered, retorted in kind. Nor could there be a doubt 
that Harry Dano in his heart resented tho love and favour 
lavished at homo on his brother. 

When Captain Dane was throe-and-twenty, he accom¬ 
panied his regiment to Canada, from which, after a few 
years’ stay there, he came homo an invalid, and then sold 
out. After a year or so of home sojourn, ho went again to 
America; and from that period he had chiefly lived in tho 
New World, travelling about to different parts of it, and 
paying a visit to England only on rare occasions. Now his 
stpy in the old home promised to be a longer one, for he had 
fallen in l.gve with tho Lady Adelaide Errol. He spoko 
already to her of morriago ; ho spoke fondly of taking hor 
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out to America afterwards, to introduce her to his friends 
there; and then he proposed to return to* England and settle 
down for good. Herbert Dane was not far wrong when he 
said the captain worshipped the very ground she trod upon. 
The chief pleasure of his existence seemed that of being qver 
with her; and there is no doubt that he imparted to her in 
confidence much of tho history of his past life., 

And the Lady Adelaide? She was one of the veriest, 
vainest coquettes that ever secured the love of man. People, 
looking fondly on her winning ways, were apt to 6ay what 
a warm-natured, sweet girl she was. They were entirely 
mistaken. Few girls wero so innately selfish, thouglj as yet 
she herself was unconscious of it. She had come to Dane 
Castle two years ago, and was the daughter of the deceased 
Earl of Irkdale, a very poor Scotch peer. Adelaide Errol, 
on tho death of her mother (sister to Lady Dane), found her¬ 
self without a home; for that of her brother, the wild young 
carl, was not a desirable one. So Lady Done sent for her 
to Daneslield, where she arrived with her French maid, 
Sophio; and had been turning tho heads of the neighbour¬ 
hood ever since. 

Captain Dane walked quickly up to the stranger, and 
their hands met in a warm clasp. Colonel Moncton was an 
American, and they had been close friends. They still 
corresponded, and it was in Captain Dane’s recent letters 
that tho colonel had read of Adelaide Errol. Nothing could 
exceed Captain Dane’s astonishment; he had supposed him 
to be safe in New York. 

“ Where in tho world did you spring from ? ” he exclaimed. 
“Have you taken a tour through tho bowels of the earth, 
and come up on this Bide ? ” ‘ 

Colonel Moncton laughed. “ I was tempted into buying 
a yacht, and must needs try her at once, like a child with a 
now toy. Tho wind was fair and wafted us to England. 
We put in at Plymouth, and there-” 

“ And thence you came round to Danosheld, liko tho*good 
fellow that you are l ” interrupted Captain Dane, in a glow 
of gratification. “I hoard an hour ago there was a large 
clipper-built yacht in the bay, sporting the stars* and stripes, 
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but I never thought of you. I was going down to have 
a look at her; the passion for yachting was a passion of my 
own once.” 

“ I was about to say,” continued the American, gravely, 
“ that when we reached Plymouth I found that the last mail 
had brought over letters for me. Dane, they are letters of 
recall. My wife has been seized with sudden illness, and 
we are putting back again with all speed.” 

“ But you will surely stay a little time with me—at least 
a. day or two ? ” 

“ I cannot, indeed. Pardon the seeming discourtesy, Dane. 
As the yacht had put in here, I would not leave without 
trying to see you, but-” 

“ Then you did not' put in on purpose ? ” cried Captain 
Dane, in tones of reproach. 

“ The master of the yacht put in beeauso ho could not 
help himself. We ran foul of a stupid barge last evening, 
and received some slight damage; nothing to speak of—a few 
hours will repair it. Walk down with me and look at her.” 

“But you will come into the castle first, and bo intro¬ 
duced to my family ? ” 

“This afternoon,” answered the American, as he linked 
his arm within his friend’s, and led him towards the village, 
just beyond which was situated the small bay. “ You have 
Kavcnsbird with you still, I see ? ” 

“Oh yes, he’s a fixture. They don’t like him at the 
castle; he’s too independent for thorn. He suits mo; and 
lie is in my confidence, besides.” 

“Who was that bright-looking*girl you were walking 
with, just now?” 

The red rose actually dyed the captain’s cheeks, as though 
they had been a schoolgirl’s. His love was powerful within 
him.' 

“ That was Adelaide Errol.” 

“ I thought so. And when are you to take possession of 
her i as we say of other ( things.” 

‘•/‘It is impossible tocknow with certainty,” answered the 
captain, his lips parting with a fond smile. “ She is a 
capricious Ir.ttlo boauty; as capricious as your yacht, Monc- 
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ton; and plays fast and loose. It will be some time this 
year.” 

“ And shall you never visit tbo Now Country again ? ” 

“ Oneo more; and bring her with me, I hope. I must 
mako arrangements, yon know, for having my-” # 

At that moment Mr. Herbert Dane overtook them, his 
fishing-rod still in hand. He strolled by their gide, speaking 
a few idle sentences, but Captain Dane did no$ appear to 
encourage him, neither did he introduce him to his friend. 
So Herbert Dane walked on. 

“ That gentleman is a relative of yours, I believe,” observed 
Colonel Moncton. 

“ A cousin. His father was the Honourable Herbert Dane, 
Lord Dane’s brother; but the Honourable Herbert got-out 
of liis money, and has left his son and daughter almost 
penniless. But for an income secured to Miss Dane, they 
wouldn’t have enough to live on. I don’t think it will 
bo of much consequence to Herbert in the long run. 
He has the same talent for spending, and would inevitably 
have got through all, if his "father had not done so before 
him. A mine of gold, more or less, would be nothing to 
him.” 

“ Docs he live at the castle ? ” 

“ Certainly not. I’ll show you where he lives directly. 
The worst thing his father ever did for him was to bring 
him up to no profession. The Church, the Bar, the Civil 
Service, all are legitimate openings for a poor man of family. 
The Army scarcely so, because you can't get along in that 
without a private income. I’m sorry for Herbert, on the 
whole, though I don’t like him.” 

Turning down a green lane on the right as he spoke 
which led to three-or four houses, Captain Dane halted boforo 
one of them; a small, low dwelling, covered with ivy. It 
was a pretty place, though little largor than a cottage; a 
lawn in front, with beds of unpretending flowers. 

“ That’s his house, and there Herbert vegetates, doing no 
earthly thing in life excopt a little ^fishing or a day’s sport» 
ing. The house is his, and ho and his sister live there—a 
fond, foolish girl, who thinks him perfection, gjjio has three 
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hundred a year of her own, and Herbert has about one, and 


A summary end was put to any further revelations Captain 
Dane might have made. A young lady, with a profusion of 
ringlets and very pink cheeks, came running down the 
garden path, threw open the little iron gate, and caught 
hold of his qrm. She was in a thin, airy dress, and had the 
most childish manner in the world. 

“ Oh, Harry, I’m so glad to see you! I’m going away 
tfeis afternoon, you know, for a week or two. You said 
you’d come last night and wish me good-bye.” 

“But I was unable to come, Cecilia.—Colonel Moncton, 
Miss Dane.” 

Miss Dane curtsied, and simpered, and blushed, and put 
her hands to tho tips of her ringlets, and was altogether 
abashed at tho sight of the stranger. But Captain Dane 
had no time to waste on her this morning. He wished hor 
a pleasant visit, and walked away. 

“Poor Cecilia!” ho laughed, as he put his arm within 
his friend’s. “ She’s a good-hearted little soul, but has not 
a particularly large share of brains.” 

They went on through tho town and reached the small 
bay—so small as to be unavailable for large craft—where 
tho yacht was lying. A beautiful vosscl was this American 
yacht. She was named tho Pearl, and was at the present 
moment tho pride of Colonel Moncton’s life. Ho was fond 
of fresh' pastimes and new toys; and, being a man of good 
fortune, could afford to indulge his fancies. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Ravonsbird had. entered tho castlo, and 
sought a companionship ho was fond of, that of Lady 
Adelaide’s French maid, Sophie Deffloe. He was a dark, 
sallow, stern-looking man, ugly at tho first glance. Never¬ 
theless the face was an honest one, and thoro was a kindly 
expression. in the penetrating black eyes. Tho castle 
wondored what pretty Sophie could see in Richard Ravons¬ 
bird c but ugly men often find the greatest favour with women, 
r.s all the world knows.,, He had been into tho town on an 
errand fos her now, and she would only abuse him for it. 

“ There’s ( ,your commission, Mam’sello Sophie,” said he, 
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putting a small paper parcel on the tablo. “I liopo it’s 
executed to your mind.” 

Sophie unfolded the paper, and took out its contents, # 
throe or four yards of narrow ribbon. She was # an exceed¬ 
ingly neat, trim damsel, dressed to perfection in her qui<$ 
attire. Her features were saucy, her eyes dark gray, and 
her head and hair might have made tho fortune ofi any hair¬ 
dresser’s window. She stamped her foot petulantly as her 
eyes fell on tho ribbon. 

“ If ever I saw the like! ” she exclaimed—and she spoke 
English with great fluency, though with a foreign accent. 
“ I send you to buy me four yards of blue ribbon, and you 
bring purple! I have told you, fifty times, that you hnvo 
not the eye for colours.” 

Ravensbird laughed. Her grumbling was sweeter to him 
than others’ praise, and Mademoiselle Sophio knew that it 
was so, and presumed accordingly. “ I did my best, Sophio; 
won’t it do ? ” 

“ Do! It must do. If I order you back you might bring 
gray; but don’t think you are going ribbon-buying for mo 
again. You need not expect it.” 

“ You sent me, Sophie.” 

“And if I did? Did I expect that you would bo moro 
stupid than a camel ? Hand me my workbox, monsieur. It 
is on the tablo there. Who was that sailor-gentleman you 
were talking to, by tho swing-gate ? ” 

Ravensbird handed the workbox, throwing his keen eyes 
on her as ho did so. “ How did you know I was talking to 
any one by the swing-gate,’Sophie ? ” 

“ I stand at tho tower-window in my Lady Adelaide’ • 
room; I look out for you and tho ribbon. ‘ Ho is taking 
his time,’ I say to myself, * standing there to talk.’ Who 
was it ? ” 

“ A friend of the captain’s; a gentleman we used to knovf 
in America.” 

“ What did he talk about ? ” inquired Sophie, who had all 
the insatiable curiosity of her nation and sex.’ 

Ravensbird laughed; he gct yally answered her questions 
with the same sort of condes^^ding pleasure as that we use 
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in answering aniattractive child. “He did not talk of 
much) Sophie. The chief thing ho asked me was whether 
Herbert Dane was my lord’s son.” 

“Ah,” responded Sophie; “if he'wore my lord’s son, 
things hero might go a little smoother.” 

“What things?” inquired Ravensbird, opening his eyes. 

“ What .things?” repeated Sophie,.ironically. “I say to 
myself this long while that you and your master are the 
only blind ones in the castle: except, perhaps, my Lord 
..Dane. You think my young lady has love for your master; 
he thinks so. Bah! ” 

“ What is up now ? ” cried Ravensbird, after a pause of 
astonishment. 

“ There is nothing up that thero has not been all along,” 
returned Sophie, with cool equanimity, “if you had but 
looked out to see it. My young lady is a flirt; she's vain; 
she likes all the admiration she can get, whether it is from 
Captain Dane or whether it is from Squire Lester; but in 
a corner of her heart there is one more precious than either. 
Ho was thero a long while; long before your master came 
home and put the upset to things by wanting her for 
himself.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” exclaimed Ravensbird. 

“ I mean that there’s love between those two, Mr. Ravens¬ 
bird. Have you no wits that you should stare so ? ” 

“ Can you allude to Herbert Dane ? ” 

Sophie nodded, as she bit off an end of cotton. “ They 
love each other to folly.” 

“Then, if so, how dare sho delude my master by her 
false smiles ? ” cried Ravensbird indignantly. 

“ She does it for a purpose,” was the cool answer. “ Just 
about the time that your master came home, my Lady Dane 
began to suspect that she and Mr. Herbert cared for each 
other, and she spoke about it, and my young lady was sick 
to deutli with fright, lest ho should be sent away, or they bo 
otherwise separated. So when Captain Dane came forward 
• with his grand offers,, she made a show of accepting him to 
blind my Lady Dane. Sho makes a show of accepting his 
love to blind him, because she will not let the truth bo 
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known, for Mr. Herbert’s sake. As to her marrying tbo 
captain, I hope my head won’t ache till that time comes.” 

Bichard Bavensbird, standing against ’a side-table, felt 
like one who was listening to some awful plot, some wicked 
conspiracy. Had Fieschi’s infernal maehine been pointed 
at his head, he could not have shrunk from it as a worse 
danger than the one he seemed to shrink from nbw. As he 
looked at Sophie with bewildered eyes, much <Jf the past 
seemed to grow suddenly clear to him. Ho remembered 
how often he had seen the Lady Adelaide lingering with 
Herbert Dane; ho remembered how, many a time, he had' 
seen her exercising some little ruse to avoid his master. 
And ho had set it all down to the natural coquetry of 
woman. 

“ Do they meet in private ? ” he asked. 

“ When they can; just once in a way. Sho runs out now 
and then on a fine evening, to take a little walk with. him. 
My lady drops asleep after dinner in the drawing-room; my 
lord keeps Captain Dano with him at the dinner-table; and 
she slips on her gray cloak, putting the hood over her- head, 
and goes out. Mr. Herbert is waiting for her, and they just 
take one turn across the heights by tho chapel ruins, and 
back again. She daro not stay many minutes for fear of 
being missed.” 

“ Treacherous she-serpent! ” muttered Bavensbird, whoso 
amazed ears were tingling with indignation. “ Why, 
Sophie, it—it—it’s a shocking tiling for her to do! It’s not 
respectable.” 

“ It’s not what V ” shrieked Sophie. “ It’s not.what ? ” 

“ Well, and it is not,” persisted Bavensbird; “ not for a 
young lady like her. She is engaged to my master, and she 
goes out with a hood over her head and meets somebody 
else ’ At any rate, it’s not seemly.” • 

“ You want a hood for your head,” cried Sophie, treating 
him to a specimen of her woman’s tongue. “ Is not Mr. 
Herbert Dane my lord’s nephew, and is he not to be trusted 
to take care of her? Sim’s to be twisted herself, for the 
matter of that, for there never was oifb less likely than she*, 
to jftn into danger. She’s giddy and thoughtless in trifles, 
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but she’s as wisf; as you are, mon ami, in great things. 
"What do you fqir for her?—that the sea will rise and 
swallow her up ? If she walked out with Captain Dane, or 
With Mr. Lester, pr with my lord himself, would you say it 
was ‘ not respectable ? ’ Go along! ” 

'“But look at the treachery!” cried Ravensbird. “My 
master is honourable, unsuspicious, as open as the day, and 
he ought to know of this. It’s shameful treachery, I tell 
you, Sophie. If nobody else enlightens him, I will.” 

“ My friend,” interrupted Sophie, emphatically, “ yon just 
take my advice, for it’s good— don’t you interfere. Folks 
that tell unpalatable truths never get thanked for them. 
Let things take their course. When Captain Dano presses 
for the marriage, as he’ll do soon, then she must speak out 
herself, and that will be best. Perhaps, after all, she may 
take him—I should, I know; at any rato she’ll have to 
choose between them. But don’t you go and break your 
head against a wall.” 

Metaphorically speaking, Mr. Richard Ravensbird was 
breaking his head against one then; he had never felt so 
puzzled, so indignant, in all his life. Ho made no opposition 
to her advice, thereby allowing her to suppose that he fell 
in with it. 

“ Herbert Dane! ” ho repeated, all the scorn of his nature 
concentrated on the name. “If she must havo been false 
to my master, I could better havo supposed it was that sho 
loved Squire Lester.” 

Mademoisello Sophie Doffloo lifted her eyebrows in pity. 
“ That shows what you know abqut such things,” was her 
retort. “ Mi\ Lester is twice as old as she is. What does sho 
care for Mr. Lester ? Ho is the handsomest man in Danes- 
held, and so sho listens to his gallant speeches, and likes 
him to be her slave. If you were a gentleman, she’d squaro 
her elbows at you to keep you off, because of your ugliness.” 

“ She’d be welcome,” returned Richard Ravensbird. 

{To was too much incensed at tho duplicity practised on 
his master to heed the'shafts launched by Sophie on himself. 
■Ho was, deeply attached to Captain Dane. Clenching ; his 
hand as ho stood, he felt that he should like to deal qut 
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her deserts to the Lady Adelaide: ft live feeling for tlie 
generally phlegmatic Richard Ravensbira. But hie nature 
could, on occasion, be aroused into fierce passion; and in 
that respect ho exactly resembled his master, Qaptain Dane. 


CHAPTER IL 

TURNED OUT. 

The door On the left hand of the gateway of Dane Castle 
opened into what was called the hall; an apartment that for 
its capaciousness and sjilendour was the boast of the country. 
Its walls were hung with pictures, no carpet was allowed on 
its pavement of rich mosaic; its furniture was massive 
rather than elegant. In the old days, when Lord Dane was 
in health, and there were large dinner gatherings at the 
castle, this hall was used as the reception-room and tho 
withdrawing-room. It communicated with the dining-room 
by folding-doors, a fine apartment also, but not of tho large 
proportions of the hall. Both these rooms looked on to tho 
front of the castle, facing the sea; the hall extended itself 
tho whole depth of tho castle, saving for a wide stono 
passago that ran along behind, and into which it also 
opened; the dining-room and a smaller room behind it, used 
now as Lord Dane’s sleeping-chamber, which chamber also 
opened into the passago. Above were the drawing-rooms 
and the principal bedchambers. 

On tho other sido the gateway the rooms were of less 
importance; those to the front-wore little used; the kitchens 
and servants’ sitting-rooms wore at the back. Tho stono 
passage just mentioned ran along nearly tho whole length of 
the house—a gloomy passage at the b#st, and dipfj'y lighted,. 
A staircase wound up from it at either, end—vie "one was 
u^w by tho family, tho other chiefly by tho servants. Two 
La.ly Adelaide. 2 
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or three uninhabited rooms opened from it towards tho hack 
of the castle, of finch one was notable, if only from its 
appellation—the death-room. Other passages, curious odds- 
ahd-onds of intricato places, abounded in the castle; somo 
converging t6 an cntfance-door at the back, which was kept 
locked by Lord Dane’s orders, and of which the butler^ Mr. 
Bruff, had charge of the keys, so that the only entrance and 
exit made use of was by the great gateway. 

Evening came on—the evening of the day above noticed— 
grid the party assembled in the drawing-room before dinner 
was a small one: consisting of Lady Dane, Adelaide, and a 
guest, Mr. Lester. Mr. Lester, generally called Squire 
Lester —must have been eight or nine and thirty, but ho did 
not look it. He was n gay, fascinating, very handsome man, 
of middle height, with dark hair, and eyes of violet blue. 
Danesheld was beginning to say that his attraction at the 
castle was the Lady Adelaide—that he was hoping to win her 
for his second wife, in spite of Harry Dane’s open claims. 

She stood against the window now, talking to him. Ho 
was bending his head ns he listened, and his violet eyes 
were fixed on her with an admiration that told its own talo— 
a tale that Lady Adelaide was little loath to listen to; for 
she only lived in this species of flattery. She wore a white 
dross without ornaments, save that it had a bow of pink 
ribbon in front, enclosing a knot of pearls. A pearl necklace 
was round her neck, and pearl bracelets woro on her arms 
just above tho gloves. Harry Dane came in, and Mr. Lester 
drew a little away. 

“ I thought you were gone,” exclaimed Lady Adelaide. 

“ I am later than I ought to be,” he answered. “ I have 
been looking for some papers that I want Moncton to take 
over for me.” 

“ I understood that your friend was to call and see us to¬ 
day, Harry,” observed Lady Dane. 

“ He will come to-morrow instead. The skipper finds he 
can’t get out before to-morrow evening; so it gives Moncton 
^.another day here.” * 

" “The skipper 1” echoed Lady Dane. “That’s onoj of 
your Americanisms, Harry.” 
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“Indeed, no. I assure you it is plaii English,” was the 
laughing answer. “ Good-bye, Adelaida” 

“ A pleasant evening to you,” she rejoined, allowing hor 
hand to rest for an instant iff his. 

Just then the butler appeared and announced dinner. 
Captain Dane held out his arm to Adelaide. 

“ My tardy departure has brought me sonjo reward at 
least,” he said, as he led her away in the wake of. Mr. Lester 
and Lady Dane. 

“A fine reward!” she said, slightly throwing back her 
head with a laugh. 

“ A sweet reward! ” ho murmured in hor oar. “ Adelaide,” 
came the impassioned addition, “ to have you on my arm 
like this, though it be but for a minute, imparts a thrill of 
joy to me for the wholo evening.” 

Thoy descended the liandsomo staircase, threaded the 
spacious hall, and entered the dining-room. Thero he left 
her, bowing over her hand, which he held again in his, with 
something of chivalrous courtesy. He was on his way to 
dine on board the yacht with Colonel Moncton, who had 
declined an invitation to the castle. 

Lord Dane was already at the head of the table, seated. 
Ho was always in his place, as now, before the guests camo 
in. A fine host still, of commanding presence. Nothing of 
his malady was apparent now: ho enjoyed his dinner; ho 
was full of wit and repartee—and Lord Dane had the repu¬ 
tation of being a man of brilliant conversation. None, 
seeing him thus, could suspect he lia'd not the full use of 
his lower limbs, or that he was kept up by mechanical 
support. Lady Dane took her seat opposite to him, Mr. 
Lester and Adelaide on either side, and the dinner began, 
Bruff and two servants being in attendance. 

It was a lovely night, almost as bright as day; and 
Bichard Bavensbird, somewhat later in the evening, was 
standing at the castle gateway, enjoying the moonlight.- 
Before him stretched the smooth, green table-land; thq seat 
beyond it almost as smooth and cal^ri. Standing where lio, 
did, however, he could only see the distant sea, not the 
^Saves under the heights. On tho right were tlm scattered 
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villas: farther on, we village and its lights; almost oppo¬ 
site him the old chapel ruins, their casements and ivied 
walls, broken in places, ghostly and weird-looking as tho 
moonbeams fell on them. 

IV^r. Richard Ravensbird contemplated the sceno to his 
satisfaction, and then strolled across the road, over the grass, 
and went inside the ruins. There was an aperture at either 
end, each solving for a doorway, so that you could walk 
right through. Grass grew in places ; the grave-stones, still 
discernible, cold and gray, Covorcd the remains of those who 
had for centuries been dust of the dust. Pieces of the 
marble flooring were left still, and traces of niches, and 
hooks, and miniature altars, peculiar to places of Roman 
Catholic worship. Such relics hod no attraction for Richard 
Ravensbird, and he quitted tho ruins and walked to tho 
edge of the heights. In this one part tho rocks wero not 
very high, nor at all formidable; and Mr. Ravensbird looked 
down at the strip of land beneath which formed the beach. 
It was very narrow here, and for about two hours at liigh- 
tido was covered by the water, when it was of eourso 
impassable. At other times preventive-men paced it—a 
warning to smugglers. 

These preventive-men had each his defined beat, ex¬ 
tending a nominal, mile in length, but it was a very short 
one; and their pacing was so timed (or ought to have been) 
that they met at tho given boundary at a certain moment, 
exchanged tho signal “ All well; ” and then turned back 
again. Scandalmongers said they lingered sometimes in 
each other’s company at these meeting-points; had been 
seen to light pipes, and produce black bottles from holes 
in tho rocks, and make themselves altogether comfortablo. 
The supervisor heard tho tumour, and said they hod better 
let him catch thorn at it. 

A sad event had occurred on the beach a week previous to 
this. The man on this portion of the beat ait down, as was 
supposed, and fell asleep, and tho tide overwhelmed him 
and carried him out to ijea. The body was washed ashore the 
next day s and a subscription was now being raised for tho 
wife and children, which Lord Dane had headed with a 
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donation of five, pounds. The next s|im on the list was 
twenty-five. It was recorded under the initial “ H,” and was 
suspected (and with truth) to ho from Harry Dane, who would 
not openly put himself down for a larger sum than his father. 

As Ravensbird stood looking down, the preventive-man on 
duty that night came slowly round tho point, a little higher 
up, where tho rocks projected and shut out tho’view beyond. 
Ravensbird waited until he was underneath, and* then called 
to him. 

“ Is that you, Mitchel ? ” 

The man looked up. At first ho could not distinguish 
who was speaking. 

“ Don’t you know me, Mitchel! It’s light enough. Take 
care you don’t*go to sleep, as poor Riggs did.” 

“ Oh, it’s you, Mr. Ravensbird. No, sir: I’ll take care of 
that. Wo think it must have been just above this very spot 
that he sat down and yielded to. drowsiness, if he did yield 
to it. And wo have been talking pretty freely amongst 
ourselves, saying what nonsense it is to make us paco this 
strip of beach. Why, in some plaeos—round that point, for 
one—it’s not a foot broad that wo have to wind round! 
Biggs is just as likely to have slipped off, and got drowned 
that way, as to have dropped asleep.” 

“ If you can make tho revenue officors think it’s nonsense, 
and take you off tho duty, the smugglers will be obliged to 
you.” 

“ Not at all, sir. They could move us to the heights, and 
there we should be out of danger. Thore’s not many 
smugglers left nowadays.’*’ 

“ You must be timid men to fancy dangor whore you aro. 
A child might keep himself out of it.” 

“ Being on the watch constant, perhaps he might: but 
one gets off the watch sometimes.” 

Ravensbird laughed. “Thanks to what you take to warm 
you on a chilly night, Mitchel.” 

“ No, indeod, sir, you are out there* We take nothing*and 
dare not; it would be as much as otfr places are worth, i' 
say, Mr. Ravensbird, don’t you lean over* so far! You might 
bo attacked with giddiness,” 
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“Not I,” answered Ravensbird. “I like looking over 
heights; my nerves aro steady.” 

“ It’s more than I liko,” was the answer. “ And that 
would bo a nasty fall; it would bo suro to broak limbs, and 
might cost life. Good-night, sir.” 

“ I don’t covet the fall. Good-night, if you are going on. 
I suppose the tide will soon be up.” 

The preventive-man passed on, and Richard Ravensbird 
strolled back to the ruins. Barely bad ho entered them, 
when he saw some ono approaching from the direction of 
Danesheld, and recognized Herbert Dane. 

“ Then Sophie was right! ” ho exclaimed. And up to that 
very moment thore had been a grain of willing doubt in tho 
man’s mind. 

Mr. Dane advanced, ^whistling; he leaned against ono 
of tho ivy-covered window-frames, and looked out in tho 
direction of the castle. In this position thore was no 
fear of his being discovered by any stray passers in tho 
road. 

She came up presently, enveloped in a cloak, her feet 
swift. Herbert Dane hastened forward to meet her; and 
Mr. Ravensbird, safely ensconced within the ruins, called 
down something that was not a blessing on all treachery. 
Herbert Dane took her on his arm, and they walkod quickly 
through the chapel to the open ground beyond it—almost 
ran, indeed, for the young lady seemed impatient. Mr. 
Ravensbird hid himself in the darkest nook as they passed, 
and then quietly followed them, and peeped out as they 
paced about between tho chapel am? the heights, she hanging 
lovingly on his arm. 

“ Is the gallant captain at home this evening ? ” Ravons¬ 
bird heard him ask. 

“ No, ho is gono on board the American’s yacht. Squire 
Lester is dining with us. Oh, Herbort,” she added with a 
gay laugh, “I think, what with>one admirer and another, 
my head • will be turped. The squire is growing more 
demonstrative.” «, 

“ Squire Lester’s nobody, Adelaide. The only ono to bo 
feared is nearer home.” 
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“ You need not fear,” sho impulsivelyjjpnswerod. “ I hate 
him! I despise him! He may bo one tnat men esteem and 
women admire, but ho has set his unwelcome love upon ipe, 
and therefore I hate him 1 ” , 

“ He is the Honourable Harry Dane, and his purse h* 
weighty,” remarkod Herbert bitterly. “No despicablo 
rival.” 

“ If you begin like that I shall go back again,” sho 
returned, with a pretty affectation of childishness. “ You 
know that he is nothing to mo; that I shall never marry 
him, though I am obliged to let it be thought I will. Why 
he—but I must not tell that; I gave my promise. Do you 
fear I would marry him, Herbert, when I—I caro only for 
you?” 

“ What is it that you may not tell ? ” inquired Herbert 
Dane. 

“ Oh, nothing; only something he said,” she answered 
carelessly ; “ it does not concern cither you or me. You arc 
cross with mo, Herbert: you think I ought not to encourage 
him, but how can I help myself ? If my aunt suspected 
that I cared for you, or you for me, we should be sent flying 
to opposite corners of the earth.” 

“ Adelaide, this deception cannot go on for ever; an ex¬ 
planation must come.” 

“ I suppose it must, some time.” 

“ Apd when it does ? ” 

“ Now, please don’t worry me about the future, Herbert! 
When it doos come, I dare say I shall see my way out of it. 
Do you know what idea floats sometimes through my mind ? 
That I will tell Harry the truth— how we love each other— 
and throw myself on his genorosity, and get him to keep 
the secret.” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense, Adelaide.” 

“ Why are you so cross to-night ? ” 

“ I am not cross, only pained. My life seems like one 
long painful dream now, and at oddjnoments I think you do 
not really care for mo.” 

The accusation was unfounded, and Adelaide Errbl looked 
up at him in reproach, her eyes filling with tea* which ho 
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could sco in tho moonlight. Ho murmured a word of con¬ 
trition, bent down, and pressed a kiss upon lior lips. Mr. 
Eichurd Eavensbird, in liis liiding-placo, ratlior wished' tliat 
it had boon any thing else. 

For a few minutes Eavensbird hoard no more ; they were 
standing side by sido on the brow of the heights, looking 
out on the sea. Then Lady Adelaide seemed to turn in a 
hurry. , 

“ No, don't write to mo,” slio was saying, when they came 
within Eavensbird’s hearing again; “ v.c must chance it. I 
am not sure that it would do to entrust notes to Sophie: she 
and that ugly servant of Harry's, who is as dark as his 
name, are great friends. It’s a shamo you can't run in and 
out of the castle at will, as you used to do ; but what you 
say is true,—that they all look coldly upon you. I must 
go, indeed, Herbert: suppose my aunt wore to wake up and 
know that I was here! Oh! what a scene there would 
ho!” 

“ Whore’s the harm ? ” hotly returned Herbert Dane. 
“ You are as safe with me, I hope, as you arc indoors with 
her.” 

“ But you arc the very one she does not ehooso mo to bo 
with, don’t you see! ” said the girl, laughing. “ She’d think 
there was treason concocting against Harry. Has Cecilia 
gone on her visit '! ” 

“ She went this afternoon. You are in a hurry ! ” he said, 
speaking as if excessively aggrieved. “ It’s not often you 
come out here, goodness knows. And I have told you I 
cannot bo hero to-moiTOW night.” ' 

“ It’s not often we have these lovely nights. You would 
not have me come out on a dark or a wot one. Not through 
the chapel, Herbert,” she added, for he seemed bearing to¬ 
wards tho entrance door. “I never go through it but I 
think of ghosts. You must have an affection for them.” 

1 [o laughed; and Eavensbird watched them slowly pass 
outside, obtaining a chain view of their features through tho 
•anorturos of the ivied easements. 

1101-1)011 Dane did not go far; he was afraid, possibly, of 
being seen,*' They stood a moment to shake hands; she ran 
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swiftly away over the turf, ami he camp back and propped 
his back against tlio wall, as before, whilst lie watched her 
enter the castle. Then ho took his way towards Daneslipld 
at a swift pace; and Mr. Eicliard Eavcnsljjrd, emerging 
from the ruins, cooled his indignation by a walk on. the 
koights before ho returned homo. 

The morning rose as lovely as the night had been : not 
quite so calm, for a slight breeze appeared to bo getting up. 
“All the better for Moncton’s yacht,” observed Captain 
Harry Dane, as he sat at breakfast, with his mother and 
Lady Adelaide, the sunbeams falling on the table, and 
causing the white cloth and the silver to glitter. “ The 
wind is fair, too, for her; she’ll go out with a run.” 

“ When does she go out ? ” asked Lady Dane. 

“ To-night.” 

“You stayed late on board last night, Harry, did you 
not?” 

“ Yes. I think it was past twelve when I left her. I and 
Moncton were talking of old times. He is anticipating the 
pleasure of welcoming you some time to his home. Adelaide; 
he has a charming place at Washington.” 

Lady Adelaide threw back her head, and there was 
incipient dofianco in her tones as .he spoke. 

“ It may be that he will not have the pleasure. Washing¬ 
ton is a long way off, Captain Dane.” 

“ Captain Dano! ” ho echoed, not pleased at the title. 

“ Harry, then,” she rejoined good-humouredly, for Lady 
Dano was turning upon her a disapproving eye ; “ if you 
are ashamed of the otlier'namo.” 

“ I am not ashamed of it, Adelaide,” he quietly said ; “ but 
I like a different ono from you.” 

“ Oh dear! ” sighed Adelaide, petulantly throwing herself 
back in her chair; “ how crooked and contrary things go in 
this world! ” 

“ What things ? ” inquired Lady Dane. 

“Many things, aunt. Sophie was^as cross as two sticks 
this morning, and that beautiful birth Mr. Lester gave me i(j* 
drooping its wings. I think it is going*to die.” 

As Captain Dane quitted the room after breakfast, he was 
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met by his servant?' llavensbird, who craved five minutes’ 
speech of him. They aseonded to a small apartment in tho 
turret that the captain made his sitting-room, and wore shut 
in. Lady Dane ordered the breakfast things away, and 
opened her prayer-book to read the psalms for the day. She 
was a thoroughly good woman. "When Adelaide Errol first 
came, her aunt had caused her to join in tho exorcise; but it 
had been duno with an ill grace, an impatient manner; and 
Lady Dane at length told hor, gently, to wait until her heart 
Was more attuned to it. Poor Adelaide, who had never been 
trained in such habits, thought them a weary task, and Lady 
Dane had tho good sense to remember that none should be 
forced into religion. She sat in her easy chair near the 
fire, whilst Adelaide, in hor pretty peach-coloured muslin 
dress, her fair hands peeping from beneath its lace cuffs, 
her cheeks as piidc as the muslin, with sonic mental excite¬ 
ment, stood at tho window. 

The room was near the drawing-room at the end of the 
house; ono window facing tho sea, another overlooking 
Daneshohl. It was a glorious spring morning. The sky was 
blue, with a few fleecy clouds upon it; the sun was shining 
brilliantly; the hedges were putting forth their tender 
green, and tho early flowers were opening. Not on any of 
these, pleasant objects though they were to the eye, gazed 
Lady Adelaide: slio did not give a thought to the beautiful 
expanse of sea stretched out in tho distance, or to the stately 
vessels sailing slowly along ; she saw nothing of the pretty 
villas near, nor of the labourers at work on the farm lands; 
no, her attention was absorbed by something else. 

Astride upon tho same gate where you saw him yesterday 
sat Herbert Dane. He niiglit be seen there often, for it was 
within view of tho ono window of the morning-room and of 
a claiming young face that was wont to appear at it. He 
had discarded yesterday’s fishing-rod; but held instead a 
silver-mounted riding-whip, with which ho switched, now 
his boots, now the bars of tho gate, all in his usual listless 
‘manner. Think you the Lady Adelaide could havo eyes An¬ 
other sights when he was there ? He took off his hat to her 
once when' sho first appeared; and a stranger would have 
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soon nothing in the action boyond the anlinury courtesy of 
u gentleman. She probably saw much more. 

“Aunt,” she eriod, suddenly breaking the silence, ajid 
it seemed, to her impatience, that lialf-an-Jjour at least 
must have elapsed since Lady Dane had held her prayer- 
book, though in reality it was barely ten minutes: “ is 
it not time, think you, to get ready to go ««t with my 
uncle ? ” 

“ Not yet, Adelaide. It is only—What’s that ? ” 

Loud and angry tones, as of voices in dispute, arose 
suddenly from the floor above. Lady Dane started from 
her chair in alarm, and Adelaide went to the door, and 
opened it. 

Captain Dane and his servant Ravonsbird were on tho 
stairs; the captain held his servant’s collar, and was pro¬ 
pelling him downwards in fierce anger. Both of them 
seemed in a state of ungovernable fury. They stumbled 
down to this, the first lauding, and then Captain Dane, with 
a push and a kick, sent his servant whirling down the lower 
staircase. 

Lady Dane, utterly aghast, gazed over tho balustrades at 
Ravonsbird. The man righted himself, looked up, and 
shook his fist at his master. But he appeared not to sec 
the ladies. 

“Take care of yourself, Captain Dane,” he said, the 
words coming forth in malignant, hissing tones. “ 1 shall 
never lose sight of this insult until I have repaid it.” 

“ Good heavens, Harry! ” exclaimed Lady Dane, as 
Ravonsbird disappeared amidst a group of gaping servants, 
whom tho noise had caused to gather below, “ what does all 
this mean ? What has Ravensbird done '! ” 

“ Never mind, mother. Ho will not disturb the peace el' 
the castle again. I have discharged him.” 

“ Discharged Ravensbird ? ” 

“ The hound! ” burst forth the captain, who could not in 
the least get over his fury. 

“ But what had he done ? ” reitora&d Lady Dane. 

“ He attempted to impose on mo with lying tulcs, and 
when I would have forced from him his motirvo for the 
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villany, lie-But there, I can’t go over the matter 5 I 

shall kill him if I do,” broke off tho captain. 

..And turning round, ho stalked back to his room again, 
leaving Lady Dane and Adelaide to any conjectures they 
might pleaso to form. 

Mr. Richard Ravcnsbird, vouchsafing as littlo explanation 
as hit master, strode past tho wondering servants in tho 
small stone hall, which must not be confounded with tho 
great hall beforo mentioned, and down tho stone passage. 
'He never spoke a word; Iris face was livid; his nostrils 
were working. Only as he was turning towards the gate¬ 
way, did ho look back, and ask 0110 of tho footmen to gather 
his clothes and other property together, and despatch them 
after him to tho “ Sailor’s Rest.” At this juncture Sophie 
appeared on tho scone, demanding an explanation; but 
Ravcnsbird waived her off. With tho persistency of her sox 
sho laid hold of him, and then Ravcnsbird said she should 
hear from him in tho course of tho day, as I10 shook himself 
free. Nothing more could slio obtain from him, though she 
followed him beyond the great gates, and stood thero until 
ho was out of sight. 

Herbert Dane was still astride on tho swing gato, almost 
tired, it must bo supposed, with his want of occupation. 
Tho appearance of Mr. Ravcnsbird, with a peculiarly enraged 
expression of face, was a wolcomo divertissement. 

“ Halloa, Ravcnsbird! What’s up ? ” 

Tho man stopped as lie answered, looking into the face of 
his questioner, and giving each word its full force. 

“ I have been kicked out of the castle, sir.” 

“ Kicked out of the castlo ! ” echoed Herbert Dane, in as¬ 
tonishment. “ By whom ? Not by its lord ? ” he added, with 
an attempt at a joke. 

“ I have been ignominiously thrust forth from the castlo 
and from my long service; kicked downstairs in the sight of 
my Lady Dane and of the domestics,” repeated Ravcnsbird. 
“ He who did it was my master. But let him look to him- 

f, for I swear I’ll Ic revenged. There are some insults, 
sir, that retaliation alone can wipe out. This is on0 of 
them,” 
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“ And what was it all for ? How did you offend him ? ” 
reiterated the "wondering listener. 

“ I was endeavouring to do him a service; and my friendly 
words—friendly I meant them to be—were taken up in a 
wrong light. I say, let him take heed to himself.” 

1 Javensbird strode on, wai ting for no more. 1 lorbcrt 1 )ano 
gazed after him, unable all at once to recover Jiis surprise. 
The silver-mounted riding-whip was at rest now.. 

“ Ravcnsbird looks a queer customer to offend, at the 
present moment,” ([noth lie to himself. “Wliat a livid fac<i 
of anger it was. I think Mr. Harry had better take heed to 
himself.” 

Meanwhile, Lord Dane, to whoso ears the scandalous sounds 
had penetrated, summoned his son to his presence, and de¬ 
manded an explanation. But Captain Dane wholly declined 
to enter into details. “ Raven,sbird had behaved infamously, 
and had received his deserts,” he said; and nothing more 
could his lordship get from him. 

Colonel Moncton called in the course of the morning, and 
remained to luncheon. The Pearl was ready to go out now, 
and was waiting for the evening tide. Lord Dane inquired 
what time she would sail, and the colonel replied ho believed 
they should get away by about nine o’clock. He asked 
Captain Dane to dine with him on board at seven, and the 
captain promised to do so. 

The two friends went out together after luncheon; and 
Lady Adelaide, standing listlessly at the drawing-room 
window, watched them as they strolled about. Captain Dane 
was showing bis friend *tho few points of interest within 
view. He took him into the chapel ruins; he showed him 
tho stops of a descent a little higher up, with the small 
landing-placo below, where he and his brother used to moor 
their pleasure-boat. They descended these steps now, and 
continued their way to the village by the narrow path chiefly 
used by the provontivc-mon, parting when they reached 
tho yacht, for Captain Dane pleaded an afternoon engi^ge- 
ment. 

And the day passed on to evening. 

There was no guest at dinner that night at#tho castle. 
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Lord Dane, his wife, and Adelaide wore seated at the table, 
when somewhat to their surprise, for they had heard tlio 
promise given to Colonel Moncton, Captain Dane entered and 
took his place. 

“ Is it you, Harry ? ” cried Lord Dane. “ I thought you 
were dining on board the yacht.” 

“ I changed my mind afterwards, sir, and sent a message to 
Moncton. .Perhaps I may go down to see him off.”- 

The words wore spoken in short, strange tones. Lord Dano 
saw that his sou was suffering from inward annoyance. 

“ You are allowing that affair with Raveusbird to vex you, 
Harry,” lie said, looking at him. 

“ It has vexed me very much indeed, sir ; more than I caro 
to speak about.” 

“ Harry, you must take care of that man,” said Adelaide, 
who was this night attired in a blue silk, shot with white, 
that shono and glimmered in the gaslight. “ I hear he 
meditates some vengeance upon you.” 

Harry Dane’s only answer was to draw down his lips in 
contempt for Mr. Ravensbird and his vengeance; but Lord 
Dano inquired of Adelaide where sho lia<J, picked up that 
piece of news. 

“ I happened to meet Mr. Herbert when I was out this 
afternoon,” she said ; and anyone hearing her answer, and 
seeing the composed expression of face, might have deemed 
Mr. Herbert some remote elderly connection whom she hardly 
presumed to speak to, or to know by sight. “ He said Raven fi¬ 
le rd passed by him on leaving the castle this morning, vowing 
he would be revenged ; and ho thought Harry had better have 
such a man for a friend than an enemy.” 

A smile of irony, mingled with almost implacable anger, 
crossed the face of Captain Dane. “ Let Ravensbird be left 
to mo,” was all he said; and after that, throughout dinner, 
he spoke only in monosyllables, and Lord Dane noticed that 
ho sent nearly everything away untouched. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE FALL FROM THE CLIFF. 

<! Shall I, or shall I not go ¥ ” debated Lady Adelaide, ns 
siic stood in weary impatience at one of tlic windows of the 
drawing-room, looking out between the muslin curtains at 
the lovely night. “Herbert said he could not come up to¬ 
night, and Hint’s a great shame. Tiresome people! And 
such a night as it is ! I think I must go,” she added, after 
a pause. T don’t know what it is that makes me like this 
freedom of running out alone, unless it is that they taught 
me to be self-dependent as a child. How bright the moon¬ 
light is as it glistens on the water! I will go for five 
minutes. I think my lungs are exacting, and require fresh 
air after the heat of the dining-room.” 

She turned and looked at Lady Dane. Yes, there was no 
impediment there; her ladyship was fast asleep in her casy- 
cliair. It was, indeed, a most charming night—the sea 
calm, the air genial, the moon bright as day. The promised 
breeze of the morning had subsided into one barely sufficient 
to carry out the fishing craft and Colonel Moncton’s yacht. 
Adelaide Errol quitted the room on tiptoe, put on her gray 
cloak with its hood, and stole forth through the great 
gateway. Had any one preached to her of imprudence 
touching these short moonlight excursions, she would have 
laughed at them, and said she was as safe from harm out of 
doors as within. Perhaps she was; for a cry might have 
brought forth the whole castle to her rescue. 

Lady Dane slept on—the more soundly, perhaps, becauso 
she had been longer than usual to-night in dropping off, to 
the secret annoyance of her impatient niece. Could she only 
have discerned the young lady at that very moment, tripping 
with light steps over the grass! Lady Dane had boon 
greatly put out with the chief event ftf the day—the quarrel, 
with Ruvcnsbird. Harry had never b?cn her favourjte son— 
but he was her son ; and, any grief or annoyance to him found 
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its oclio tenfold in licr breast. Ah! if these careless sons 
only knew the paiii they bring! 

/Suddenly, as it seemed, Lady Dano began to dream. She 
thought the encounter was being renewed—that Harry had 
seized hold of Ravensbird and was striking him in the face, 
causing the man to utter a succession of screams. Bo vivid 
Was the scene that Lady Dane awoke. 

She awoke to find that the screams were real. She sat 
uj> in her chair, bewildered for a moment, wondering what 
was the matter and where every one was. But the screams 
wore not those of Ravensbird; they were the shrill screams 
of a woman, and they camo from the greensward. Lady 
Dano went to the window, threw it open, and looked out. A 
gray object was flying over the grass towards the castle. Not 
at first did Lady Dane recognize it, though tlio hood was 
flung back from the fair young face, and the elaborately- 
dressed hair was distinct in tins moonlight. Then she saw 
Bruff, followed by other servants, run across the road, and 
the young lady fall into their arms. Lady Dane clasped 
her hands in an impulse of astonishment and fear. It was 
her niece, Adelaide! 

She went down as quickly as her ago allowed, inti) 
the great hall, and met Bruff bringing in Lady Adelaide. 
Panting, trembling, crying still, unable to support liersolf, 
the girl was evidently under the influence of some great 
terror. Lady Dane's questions were utterly useless, for 
Adelaide was not in a state to answer them. She fell into a 
chair in strong hysterics. The wondering servants removed 
her cloak; ran for smelling-salts' 1 , for water; Lady Dane 
chafed her hands, and altogether there was great commotion. 
In the midst of it the voice of Lord Dano was hoard calling 
for Bruff. The man hastened into the dining-room, and 
Lord Dane, who still sat at tlio head of the table, the hell- 
rope attached to his chair- by means of a silicon ribbon, 
angrily inquired wlint all that unseemly noise meant. 

“ My lord, the cries tjrc from Lady Adelaide. She seems 
be taken ill.” 

“ Seems to be taken ill! What d’ye mean ? ” 

“ She was outside, as it appears, my lord. She was 
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tunning home from the heights anil screaming, when we got 
out. Something must have frightened her.” 

“ Lady Adelaide shrieking like that! Lady Adelaide qp 
the heights at this hour ! ” reiterated Lord Diyic, in angry 
disbelief. It is not likely, Brnff.” 

“ But, my lord, it is so,” persisted Bruff. “ Those cries 
you hear now are Lady Adelaide’s. She is in the hall, and 
my lady is with her.” 

“ Undo this,” said Lord Dane. 

' He alluded to the silken ribbon attached to his chaiiv 
The butler obeyed; and Lord Dane, touching a spring, 
propelled the chair gently forward over the carpet. Bruit' 
threw open the foliling-cloors, and Lord Dane went- on to the 
hall, bringing his chair in front of Adelaide. Hysterics ftro 
not so uncontrollable as Some jieoplo imagine; and the 
presence of Lord Dane put an end to these. But Lady 
Adelaide trembled all over, as if in a fit of ague, and her 
face was white as death. 

“ What is all this, Adelaide ? ” he inquired. “ Have you 
been frightened? What is it?” ho added, rather sharply, 
turning to his wife, for Adelaide suddenly flung her hands 
up to her face as if refusing an answer. “ Bruff says she 
was out on the heights, and came screaming home again. 
I don’t understand it.” 

“ I’m sure I don’t,” returned Lady Dane. “ It’s true sho 
was on the heights, for I saw auil hoard her. She must have 
been frightened in some way.” 

“ But what brought her on the heights ? ” 

“ That is just what I want to learn. When I fell asleep 
after dinner sho was in the drawing-room, reading. It 
seemed to me that baroly five minutes had elapsed, when 
she came back from the heights crying in the way you must 
have heard. I have asked her ton times what brought her 
out; but sho does not answer me.” 

Lady Dane was cross also. She thought the young lady 
might answer if she would. Lord Daqp, choleric as ever was 
his second son, and unused to contradiction, wheeled his chair 
a foot closer, and laid his hand upon her shoulder. Some of the 
servants wero standing round, but he was unmindful of them. 

Lijdy Adelaida. d 
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“ Now, Adelaide, this won’t do. I want to know what it 
is that is the matter with you, and I will know. What 
brought you out ? ” 

' “ I don’t know,” she answered, shivering visibly in her 
strong emotion. 

“ But you must know; you did. not walk out in your 
sloep. Adelaido, understand me—I am asking to know. 
Did you go out to meet any one?” he continued, a shrewd 
suspicion arising in his mind. 

“ Oh, no, no ; indeed I did not; indeed, Lord Dane, I did 
not,” she replied, with what seemed very unnecessary 
vehemence. 

“ I though 1 : it possible you might have gone out in ex¬ 
pectation of meeting Harry, or with him. Very foolish of 
you both if you had, when you can walk out together as 
much as you choose in the daytimo. But Harry went down 
to the yacht, I think. Your explanation, Adelaide ? ” 

“ I will tell tlio truth,” she said, with a flood of more silent 
tears. “ I stood at the window after my aunt went to sleep, 
looking out on the lovely night. I never saw a night moro 
beautiful, and it came into my head that I would run across 
the heights and back again, and I put on my gray cloak and 
went out. I meant no harm.” 

“ And a very wild-goose trick it was ! ” interposed Lady 
Dane. “ Young ladies don’t run out alone at night in this 
country, Adelaide, however bright the moon may be.” 

Adelaide did not care for the reproof; her aunt might 
reproach her with being a “ wild-goose ” for ever if she 
pleased; what she did care for, was the penetrating look of 
my Lord Dane, whose keen eyes were fixed on her face. 

“You have not told us what alarmed you,” he quietly said. 

“ And I don’t know what alarmed me; I don’t, indeed, 
uncle. I was so foolish as to think, in a spirit of bravado, 
that I would run through the chapel ruins, but no sooner 
was I in them than a horrible fear came over me, and I ran 
homo screaming. I could not have helped screaming had it 
.been to save my life.” 

“ Poor child! ” spoke Lady Dane in compassion. 

“I can’t, boar the ruins oven in the daytimo,” she resumed, 
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with a slmdder; “ and at night they seen! full of nothing 
hut ghosts. Oh, aunt! I will never run out alone again.” 

Lord Dane felt unconvinced. As to ghosts, ho had 
hitherto believed the young lady to be one who was no more 
amenable to such fear than ho.himself was. 

“ Adelaide,” he gravely said, “ did anything else frighten 
you ? Did any one accost you on the heights ? ’’ 

“Not any one indeed,” she answered, earnQstly; “no 
person whatever saw me or know I was there. No one over 
is on tho heights at night.” 

“ Had a mad bull strayed on to them ? ” cried his lordship, 
in an access of anger. “ Nothing less than a raging animal 
of sonic sort ought to call up such senseless terror as this.” 

“Poor child!” again whispered Lady Dane in her 
increasing compassion, fully believing every word her niece 
had said. “ She has told us tho truth, I am sure, Geoffry. 
Don’t you remember bow frightened I used to bo of ghosts 
myself when I was young; how I would fly past the death- 
room with my face hidden, if ever I had to pass it, and how 
you used to laugh at me?” 

“ There, dry your tears,” cried Lord Dane, accepting the 
position, though there was still a corner of incredulity left 
in Lis heart. “ You had better come into the dining-room, 
and take a glass of wine. And don’t go running out again 
at night, lest you meet real ghosts instead of fancied 
ones.” 

Lord Dano touched his chair and went slowly away. 
Lady Dane followed. Adelaide was rising from her seat, 
passively obedient—as slie»would have been at that moment 
had Lord Dano invited her to a glass of opium instead of 
wine—when her glance happened to fall on her maid. Tlio 
French girl’s eyes were fixed upon her with so strange a 
gaze that Lady Adelaide recoiled in a second attack of 
terror. 

“ What is it, Sophie ? ” she gasped. 

“ Nothing, my lady. I have no fear of these revenapts 
for my part. I did not think your laSyship had.” 

But the tone was curiously bold; almost covertly insolent. 
And the Lady Adelaide, instead of checking the* freedom, 
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looked as if she could have fallen at the maid’s feet and im¬ 
plored her to be silent. 

It was about this same ■ hour, or a short while before it, 
that Mitcliel, the eoastguardsman, came winding round the 
point, on his beat, near Dane Castle ; just as on the previous 
night when ho had been called to from the heights by 
Bichard Ravensbird. 

He came quietly round the point—where the rocks pro¬ 
jected so much as scarcely to leave a foot of beach to walk 
<upon—his monotonous steps a shade quicker, it might be, 
than usual, for this was his last turn ere the tide should 
come up ; and Mitcliel, never a strong man, was always 
eager for the time of rest. Ilis thoughts reverted to the 
groat event of the day—the dispute between Ravensbird and 
his master—which had become known all over Danesheldan 
hour after it had taken place. It is possible that the recol¬ 
lection of the colloquy with Ilavousbird the previous 
evening, on that same spot, brought the subject of the 
quarrel to his mind then. 

Suddenly, before the point was well rounded, a sound of 
angry voices arose in the still night air. They seemed to 
come from the heights, in the direction of the chapel-ruins, 
just where Ravensbird had been the past night.; and Mitcliel 
naturally looked up. lie could see nothing—the rocks rose 
too perpendicularly ; but in another minute two men—as 
they looked to him in the moonlight—appeared on the very 
ledge of the heights, engaged in a sharp seuflle. The voices 
had ceased then: the struggle seemed to be for dear life : 
and Mitcliel, full of horror at ttio danger, stood still and 
gazed. 

An instant of suspense—it was not longer—and one of 
them fell over the cliff, or was thrown over; immediately 
following upon which, shrill cries of terror, evidently not 
in the voice of a man, arose faintly beyond, in the 
distance. 

Mitcliel stood in dismay, his heart leaping into his mouth. 
'As may have been gathered from the short conversation with 
Ravensbird just alluded to, ho was not of a brave nature; 
few men of permanently weak constitution are so. Mitcliel 
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managed to keep up and go about bis duties, but be was 
always ailing, and earlier in life bo had been subject to 
epileptic fits. He had really to take heart and courage 
before be could advance; the sight of a dead rnaji to Mitehel 
would have beon as bad as that of a ghost to a school-gy-1, 
and ho had little doubt that the unfortunate victim before 
him was dead—killed by the fall. In breathless trepidation 
lie at length ran along the beach to the spot, and stooped 
over the man lying there. 

Dead he appeared to bo. The face was upturned in the. 
bright night, tho eyes wero closed, tho mouth was slightly 
open, and the skin woro a blue and ghastly look in tho 
moonlight. Mitcliel recognized the features, and recoiled 
as ho did so; if anything could have augmented his terror 
and dismay at the moment, it was that recognition : for they 
were tho features of tho Honourable William Henry Dane. 

The first thought that came, into the coastguardsman’s 
brain was, that the other man must have been ltavensbird ; 
the second was to wonder what lie should do. He was 
ignorant of what he ought to do; or indoed of what he 
could do. Impulse led him to lift'his head and shout, 
hoping he might be heard on the heights ; but there came no 
answor. Little chanco was there that the assailant would 
respond; and no one else was likely to be abroad there at 
night. 

Tho faint cries in the distance had soon died away, and 
Mitehel began half to doubt whether ho had really heard 
them. Mitehel took off his own coat, folded it, and laid it 
under Captain Dane’s head; ho rubbed his hands, he 
sprinkled water from the sea on his face, and ho rubbed his 
heart. 

But Captain Dane never moved, or gave the faintest sign 
of life. Not a vessel happened to bo within hail at tho 
time, or Mitehel in his desperation would have shouted to 
that. Again he raised liis voieo to the heights—a poor 
voice at the best of times, not as strong as most men’s—but 
the echoes died away into silence, anti there was no answer.’. 
Suddenly ho was seized with terror—partly at finding him¬ 
self helplessly along with tho dead, partly at the recollection 
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that the tide would soon bo up and overwhelm the body, 
partly at tho horror of the situation,altogether. 

. Mitchel was ono of thoso who become hopelessly ineapablo 
on a sudden emergency; ho know no more than a child 
wbat was best to bo done. The nearest way off tho beach 
was round the point ho had just traversed, and up the steps 
a very little , higher, the same stops which poor Captain 
Dane descended in tho morning with his American friend. 
It would have been Mitchel’s proper course to take, for ho 
’Could soon havo obtained assistance at the castle. But, 
Mitchel argued, if ho ran along tho beach tho opposite way, 
towards Dancsheld, he should meet, almost immediately, tho 
next preventive-man, the boundary-point not being far 
distant. Two vague ideas were floating hazily in Mitohcl’s 
mind, prompting him to the latter course ; the one was, that 
it would be terribly lonoly to go by way of the steps and 
across tho heights with tho certainty of never - meeting 
a soul; the other was, that he could bring back his com¬ 
rade, the preventive-man, and between them they might 
manage to bear Captain Dane’s body from the advancing 
sea. 

Standing in lamentable indecision, bis brain confused, 
Mitcliel stooped again over Captain Dane. The face had 
not boon injured in falling. Ho pushed the hair from tho 
cold brow; he took up one of tho hands intending to feel 
for the pulse, but in his tremor lie list tlio band slip, and it 
fell a dead weight., Mitehel’s terror came on again with 
twofold violence, and hardly knowing wliat lie did, be tore 
away at his utmost speed, bis heart beating wildly against 
bis side. You need not ask which way lie went; in these 
moments of terror, reason yields to impulse : and Mitcliol’s 
faco and steps wore turned towards Dancsheld, his eyes 
strained for tho welcome view of his comrade. 

But ho did not meet him. Whcthor tho man had stolen a 
march upon time (as was most likely), and gone away too 
early ; or whether (as ho afterwards declared) ho was perched 
upon a ledge that was°partly sheltered, in tho rocks, looking 
at what he called ft “ suspicious craft ” lying off tlic .coast, 
never was" satisfactorily settled. Certain it was, th| two 
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men did not moot, did not see cacli other, and Mitehel wont 
tearing on all the way to Danesheld, tho beating of his heart 
growing louder, and now and then impeding his progress, 
in a manlier that Mitehel scarcely liked, and. did not un¬ 
derstand. 

The first place he came to was the coastguard station—a 
low building close to the beach. Outside, it ’looked just 
like a barn; inside, it consisted of two rooms and a sleeping 
closet. As Mitehel. neared it, he was conscious of a sense 
of great relief from two causes : that he was within hail of 
living beings again, and that there would yet bo time to 
rescue the body of Captain Dane. 

The outer door of the station opened into a good-sized 
room. In this, round a blazing fire, were gathered four 
men, comfortably gossiping as they sat: the supervisor, 
whose name was Cotton, two friends who had dropped in, 
and a preventive-man. This coastguard station, having 
little to do with its time, possessed tho character for 
keeping up any scandal that might be current in Danesheld. 
It was some time since a dish had been served up to it 
equal to the one. afforded them that day—tho quarrel of 
Captain Dane with his servant, and his expulsion from the 
castle. Nothing else had been talked of in Danesheld since 
the morning, and it formed tho topic of conversation now in 
the station as tho men sat round the fire, each of the four 
offering his own conviction as to the origin, or cause, in 
contradiction to the rest. Exceedingly astonished were the 
disputants to find the door open with a burst, and a coatless 
man bolt in upon them in what seemed to bo mortal terror. 
They recognized Mitehel: his eyes seemed starting from 
his head, and his face was in a white heat. 

“ What on earth’s the matter with you ? ” wrathfully 
demanded Mr. Supervisor Cotton, who came to the conclusion 
that Mitehel had been drinking. 

Mitehel could not answer. His heart was beating as ho 
never remembered it to have beaten ^before. He laid both 
his hands upon it, and staggered against the wall; his liptV* 
were turning white, great drops of water were coihing out 
on lifs brow. Mr. Cotton began to doubt whether there 
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might not ho some other cause for these e trail go appearances 
than tho one lie had hastily assumed. 

“ Why have you loft your beat ? What brings you hero 
id this state? Where’s your coat?” ho reiterated in 
wondering wrath, finding Mitchel did not speak. 

<1 ‘ lie is dead; ho is dead! ” gasped Mitchel at length. 
“ I must have assistance for him. If-” 

Mitchel did not go on; apparently his breath would not 
let him continue, or perhaps it was his heart. Mr. Cotton 
and his friend stared. 

“Who is dead? what are you talking of?” cried tho 
supervisor. 

Mitchel opened his lips, but no words came forth, and ho 
suddenly threw up his hands. But for their springing 
forward and catching him, he had fallen to the ground. 

“ What is it ? ” cried Mr. Supervisor Cotton. “ He looks 
as if he was in a fit. Lay him down here; and, Sims, you 
run for tho doctor.” 

Mitchel was in a fit. The fright he had experienced on 
the beach, or the prolonged and violent exertion of running, 
or perhaps the two combined, had brought on a similar lit 
to those he had boon subject to in early life. 


CHAPTER IY. 
kavensiuhd’s arrest. 

They were gathered together in tho coastguard station, 
their faces bent over tho prostrate man, Mitchel; the doctor 
present now, and Mr. Supervisor Cotton himself holding the 
light. Sims, the preventive-man, despatched in search of 
the surgeon, had not been able to find him immediately; ho 
met'him at length in die town, walking arm-in-arm with 
Mr. Appcrly, Lord llano’s solicitor; but some 'time lidd 
then been lost. Sijn® told of Mitchel’s attack, whiefe ho 
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called “ queer,” and tlio two gentlemen turned their steps to 
the station, Mitclicl was insensible still, and frothing at 
the mouth. 

“Just move away, will you, and give elbow room,” said 
tho doctor, whose namo was Wild, to the spectators. “Do 
you know what brought this attack on, Mr. Cotton ? I 
suspect the man must have been unduly excited.” 

“ Ho camo banging in hero in a line state without his 
coat,” was Mr. Cotton’s answer, “ I never saw a man so 
upset; all his breath was gone; and his speech too. J 
thought he must have been drinking! ” 

Tho doctor, a thin active nnuq with black curly hair, 
made no observation. Ho was busying himself with Mitclicl. 
The supervisor resumed: 

“ After an effort, Mitclicl got out somo words about 
wanting assistance for somebody who was dead; so far as 
wo could understand them. For my part, Mr. Wild, I think 
he was moonstruck.” 

“ I don’t, .sir,” dissented Sims, turning to his superior. “ I 
think ho must have had a fright. Mitchel’s a quiet, steady 
man, not given to drink, or anything of that sort, but lie’s a 
regular coward.” 

Tho only way of arriving at a solution of the mystery was 
to wait until Mitclicl himself revived to tell it. Mr. Wild 
remained with the man, and ho grew hotter, hut it was 
nearly an hour before lie was able to speak. They placed 
him in a chair in front of tlio fire, and gave him something 
to drink. 

“ Now, Mitehel,” began the doctor, “ let us have it out. 
What caused this attack of yours V ” 

Mitehel did not answer. He was probably diving into 
his memory for the various events of the evening. 

“What’s the hour?” ho suddenly asked, attempting to 
spring up to get a view of tho clock behind him. 

“ Hard upon ten. You’d better sit still, Mitehel.” 

But instead of sitting still, Mitclicl staggered a few p^ces 
forward, and had to sink back again.* Ho was weak yet. 

“ d/hen it’s too late! ” lie exclaimed in excitement. “ Tho 
body* will have been already washed away J ” 
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Ho told tho tale as well as he was able; his sentences 
were disjointed still. There had been a seufflo on tho brow 
of tho heights between two men, and ono of them was flung 
over, or fell over. It was Captain Dane. 

Tho name startled them all. Mr. Apperly was still 
present, and lifted his legal face with a sharp suspicion. 

“ You say a man was scuffling with Captain Dane, and 
eventually pitched him over, Mitchel ? ” 

“ As it seemed to me, sir. That they wore quarrelling 
and struggling is certain; and 1 Captain Dane would not be 
likely to fling himself down.” 

“I fear, then, his assailant was the man Bavensbird,” 
gravely observed Mr. Apperly. “He was heard to utter 
threats of revenge against his master to-day.” 

* It was him, sir, safe enough ! ” cried Mitchel, speaking 
in accordance with his assumed conviction. “I’d never 
have thought it of him, though. But what is to be done ? ” 
added tho man, in more energetic tones. “ The tide is safe 
to have carried away the body.” 

“ Are you sure he was dead, Mitchel ? ” asked tho sur¬ 
geon. 

“ Stone dead, sir. It was nothing but that which 
frightened me so.” 

What was to bo done, indeed! They might well ask it. 
Without more delay, they all, with tho exception of Mitchel 
and a man who stayed behind to take care of him, started 
off to the spot by the land way: the beach, they knew, was 
then impassable, for tho tide was up. 

Gaining the heights by the chapel, they looked down. 
The tide was nearly at its full height, and the beach covered 
with it. Not a trace, above or below, could be seen of the 
calamity, as described by Mitchel, and there was every 
chance that the bpdy had been carried out to sea. Satisfy¬ 
ing their curiosity to tho full, by gazing down at tho water, 
bright in the moon’s rays, they took counsel as to what 
should bo tho next stqp. Someone must break the news 
k> Lord Dane; and the two professional gentlemen, as tho 
most fitting, undertook tho task. V 

“ I don’t' like to do it,” abruptly exclaimed tho doctor, as 
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they walked across tko greensward, tho castle and its lights 
in front .of them. " “ Harry Dane was not the favourite sou; 
but still—a son is a son.” 

“ I’m pure I don’t,” returned Mr. Apperly.. “ It strikes 
mo, do you know, that you and I are not tho proper people 
.to do this. I think it should fall on Herbert Dane.” 

Not a more woleomo suggestion could ho "have made. 
The surgeon gladly caught at it, and they left the castle for 
tho present, and bent their steps to Herbert Dane’s resi¬ 
dence. Tho modest household of that gentleman and hi* 
sister consisted of only two servants, a maid and a man. 
Tho latter came to the door and said his master was at 
homo. 

Mr. Herbort Dane was making himself comfortable. Ho 
sat on a sofa before the fire, a cigar in his mouth, and sohio 
glasses at his elbow. His back was towards them as they 
wont in. 

“ This is your promised nine o’clock, Harry! ” lie cried 
out. “A pretty long time to keep a fellow waiting! I 
suppose you havo been dancing attendance on that yacht.” 

“ Mr. Herbert-” 

Herbert Dane turned short round at the surgeon’s voice, and 
rose. “ Oh, I beg your pardon! ” he said, with a half laugh. 
“ I thought it was Captain Dane: I am expecting him.” 

They did not take the offered chairs. They waited until 
the servant had closed the door, and thon looked gravely at 
Herbert, in tho vain hope that their countenances might in 
a degree prepare him £or tho news. It was again tho 
surgeon who spoke. 

“ Mr. Herbert, wo have a most unpleasant task to perform, 
and we have come to you to help us out with it. Wo were 
on our way to the castle, bearing evil tidings to Lord Dane. 
An accident has happened to his son.” 

But Herbert Dane was more intent on hospitality than on 
taking in tho meaning of the words, and was placing spirits 
on the table, and ringing tho hell fgr more glasses. Only 
one gas-burner was alight, and that dimly; but the fire warn* 
blazjsig. He pushed the sofa aside, and extended' his hand 
to turn the gas on, instoad of which he turned it’out. 
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“ A plaguo on my olumsinoss! I never do know which 
way these screws onglit to go. Gentlemen-” 

“ Mr. Herbert, you did not hear mo, I think,” interposed 
tho surgeon. , “ Never mind tho gas. A dreadful accident 
liaij happened to Captain Dane, and wo want you to break 
the tidings to his father.” 

“ To Captain Dane ! What is it ? ” 

“ Ho has. fallen, or been thrown, over tho cliff by tho 
chapel. Thoro is little doubt it has killed him.” 

, Herbert Dane had twisted up some paper, and was putting 
it between tho bars of tho grate, intending to relight the 
gas. He dropped it from his hand, and turned his dismayed 
face, on which the firelight played, towards his visitors. 
They noticed how pale it was becoming. 

“ Fallen over the cliff?” ho uttered. “When? How? 
How did it happen ? I have been expecting him here since 
nine o’clock.” 

They told him all they knew, and asked him to be the 
one to break the nows to Lord Dane. Herbert Dane looked 
blank at the request. Ho would go a hundred miles rather 
than do it, he said presently. He had not been in favour 
latterly at the‘castle, and his uncle might receive it worse 
from him than from any one elso. He would go with them 
and holp, but ho would not bo the chief spokesman. It 
seemed to him a very horrible addition that the body should 
have been washed away: Harry might not have been dead. 
“ Tho preventive-man was certainly a fool,” he continued 
with emphasis. “ He ought to have gone up the steps and 
got assistance at the castle. Which of them was it?” 

“ Mitehol: I said so,” replied Mr. Wild. “ And a thousand 
pities it should have been Mitchel: any of the other men 
would not have lost their senses over it. To think he 
should have fallen into a fit, and been unable to speak until 
it was too late! ” continued the surgeon, resentfully. 

Herbert Dane tossed his hair from his brow. He was 
lean/ng his forehead on^his hand, his elbow on tho mantel¬ 
piece. “Does Mitchel say that ho could not distinguish 
who the other one was, struggling with Harry—with Captain 
Dane?” hs asked, 
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; ‘Fast enough,” cried out the lawyer, before his friend 
could speak. “ Who should it be but the discharged man, 
Ravensbird.” 

“ Ah! ” ejaculated Herbert Dane, a glow flashing into las 
pale countenance. “I told Harry, when I met him this 
afternoon, he must take care of that man. Not but tfiat 
my warning was spoken as much in jest as in .earnest,” he 
added, in a dreamy tone. 

“ We aro wasting time, Mr. Herbert,” said the surgeon. 
“Unless wo see Lord Dane at once, ho may hoar of it in. 
some abrupt manner: and that would not be desirable. 
Besides, it is already late.” 

“ But won’t you take something first ? ” 

They declined ; and Herbert Dane followed thorn from 
the room, taking liis hat from the little hall as he passed 
through it. The servant was opening the door. 

“ Am I to ask Captain Dane to wait, sir, when he comes ? ” 
inquired the man. 

“ Captain Dane ? ” mechanically repeated Herbert, looking 
at the servant as if half bewildered. “ No.” 

The first person they saw at the castle was Bruff. Lord 
Dane was in the dining-room: his usual sitting-room at all 
times of late. Lady Dane was with him. Bruit' thought 
they wore expecting Captain Dane home every minute. The 
gentlemen could go in. 

The two went in, ushered through the hall by Bruff. 
Herbert Dane walked half-way across it, and then turned 
round. When Bruff came back, he found him standing 
under the largo gateway. 

“ I declare I don’t like to face them, Bruff,” ho exclaimed. 
“ Telling ill news used to make me shiver as a boy. It 
will l)o an awful shock, especially for Lady Dane.” 

“What has happened, Mr. Herbert 'i They whispered 
something about the captain as they went in. He was quite 
well when he went out from dinner.” 

“ I really cannot tell you what has happened; I don’t 
Understand it,” was the reply of fterbert Dane. “ Tliey,» 
eame/to mo just now with a tale that ho,had fallen' over the 
cliff, here, near the ruins, and asked mo to coxio up and 
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help them to break it to Lord Dane. Let us go on the 
heights, Bruff, and see if wo can discover anything! ” 

Bruff took his hat and went after Mr. Herbert, feeling 
stunned and bewildered, but incrodulous on the whole. 
Herbert told him what he had hoard: and Bruff audibly 
wondered whether Mitehel was a “ born fool.” 

Meanwhile, the two gentlemen were imparting the tidings 
to Lord and . Lady Dane. Things are often. mercifully 
softened. It was the case hero. Mr. Apperly happened 
to say that tho supervisor, Cotton, entirely disbelieved the 
story, judging it to be a chimera of Mitchci’s brain induced 
by the man’s approaching illness: and if Lord and Lady 
Dane did not entirely rest in this hope, theyat least found 
considerable comfort in it. Mr. Wild allowed that Mitckel’s 
brain, if excited by the account of Captain Dane’s quarrel 
with Bavensbird, might have actually imagined the scene of 
tho scuffle between them on the heights; and the talc lie 
told be altogether a delusion. 

But Lord Dane did not sit still under tho hope and do 
nothing. Ho had not the use of his logs himself, but ho 
speedily sot in motion those who had. Some of the servants 
were sent flying for tho man, Mitehel, some for the police, 
some across the hoiglits, and some to the bay to seo whether 
the Pearl was gone out. Herbert Dane came back with 
Bruff, and agreed with his uncle that tho tale was in¬ 
credible. 

“ I have been waiting at home for him all the evening,” 
Herbert said. “ I mot Harry this afternoon, and ho said 
he’d come in at nine o’clock, after the yacht was off, and 
smoke a cigar with me. He had promised to do so last 
week, and never came.” 

“ It is not possible that Bavensbird should dare to attack 
him! ” exclaimed Lord Dane, his haughty face flushing 
crimson. 

“ My lord,” spoke up Bruff, “ a note was left here for tho 
captain about an hour 1 ago. Mills, the sailmaker, brought it 
.up. e He has been at work on board tho yacht, and said 
the American gentleman gave it to him just as they were 
putting off.” 
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“ Then the yacht has gone! ” cried Lord Dane. “ Bring 
mo that noto, Bruff.” 

Lord Dane opened it at once; ho was a man given to act 
promptly and decisively, and he considered the circum¬ 
stances justified the measure. The note was Addressed to 
the Honourable William Dane, and contained but a few 
words: 

On board the Pearl: half-past eujht o’cloclc. 

“ Dear William, 

“ What has becomo of you ? I received your message, 
declining dinner, but have been expecting you since. It is - 
not kind; though I conclude that something has unex¬ 
pectedly detained you. Wo are off in five minutes. I shall 
look out for you to the last. 

“ Ever yours, 

“ C. Moncton.” 

“ Why, when Harry left the dinner-table ho said ho was 
then going to the yacht,” cried Lord Dane, giving the note 
to Mr. Appcrly. 

“ What time was that, my lord ? ” 

“ What time was it, Bruff? ” 

“ I think it must liavo been half-past eight, my lord,” 
replied the butler; “ or close upon it.” 

“ I daresay it was. Ho lingered on in a brown study at 
the table, drinking nothing. But ho told me ho did not 
think the yacht w'ould go out before nine or half-past.” 

The serjeant of police answered to his summons, and came 
up to the castle; not so.MiteLel, the preventive-man, who 
was too ill to do so. Mills, the sailmaker, came, scut for by 
Lord Dane; ■ and he proved that Captain Dane did not go 
down to the yacht. Colonel Moncton, ho said, was looking 
for him till the last moment, but the captain did not come. 
At the instant of their putting off, the colonel gave him the 
note, and asked him to bring it up to the castle. 

At length the bustle of inquiry w r as over and the castle 
cleared, the police having received iiord Cane’s order* to 
apprehend Ravensbird. The old LcM and Lady .Dane sat*" 
up tlio livelong night, losing hope With every passing 
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moment. The tide receded from tho strip of beach, leaving 
no signs that anything, dead or alive, had been there, leaving 
not even Mitchel’s coat. And at length tho morning light 
dawned, and the morning sun shone out to gladden tho 
world, but no trace had been found of Harry Dane. 

Just beforo entering Danesheld, standing in an obscure 
spot, halfway between the first house in tho village and tho 
son, was a small inn, called tho Sailor’s Rest. It was kept 
by a man of tho name of Hawthorne, who had once been 
gamekeeper to Lord Dane. A well-conducted inn, rather 
bettor than a common public-house, affording good bed and 
board to travellers, and having also its share of bar and 
parlour custom. Tho men-servants from the castle were 
fond of dropping in, to drink their glass of ale with tho 
landlord; and it was at this house that Ravensbird had 
taken up his sojourn, when turned out of doors by his 
master. 

On tho -morning after the calamity, which was not yet 
generally known, the landlord was in the bar alone ; or, at 
any rate, ho thought himseL alone. He was busy polishing 
his taps and sotting thing:, straight, according to his custom 
beforo breakfast, when one of tho preventive-men, on his 
way to the beach, came up tho passage and entered. 

“ Half a gill of rum, landlord ; the morning air’s chilly 
like.” 

“Wo shall have a fine day again,” observed the landlord, 
as ho handed what was asked for. 

“ It’s to bo hoped wo shall, for tho work that’s got to be 
done in it,” replied the customer. 1 “ They are going to drag 
in shoro for tho body; and I suppose all Danesheld will 
turn out to see.” 

“ Drag for what body? Has any one been lost? ” 

Tho man was in tho act of putting tho glass to his lips. 
Ho put it down again, and gazed at the landlord. 

“Do you mean to say that you have not heard of the 
misfortune that has overtook tho castle? Captain Dane’s 
murdered.” ( P 

“ Captain Dane murdered - ? ” echoed the landlord, doubting 
whether hi j ears played him false. 
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“ He was assaulted on the hoights last night, just opposito 
tho castle, and flung over tlio cliff,” explained the man, 
“ Mitehel was on his boat underneath and saw it all, When 
he came to examine tho fallen man, ho found it to be 
Captain Dane; and he was stone dead.” 

Mr. Hawthorne fell hack amongst his taps, feeling not 
far from “ stone dead ” himself. 

“ And Mitehel came running up to the guardlm.usc at tho 
pace of a steam-engine, which sot his heart heating, and 
threw him right into a fit, so that he never spoke for an 
hour or more. The consequence was not a soul know 
of it in time, and tho tide came up and washed the body 
away. Sickly fellows like Mitehel are never good for much.” 

“ And who was it attacked him ?—who throw him over ? ” 
asked the landlord, when he could recover his speech. 

“Nobody need ask that twice. It was his servant, 
Ravonsbird.” 

Once more tho landlord hacked, and a brass ladle, which 
he happened to have in his hand, fell to tho ground. 

“Ravonsbird!— Ravrnsbirrf, do you say? Why he has 
been staying here since yesterday! I couldn’t have slept 
in the house with him last night if I had known this.” 

“ ’Twas Ravonsbird done it, and nobody else. He wasn’t 
long in carrying out his threats of revenge. The most 
curious part is, how he managed to entrap Captain Dane on 
to the heights ; to their very edge. Some say--” 

At this moment an interruption occurred which nearly 
made the speaker (as he phrased it afterwards) jump out of 
his skin. Over the high Wooden screen which ram partially 
across the bar, facing the fireplace, appeared the head of 
Mr. Ravonsbird, wlio bad been quietly seated there all tho 
time. 

“Your name’s Dubbcr, I believe,” he said, glaring 
indignation ajb tho preventive-man. 

Rubber was taken back, lie stood in silence, too much 
confused to make any reply. 

“ How dare you stand there and trtflluce mo ? ” demanded 
Ravonsbird. “ By what authority do you accuse me of tho 
crime of murder ? ” 

I •duly Adelaide. 


4 
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“ Well now, Mr. Bavensbird, if it is not true, and yea aro 
innocent, I’m sure I bog. your pardon,” spoke the man, 
gathering his wits together, and making the best of the 
situation. “ As to telling Hawthorne—if I had not told him, 
the next eomor would; the wonder is, he didn’t hear it last 
night. If you were not a party concerned, you’d be the first 
yourself to talk of it. I didn't speak in ill-nature.” 

“ Did I understand you to say that Mitchel affirms I 
pitched Captain Dane over tho cliff?—that he saw me do 
it?” 

“ It’s what Mitchel says.” 

“ Did ho say so to you ? ” 

“ Not to mo; I haven’t scon him since. Sims told mo 
about it, and he was in the guardhouse when Mitchel 
got in.” 

“Is it true that Captain Dane is dead?” continued 
Bavensbird, after a pause. 

“ That's true enough; and tho tide carried his body away. 
They are getting ready the drags now. Lord Dane lias had 
the police up at the castle half the night, they say. But I 
must be off, unless I want to get reported; my time’s up.” 

He turned with the last sentence and went out hastily, 
glad to be away from tho sallow face and stern eye of 
Bavensbird. Mr. Bavensbird descended from tho scat of 
the screen on which he had been standing, and came round 
to the landlord. 

“ What do you know of this business, Hawthorne ? ” 

“If you were sitting inside the screen, Mr. Bavensbird, 
you must know as much as I do,” answered the man, feeling 
by no means securo that Bavensbird was not going to 
attack him. “ I never heard a word of it till Dubber came 
in. You did startle me, putting your head up like that. 
I thought you wero in bed.” 

“ I have been down this half-hour. What do you think 
of this tale ? ” 

“ I don’t know what to think of it. Who would harm 
^Captain Dane ? He had no enemies, and was a friend to 
us all. <I’m sure the quarrel with you was quite unlike 
him.” 
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“ Unlike his general nature. He was put out—and so 
was I. Where’s my hat ? Upstairs, I think. I shall go 
and ascertain the truth of this business.” 

Ho left the bar to go to his chamber, and almost at the 
same moment the sergeant of police entered. He gave* a 
quiet glance round, and then nodded to the landlord. 

“ Good-morning, Hawthorne. You have got Master 
Ravensbird lodging here, I believe. Is ho up yet ? ” 

“ He was here in the bar not an instant ago, Mr. Rent. 
He's gone to his room now to get his hat. lie wants to go 
out and learn particulars of this sad affair about Captain 
Dane. Dubber has been in, telling about it. I’m sure you 
might have knocked me down with the click of an empty 
gun.” 

The sergeant withdrew to the passage, and there lie 
propped himself against the wall. The position commanded 
a view of the back door of the house as well as the. front. 

“ A fine morning, Mr. Ravensbird,” cried he, as the latter 
appeared. 

“ Very ; I am going out to enjoy it.” 

“ An instant first. I want to say a few words to you.” 

“ Not now,” returned Ravensbird, impatience in his tone. 

“ No time like the present,” was the reply of the sergeant, 
as lie laid his hand on the man’s shoulder. “ Don’t bo 
restive. I must detain you.” 

Ravensbird turned his sallow face on the officer, his eyes 
flashing with anger. “By what right? What do you 
mean? ” 

“Now, Ravensbird, don’t be unreasonable. Take tilings 
quietly.. You are my prisoner, and all the resistance you 
can mako will not avail you.” 

Ravensbird’s atiswor to this was resistance. A slight 
scuffle, and ho suddenly found a pair of handcuffs on his 
wrists. 

“ The most senseless thing a man can do is to attempt to 
resist an officer in tho execution of hie duty,” observed the 
sergeant in a tone of pleasant argument, as though jie were 
discussing the point with a knot of frieilds. “ Lord Dane 
gave me ordep last night to arrest you: I might have 
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knocked the house up and taken you then; hut I thought 
I’d do the thing politely and wait till morning. I put a 
mjtn or two on outside, back and front, to make sure.” 

“ How dare Lord Dane order me into custody ? He has 
not tlio right to do it. He is not a magistrate.” 

Tho sergoant broke into a little amused laugh. “A 
stipendary magistrate, no ; but he is lord-lieutenant of tho 
county. Don’t you question Lord Dane’s rights, my good 
man.” 

. Ravonsbird was cooling down. “ Understand me,” ho 
began ; - “ your name’s Bent, I think? ” he broke off to say. 

Bent, it is.” 

“ Understand me, Mr. Bent: I do not wish to resist .any 
lawful authority, and if I were freo as air this moment, I 
should stay and fact: the charge out. What I am annoyed 
at is this: I was on tho point of going out to inquire into 
the attack on Captain Dane, and j;o pick up what I could ; 
for, by fair means or foul, I intend to sift it out. I have a 
motive for so doing that you know nothing about; and I 
would rather have given a ten-pound noto from my pocket 
than been stopped in it.” 

The sergeant coughed incredulously. There was not a 
shadow of doubt in his opinion, and lie did not suppose 
there could be in any one elsc’s, that Captain Dane’s assailant 
stood before him. 

“ I’m sorry I can’t spare you. It’s all very plausible, 
Ravonsbird, this show of wanting to learn particulars, but 
you have an old hand to deal with.” 

Ravonsbird looked steadily at the sergeant, never quailing. 
u You may bo an old hand; experience has made you so; 
but you have taken the wrong man in taking me. I did not 
know that any accident, any ill, had happened to Captain 
Dane, until Dubbcr just now told it; I did not know but 
that ho was alive and well. And that I swear.” 

“ Now don’t take "and swear any nonsense, or it may bo 
used against you,” wai^the sharp retort. “ It’s not my way 
'■to makc ( bad worse for those who come into my custody ; 
but when they will get slipping out all sorts of admissions 
in their fdily, why I’m obliged to take note of f i t. The best 
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tiling yon can do is to sew your mouth up until you 
are before my Lord Dane. And that’s friendly advice, 
mind.” 

Possibly Eavensbird felt it to bo so. And ho relapsed 
into silence. 


CHAPTER Y. 

TAKING TIIE OATH. 

Amidst the surmises, doubts, and suspicions, that were 
troubling the breast of my Lord Dane, equally with that of 
every inmate of the castle, two convictions stood out clearly 
from the general obscurity : the one was, the certain guilt of 
Richard Eavensbird; the other, that the extraordinary 
behaviour of Lady Adelaide Errol on the previous night 
must have had reference to the calamity. 

Lady Adelaide denied it. Lord Dane called for her the 
first thing in the morning, and put the question to her in 
his straightforward manner: “ Did she witness anything of 
the struggle, and was it that which had terrified her ? ” 
With many tears and protestations, and apparently in much 
terror still, for her frame trembled and her face was white, 
she totally denied it. But it must be confessed that Lord 
Dane retained his suspicions. 

About ten o’clock, Eavensbird was marshalled to the 
castle. Lord Dane sat in his state chair in the great hall. 
Mr. Apperly was with him: and the lawyer—though not 
there professionally, for this was no official investigation, 
simply what Lord Dane called a private inquiry—had pen 
and ink beforo him, intending to take down, for his own 
satisfaction, any point that struck him. Vigorous in mind, 
if incapable in body, was Lord Dane. He had not yet seen 
Mitchel, but the man was expected *up. Squire Lester* was 
near Lord Dane, not in his magisterial capacity,' but as a 
friend. Supervisor Cotton was also there. All sloubt as to 
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the fate of Captain Dane was over; the morning tide had 
washed his hat ashore, and a fishing boat picked up Mitcliel’s 
coat at sea. A feeling was gaining ground that the fall was 
11st tho result of accident, or a blow given in the heat of 
dispute, but was deliberate murder. Never was the guilt of 
a prisoner more positively assumed than that of Eavensbird, 
not only by Lord Dane and his family, but by the police. 
The sergeant had made his own inquiries amongst tho 
household, ivnd his opinion was conclusive. No little sen¬ 
sation was created when Eavensbird appeared, not in handcuffs 
—those had been removed—but guarded officially by the 
sergeant. 

“ You bad, wicked man! ” burst forth Lord Dane, in 
anguish, forgetting the dignity of his position in the feelings 
of a father. “ Could nothing serve your turn but you must 
murder my poor sou ? ” 

“ I did not murder him, my loi'd,” respectfully answered 
Eavensbird. 

“ Wo don’t want useless quibbling here,” interrupted 
Lawyer Apperly, before Lord Dano could speak. “ If you 
did not deliberately kill him with a knife, or a club, or" a 
pistol, or any weapon of that sort, you attacked him and 
threw him over the cliff. I don’t know what else you can 
call it but murder.” 

“ I never was on tho heights at all last night. I never 
saw Captain Dane after ho turned me out of doors in the 
morning,” quietly responded ’Eavensbird. “ Who is it that 
accuses mo V ” 

“ Now, my good man, this absurd equivocation will not 
avail yon, and you only waste breath, and my lord’s time in 
using it,” impetuously cried Mr. Apperly, who was of an 
excitable temperament, and given to putting liimsolf into a 
heat. “ You have brought enough sorrow upon his lordship, 
without seeking to prolong this trying scene.” 

“ I asked you, Mr. Apperly, who was my accuser, and I 
have a right to bo answered,” said tho prisoner in rather 
dogged tones, for he saw that his guilt was taken for granted 
hy all present. r 

“ Circumstances dud your own actions are your accusers, 
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and Mitcliel the coastguardsman is evidence,” explained 
Mr. Apperly. 

“ Where is Mitcliel ? ” feverishly interrupted Lord Dane. 

“ Could ho not have been here before this?” 

Supervisor Cotton had thought he would have been :.he 
went out of tho hall to see- if there were any signs of his 
coming. 

“ Does Mitcliel say that it was I, my lord, who struggled 
with Captain Dane—and' that he saw me ? ” questioned 
Ravensbird. 

“ Of course he says it,” interrupted the lawyer before 
Lord Dane could answer. “ Do you hope he would conceal 
it, prisoner ? ” 

“ Then he tells a malicious, gratuitous lie, Mr. Apperly,” 
was the prisoner’s rejoinder, us he turned and faced the 
lawyer. “ And lie must do it to screen tho real offender.” 

Lord Dane inclined his head forward and spoke. 

“ Ravensbird, as Mr. Apperly says, this line of conduct 
will only tell against you. Had no person whatever wit¬ 
nessed the act, there could have been no reasonable doubt 
in regard to it; for who else, but you, was at variance with 
my son? Of the nature of the quarrel between you and 
him yesterday morning I am ignorant, but it is certain you 
must have provoked him grievously ; and you left the castle 
uttering threats against him.” 

“ My lord, so far that is true,” replied Ravensbird, calmly 
and respectfully. £i I gave Captain Dane certain informa¬ 
tion, by which I thought to do him a seivice, but he received 
it in quite an opposite spirit. It was connected with his 
own affairs; was not pleasant information • and it aroused 
his anger towards me. Smarting under the unmerited 
treatment—for it was unmerited— I grow angry in my turn, 
and I confess that I answered my master as I ought not to 
have answered him. This vexed him further, and lie said 
some harsh and bitter tilings. Wo were both in a passion ; 
both excited ; be beyond control; and lie ordered mo out of 
the house on the instant, and kicked ijie down stairs. I ask'* 
you, my lord, whether it was likoly I cojild take if calmly, 
without a retort ? I bad been a good servant to n*y master; 
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had served him faithfully for years; he had reposed con¬ 
fidence in me; had grown to treat me almost as a friend; 
and that made me foci the insult all the more keenly. I 
left the castle overflowing with wrath, and for the next two 
hours all I did was to give vent to it in harsh words—” 

“ You wore heard to say you would be revenged,” inter¬ 
rupted Lord Dane. 

“Ten tunes, at least, I said it, my lord, and many heard 
mo; but by the end of the two hours my anger was spent. 
Threatening words they had boon, but idle as the wind. I 
never seriously entertained- the thought of taking vengeance 
on my master. I liked him too well. I had only spoken 
in the heat of passion; and before tlio day was over I 
actually began in my own mind to find excuses for him.” 

“You forgot that your struggle with him was witnessed 
by the preventive-man,” spoke Lord Dane, who had listened 
impassively. 

“It never was, my lord, for no struggle with me took 
place. What Mitchol’s motive for accusing me can be, I 
cannot tell: either his eyesight must have deceived him, or 
lie- is screening the real offender at my cost. But I don’t 
fear: the truth is suro to come to light.” 

“ The truth has come to light already,” sarcastically 
interrupted Mr. Appcrly. “ But all this is waste of time. 
My lord, can we ask no questions of any one else whilst wo 
are waiting for Mitcliel ? Sergeant Bent here craves per¬ 
mission to make somo inquiry of Lady Adelaide Errol. He 
has heard that she was a witnosss to the struggle.” 

“She says she was not,” replied Lord Dane, while 
Mr. Lester lifted his head in surprise. 

“How was it possiblo that Lady Adelaide could have 
witnessed it ? ” asked Mr. Lester. 

Lord Dane explained. Tempted by the beauty of the 
night, Lady Adelaide had foolishly run across the heights. 
She came back at once, crying out, evidently frightened. 
He himself thought sho must havo witnessed something of 
it, but sho denied it. e 

“ Pardon me, my lord, if I put in my opinion,” said the 
sergeant j “ her ladyship is but a young and .timid girl, and 
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would doubtless shrink from acknowledging she liud been a 
witness to anything so dreadful. From what I have heard 
your servants say, the French maid especially, I feel sure 
she did sec something of it. If you will allow^her to come 
in, I will put a question or two to her.” 

“ Have her in if'you like,” said Lord Dane, adopting tho 
view taken by the officer, and thinking that if she did know 
anything she should be made to speak. 

It was Mr. Lester who went for her. And it is probable 
that Lady Adelaide did not dare to disobey the summons,. 
for she came in loaning on his arm. As she stood near 
Lord Dane, in her white morning dress with its blue ribbons, 
she seemed a very vision of loveliness. The sunlight played 
on her fair hair, and her colour went and came fitfully. 
Mr. Lester had placed a chair, but she did not accept it; 
she seemed only eager to get away again, and stood before 
tho tabic, both her hands resting on it. 

“ Your ladyship witnessed the struggle last night on the 
heights,” began the sharp police-sergeant, speaking very 
blandly, but in a perfectly assured tone. “ Will you kindly 
tell mo how much of it you saw ? ” 

The confident tone deceived h6r. She assumed something 
or other had come out to betray her, and that further denial 
would be useless. Glancing round the room in terror not 
to bo mistaken, the expression of her eyes not unlike that 
of a stag at bay, she caught the penetrating gaze of Sophie 
Deffloc. Why had she come in ? A faint cry escaped Lady 
Adelaide’s lips. 

“Had your ladyship any motive in going on to the 
heights last night?” proceeded the officer, who had no 
suspicion that it was not quite an exceptional occurrence. 
“ Yon could not, I presume, liavo known that any quarrel 
was about to take place there ? ” 

“ Oh no, no,” she vehemently answered, bursting into tears. 
“ Tho affray took you by surprise, then ? as we have been 
assuming. Will your ladyship relate what you saw ? ” 

Her ladyship glanced round tho worn, tho expression of 
her face not tqfbo mistaken. She sought for sympathy, and 
she sought foil escape; she gazed pitifully up to Ldrd Dane’s 
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eyes, into Mr. Lester’s, and then she turned and caught the 
stern ones of her maid. 

“ Why does Sophie stand thoro ? ” 

The appeal was made to Lord Dane. He had seen the 
girl, and Supposed she was there in attendance on her 
mistress. The police-officer thought Lady Adelaide was 
trifling with him. 

“ It may be better that your ladyship should declare now 
what you saw and know, or. you may be called upon to do it 
more publicly.” 

“ Speak out, Adelaide,” said Lord Dane, sternly, feeling 
there was more behind than she had confessed to, and angry 
at her previous denial. “ If yon don’t, I’ll havo you ex¬ 
amined upon oath. You told me you ran inside the ruins 
and began thinking of ghosts, and that the thought frightened 
you.” 

“ Oh no, no, uncle, not upon oath! ” she broke forth, the 
one word 'seeming to drown all others. “ I will tell you the 
whole truth at once; I will, indeed,” she added, turning 
from the keen gaze of the sergeant. “ It is true l did begin 
to think of ghosts, as I ran through the ruins, and I was 
turning back in my fear, when I heard voices outside, near 
the edge of the cliff. 1 felt glad of it, because it took from 
the loneliness of the place, and I went, to the opening and 
pooped out. Two men were on the very edge of the cliff — 
struggling, fighting; and in another moment one of them 
disappeared—had fallen over. It almost frightened mo to 
death. I flew back through tho ruins, across the grass to 
the castle; and I believe 1 screamed, though I don’t think I 
was conscious of it at the time. Bruff came out and met 
mo; and that’s all I know or can toll you.” 

“ Why did you not state this at the time ? ” cried Lord 
Dane, his brow darkening. 

“I was too frightened,” she murmured. “Besides, I 
thought my aunt would be angry enough with me for having 
run out, without confessing what I had seen.’,’ 

'• Had you spoken then it might havo sav<d Harry’s life,” 
said Lord Dano, in low tones of pain. “ Di(y you recogniso 
him V ” 
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“ Oh no, uncle,” she wailed. “ IIow can you ask it ? ” 

“ Hid you recognise ilic other man ? ” asked the officer. 

“ I did not recognise either.” 

“ Not at all ? Not in the least—in any sign ? Surd/ 
your ladyship could seo whether ho was a tall* man or a 
short one ? ” 

Never had Lady Adelaide betrayed greater terror than 
she was betraying now. Her lips were white, .her hand 
trembled. Twice she' essayed to speak before words came. 

“ I don’t know what either looked like; I don’t know 
whether they were tall or short. It all passed in a moment.” 

“Did no idea, ever so faint, convey to your ladyship's 
mind a suspicion of who either of them might be ? ” came 
the persistent question. 

“ No ; unless I thought that they were robbers attacking 
one another.” 

“Nor the voices Cither, my lady? Did you not recognise 
them?” 

“ I did not hear the voices, except in that first moment 
when I was inside the ruins,” she answered, shivering. 
“ They wore not speaking at the last, in their struggle ; or, 
if (hoy wore, I did not hear them.” 

“ Then you positively recognised neither Captain Dane 
nor his assailant ? ” 

“Why can you not believe me?” she retorted, in a tone 
of anger, of wild pain. “Was not Captain Dane my 
cousin? Had I recognised cither him or the other, should 
I not bo ready to avow it? Lot me go back,” slio added 
imploringly to Lord Dane. “ If I remain hero for ever I 
cannot toll you more.” 

“ An instant yet, my lady,” persisted the sergeant. “ Did 
the other—the one who did not go over the cliif—attempt 
to follow you when you ran away ? ” 

“ Not that I know of. I did not look round to seo.” 

“ I do home and trust your ladyship has told all,” was the 
comment oy the.police-sergeant, as she moved towards the 
door, waiting forjno further permission^ 

Mr. Lerftor advanced, and led her from, tho hall, Sophie 
Lcllloe slowly Allowing. “ How cruel they are! ” alio said, 
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tho tears running down her cheeks. “As if I should not 
bo too glad to tell anything that I knew. I wonder you 
allowed that man to pursue me with his questions! ” 

“ In tho presence of Lord Dane, on an occasion such as 
^his, I am no one,” whispered Mr. Lester, his tone betraying 
tho warmest, tendercst sympathy. “I felt for you more 
than I can express. But, Lady Adelaide, don’t run out 
at night .alone again.” 

“ Never, never! ” was her vehoment answer. “ This has 
been a life’s lesson to mo. But I thought not of harm.” 

“ Harm!—no,” murmured Mr. Lester, as he bowed over 
her hand at tho drawing - room door and resigned her, 
Sophie Deffloe having halted at a distance to watch her in. 

“ What arc you staring at, Sophie ? ” inquired Mr. Lester, 
as he passed the girl on his return to the hall. 

“ That regards me,” she replied, translating her thoughts 
more literally than she generally did. 

Lord Dane grew impatient in his chair of state, waiting 
for tho appearance of the preventive-man. There seemed 
to be some unusual delay. Tho most unconcerned indivi¬ 
dual present appeared to bo Richard Ravcusbird, and his 
cool, independent bearing rather irritated Lord Dane. That 
there was not a loop-hole for Lis possible innocence, all 
Dancsheld would have testified to. 

A murmur, and Mitchcl came in at last, under tho wing 
of Mr. Cotton. The man looked pale and ill, and Lord 
Dane ordered him a chair whilst he spoke to what he had 
seen and heard. He described hearing the voices in dispute, 
seeing the struggle on tho edge of the heights, and the fall 
of one, whom he found to be Captain Dane. 

“ Thrown over by Ravensbird,” crioil excitable Lawyer 
Apperly. 

“ Yes,” assented Mitchel. 

“ Were tlicro no signs of life whatever in any son ? ” in¬ 
quired Lord Dane, suppressing, as ho best cokid, all show 
of feeling. ( - \ 

“None, my lord:, he was dead beyond rmistafise. I wish 
I could have carried him away in my armfi^my loi^l, instead 
of leaving him there to bo washed away by the tide! ” 



TAKING THE OATH. 


61 


fervently added tlic man, in an accession of regret and 
remorse. “ But it was beyond my strength. If I had not 
fallen into that fit, there’d have been time to got to him.” 

“ You could not help it, Mitchel,” roplied Lord Dane, in 
sad, kind tones. “ Did you recognise it to be lhy son on 
the heights, before he fell ? ” 

“ No, my lord,” replied Mitchel, shaking his head. “ The 
moon was bright, but moonlight isn’t daylight, and I 
couldn’t get a clear view above, from the place where I 
stood. Tho scuffle did not secnx to last a moment, either, 
before he was over. It was only when I got to him, trying 
to lift him up, that I saw it was Captain Dane.” 

An interruption came from Eavensbird. Ho had stood 
with his stem black eyes fixed on Mitchel ever since the 
man’s entrance ; they seemed to devour every turn of his 
countenance, evory word that fell from his lips. 

“ My lord,” said he, turning to Lord Dane, “ if I were 
before a regular court, undergoing a formal examination, I 
should be allowed an advocate; tho worst criminal is not 
domed as much as that; but here I have none to help me; 
I stand alone. I should like to ask this man a question, 
my lord.” 

“ Ask it,” said Lord Dano. 

Eavensbird turned and faced Mitchel. “You liavo just 
said you could not recognise Captain Dane on the heights, 
not getting a clear view of him. If you could not recognise 
him, how could you recognise me ? ” 

“ I did not recognise you,” replied Mitchel.” 

A pause. Eiehard Eavensbird spoke out eagerly—pas¬ 
sionately : 

“ Then why did you say you did ? ” 

“ I didn’t say it.” 

“ You did. As I am told.” 

“ No, I did not say it. My eyesight did not carry mo so 
far. It-” 

The words wore interrupted by the sergeant. “Do you 
mean to deny, Mitchel, now that you, are before my lord, 
that it was Eavefisbird who flung over Capjain Dane ? ” 

“I couldn’t Cay that it was, sir, or that it was -*iot. It 
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wight have been him, or it might have been anybody elso, 
for all I saw,” 

Tho sergeant looked at Lord Dane. “ I understood your 
lordship, last night, that Mitohol had recognised Eavensbird 
,as the offender.” 

“ I understood that he had done so ” roplied Lord Dane. 
“ You told me so, Apperly; as did Mr. Wild.” 

Mr. Apperly brought his spectacles and his red face down 
upon Mitehcl, and spoke in sharp quick tones: 

“ What do you mean by this denial, Mitehel ? You know 
you said last evening it was Eavonsbird; said it in tho 
guard-house.” . 

“ I said it was sure to liavo been Eavensbird on account of 
the quarrel he had with his master in the morning,” answered 
Mitcliel. “ Everybody else said so too. But I never said it 
from my own knowledge; my own eyesight.” 

“ Then, arc wo to understand, Mitcliel, that you do not 
know positively who was engaged in the conflict witli my 
son ?—that you do not recognise tho person V ” asked Lord 
Dane. 

“ I did not, my lord. I surmised it to ho Mr. Eavensbird, 
of course, because of tbo quarrel wo have heard of; but I 
could not see tlie two who were struggling on tlio heights ; 
that is, not to recognise them. I should not havo known 
tho one to he Captain Dane hut for his falling on to tho 
beach where I was.” 

The whole room felt non-plussed. Every one in it, includ¬ 
ing tho usually keen and correct police-officer, had under¬ 
stood that Mitehel was ready to swear, by tho evidence of 
his own eyesight, to Bichard Eavonsbird. 

“ It does not make a shade of difference,” cried Mr. 
Apperly, over-zealous in the Dane interest and his own 
conviction. “ Eiehard Eavensbird was heard to utter 
threats against his master—” 

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Apperly, it makes every differ¬ 
ence,” sharply interrupted Eavensbird. “fEor a credible 
witness ( to say ho saw*-me commit tho murder, is one thing; 
but when ho says ho did not see mo, it’s another.” 

“ Porbslps you can account for your time yesterday, Baveus- 
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bird, hour by hour, until ten o’clock at night ?” cried tko 
lawyer. 

“Perhaps lean, if it’s necessary I should,” retorted 
Eavensbird. “After I was turned from these gates, I-went’ 
straight to the Sailors’ Best, and the landlord can tell, 
you so.” 

“ But you may not have stopped at the Sailors’ Eest ? ” 

“ I did stop at it: and twenty people going ip, and out 
saw mo thero. I did not stir out all day. I dined and lmd 
tea with Hawthorne and his wife.” 

“ What did you do after tea? ” 

“ After tea I sat with them for some time, and then I went 
out for a walk.” 

“ I thought so!” cried impetuous Mr. Apperly. “ Where 
did you walk to ? Which road ? ” 

Eavensbird paused in hesitation, and the fact could only 
tell against him. 

“ I don’t know that it matters to any one which read 1 
went,” came the tardy answer. 

“ It matters to every one. Perhaps you took tliis road ? 
Why bless mo! ” added the lawyer, jumping up with the 
suddenness of the recollection, “ I met you myself, Eavens¬ 
bird ! I was on my way homo from a client's, and I met 
you coming in this direction; towards the castle. It was 
about seven o’clock.” 

“ I did not see you,” said Eavensbird. 

“ Perhaps not. I saw you, and that’s more to the purpose. 
Where were you going ? ” 

“ That’s my business,” answered the man. “ I was going 
about no harm, and I did none. I was not out long ; 1 was 
soon back at the Sailors’ Eest.” 

“ What time did you get back ?” quickly asked the lawyer. 

“ Mitchel,” as quickly rejoined Eavensbird, “ what time 
was it when you saw the struggle and the fall ? ” 

“ It was between half-past eight and a quarter to livnc,” 
replied Mitchel., “ Hard upon the three-quarters I should 
say.” i 

Eavensbird dijfew back with the air of a man who hits van¬ 
quished his ad$rsaries and done with contention. • “ That 
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settles tho question so far as I am concerned, my lord. I 
was back in tlio parlour at tlio Sailors’ Rest By' twenty 
minutes past oight. I rcmombor hearing it strike a quarter 
past by the church-clock just before I got in, and I took out 
my watch to seo whether it was right. I did not stir out 
again all the evening.” 

Lord Dane felt amazed at tho man’s confident manner; ho 
did not believe a word of his assertion. 

“ Mitchol,” ho said, “ arc you sure as to tlio timo your¬ 
self?” 

But even as Lord Dane spoke, ho remembered that his son 
was indoors with him, sitting at the dining-table, until half¬ 
past eight, or close upon it. 

“ I am quite sure, my lord,” was Mitchel’s answer. “ It’s 
not often wo preventive-men are mistaken as to the time; 
wo’vc nothing to do, marching about there, hut listen to tho 
quarters and the hours as the church-clock gives them out. 
Besides, there’s the tide to guido us ; it’s quite an amuse¬ 
ment to note the tide and the time keeping pace together. 
I should think tho exact timo that Captain Dane fell was 
about twenty-two minutes to nine. It went tlio three- 
quarters soon after I left him, when I was running along 
the boacli.” 

“ I suppose you could swear to this, Mitchcl, if required ? ” 
cried keen Lawyer Apperly. 

“ Yes, I could, sir; it’s tho truth.” 

The answer went for little. Mr. Apperly felt quite 
certain that there was a mistake somewhere. 

“ Perhaps, Itavousbird,” lie suggested, “ you will inform 
Lord Dane what you were doing with yourself during that 
interval of absence from the Sailors’ Rost, and where you 
passed it. According to your own account you must have 
been away pretty nearly an hour and a half.” 

11 T respectfully submit to my lord that where I was 
matters not to this inquiry,” was the reply of Ravonsbird. 
“ Mitchcl declares tho murder must havo been com- 
vnfitted - < 

“ Stop a niiuutc. 'This is the second tinnjyou have culled 
it ‘ murtVer.’ ” 
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“ Well! ” cried Ravensbird, “ it is what other people are 
calling it.” 

“ Not in the confident tono you use. Go on.” 

“ Mitchel says it took place at about twenty-t^vo minutes 
to nine. I was back at the Sailors’ Rest before twenty* 
minutes past eight. Even had I gone direct from the 
heights to the inn (but I was not on the heights at all last 
night), I must have left them at eight o’clock, or thereabouts, 
to get down at the time I speak of. I was in by twenty 
minutes past eight, and I did not go out again. If this is 
proved—and you can call a dozen witnesses to testify to its 
truth, by sending to the Sailors’ Rest—then I submit, 
Mr. Apperly, that you have no right to inquire into my 
actions. Once establish that I was not, that I could not 
have been Captain Dane’s assaulter, and I am as free and 
independent as you are. Why, T was playing dominoes with 
one of the customers at half-past eight, and I played with 
him till ten.” 

The most obvious course at this stage of the proceedings 
was to send to the Sailors’ Rest, that the prisoner's words 
might be confirmed or refuted. The sergeant himself went 
down, and Lord Dane waited with ill-concealed impatience. 
As before, the only man in the room perfectly at his ease, 
to all appearance, was Ravensbird. 

Mr. Bent came back again. He returned with a crest¬ 
fallen expression of countenance, and acknowledged himself 
“ floored.” “ Floored for the present.” Hawthorne and his 
wife, with two or three other crediblo witnesses, declared 
that Ravensbird was back at the Sailors’ Rest by twenty 
minutes past eight. They were able to fix the time from 
the fact that Ravensbird had called their attention to the 
clock in the parlour, saying it was “just right” with the 
church. And it was certainly true that he did not leave 
the house again, and that he was playing at dominoes until 
nearly bed-time. 

In the teeth of this evidence there eojdd be no pretext foj; 
detaining Ravensbird in custody, and Lord Dane unwillingly 
ordered him out of it. Unwillingly, because from the depth 
of his heart lie still doomed the man to be guilty, 

Lady Adelaide. 5 
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“ You are at liberty to go, Richard Ravensbird.” 

“ My lord,” said the ex-prisoner, walking slightly forward 
to confront Lord Dane, “I think, even yet, in spite of 
testimony, you believe me to have boon the assailant of my 
master. Once more let me assert the truth: I never saw 
him after I left this castle in the morning.” 

“ I do believe it to have been you—you, and no other,” 
replied Lord Dane, bonding forward his severe face. “ You 
have triumphed for the moment.; but I would have you 
remember, Richard Ravensbird, that crimes such as this are 
sure to come to ligh.t sooner or later.” 

Ravensbird’s only answer was a bow, respectful enough. 
His mannor to Lord Dane throughout had been character¬ 
ized by marked respect. Indeed, it could not be said that 
ho had been disrespectful to any one, only fearlessly inde¬ 
pendent. He passed out of the hall without another word. 
Bruff was standing in tho gateway, but Ravensbird brushed 
past him without speaking, and turned towards Danesheld, 
followed by Mr. Cotton and Mitchel. 

Lord Dane, Squire Lester, Mr. Apperly, and the police- 
sergeant remained in tho hall. The two former were 
talking together. Mr. Apperly was in a reverie, and tlio 
officer was pencilling down some memoranda in an old 
note-book he had taken from his pocket, his countenance 
very thoughtful. 

“ You look puzzled, Bent,” observed tho lawyer, rousing 
himself. 

“ It’s what I am, Mr. Apperly. Out and out puzzled.” 

“ You still think him guilty ? ” 

“ I’m sure lie’s guilty,” was the emphatic answer.. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Apperly, whose opinion had somewhat 
veered round after so decisive an alibi, “ I don’t feel sure 
of it now. One can’t shut one’s eyes to facts. If tho 
man was really back at the Sailors’ Rest by the time lie 
mentions- r ” 

“ I tell you he was not back,” interrupted the sergeant; 
‘“orolse Mitchel is,mistaken as to tho time. There’s not 
an earthly thing, you can be so deceived in as evidence 
given to establish a fact resting upon timd, Look here: 



TAKING THU OATH. 


07 

you noticed, didn’t you, what I stated : that Mr. Hawthorne 
said he had called their attention, when he got in, to the 
fact of its'being twenty minutes past eight ? That very cir¬ 
cumstance was enough, in any experienced mind, to prove his 
guilt. Ho did it with a motive, rely upon it. ’Some craft 
had been at work: probably he had contrived to put the 
clock back. It’s not that that’s puzzling me. Ravensbird’s 
neither moro nor less clever than others of his stamp, and 
we shall catch him yet. As to an alibi, I’vo known the 
hardest counter-swearing as to time; and both sides honest 
in what they sworo to, only they were mistaken. Their 
clocks and watches were wrong; or the sun was too fast; 
or the coaches, that never wore out by so much as a minute 
before, wore out then. I know what alibis arc worth.” 

“What is it, then, that’s puzzling you?” asked Mr. 
Apperly. 

Their tones had been low ; but the sergeant dropped his 
voice almost to a whisper, as he answered curtly: 

“ The young lady. She puzzles me altogether. That 
she knows more than she has told, I’m sure: that’s nothing; 
folks often givo us only half evidence, and the short-coming 
lies light enough upon their conscience.” 

“ Don’t you believe her ? ” 

I don’t say that I entirely disbelieve her. But look 
here,” added tho sergeant, using again his favourite phrase, 
as he was given to do when very much in earnest, “ I can 
understand her having been frightened at tho time: any 
young girl would be, witnessing a scene such as that: hat 
what is it that’s frightening her now ? ” 

Mr. Apperly •seemed struck with tho question. “ She did 
seem to be in fear as she stood there, there’s no denying it,” 
he remarked. 

“ Ay; mark me, sir, if there’s any one, besides himself, 
that could establish tho guilt of Ravensbird, it’s tho Lady 
Adelaide. She-” 

The sergeant stopped, arrested by a look of Mr. Apperly’s. 
Turning, he saw the fine old face of .Lord Dane extended*’ 
in rapt attention. He had spoken louder than he thought 
for. 
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“ What is that you are saying, Bent ? ” 

The sergeant explained. He had really no particular 
lyish to keep his suspicion from Lord Dane, and he avowed 
a belief that the Lady Adelaide could, if she chose, speak to 
the guilt of Bavensbird. 

“And her motive for not doing it —her motive?” ques¬ 
tioned Lord Dane, hotly. 

“ Ay, my lojd, I can’t fathom it; that’s where I’m puzzled. 
That favourite French maid of hers is Bavensbird’s sweet¬ 
heart; perhaps for her sake she is screening him. She 
looked afraid of the Frenchwoman as she stood here.” 

Of all the various incidents, aspects, and doubts by which 
the affair had been surrounded since its occurrence, this new 
suggestion was about the most objectionable to Lord Dane. 
He was very much given to jumping to conclusions upon 
impulse, and he did so now. From the first ho had felt a 
latent conviction that Adelaide Errol had not told the truth: 
he had felt it that morning in the hall as she stood under 
the informal examination. This suggestion offered a solu¬ 
tion to the mystery, and ho adopted it with almost measure¬ 
less anger, and with deep, deep pain. She to screen the 
destroyer of his poor son, her betrothed husband! 

“ Thank you for speaking of this, Bent,” he said, his tone 
one of concentrated passion. “ No doubt you are right; as 
you were before to-day, when you expressed an opinion 
that she must have seen something, which she had persis¬ 
tently denied to me. I remember the mention of the oath 
startled her in a strange degree : we will see what she says 
to it now.” 

A peremptory message brought the Lady Adelaide again 
into the hall: Lord Dane’s mandates in his own home could 
not be disobeyed. She appeared to have called up a little 
bravery for the occasion; but it was a shallow pretence, 
and her very lips turned white as she walked up to Lord 
Dane. Mr. Lester rose to assist her as before, but Lord 
Dane checked him. ( 

" “ I will deal with Lady Adelaide this time, Mr. Lester.” 

She stole a glance at the different expressions on the faces 
of those'present—the curiosity of Mr. Apporly’s, the im- 
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passiveness of the sergeant’s,' the compassion of Squire 
Lester’s; but as sho met the severity of Lord Dane’s, a 
faint cry escaped her. He laid his hand upon her wrist, 
and spoke slowly: 

“We have reason to think that your recent denial w^ 
false, Adelaide Errol; we believe that you did recognize 
the assailant of my son. Who was it ” 

“ I don’t know,” she answered, an ashy hue overspreading 
her face. 

“ You, do know: as we believe.” 

“ I have said I do not know. It was too dark to recog¬ 
nize him,” she added, scarcely able, as they all saw, to sjieak 
the words with her dry and bloodless lips. 

Lord Dane would notr put to her the leading question— 
Was it Bavensbird? He waited, never taking his stern 
gaze from her face. 

“ Once more : who was it that struggled with my son V ” 

“ I do not know. Indeed, I do not.” 

“ Then, if that be in truth the ease, you will have no 
objection to testify to it on oath. Mr. Lester, will you 
officiate ? ” 

Her face became scarlet; and a startled glance of terror 
—a silent appeal for mercy, rather—went up from it to 
those merciless ones around. The magistrate took a book 
from its place: he would have liked to refuse to act, but 
Lord Dane was resolute. And Mr. Lester thought little of 
the ceremony: he, at least, ever believed her to be true. 

“ It is a more form,” he gently whispered. “ Nay, do 
not tremble so.” 

Sho turned and looked behind her, as if wondering 
whether there might not be some escape yet. Surely none. 
And there, in the background, stood Sophie Dcffloe. If 
ever despair shone from hollow eyes, it shone then from 
Eady Adelaide’s. 

With hand* that shook as they were raised, with words 
that trembled and faltered on her topgue, with cheeks that 
were fading again to the hue of th% dead, she, Adelaide * 
Errol, spoke tho solemn oath before Heaven—that she had 
recognized neither Captain Dane nor his adversary. 
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And Lord Dane’s suspicions of her truth,, and almost 
every one' else’s suspicions, had dny entertained them, were 
set at rest. But the suspicions of Sergeant Bent still 
lingered. ‘ - 


CHAPTER VI. 

ANOTHER PHASE OF THE NIGHT’S STORY. 

RionARD Ravjsnsbird, meanwhile, in returning to Dancs- 
lield, had encountered Herbert Dane. The gentleman was 
at his favourite spot, the gate, where you have already seen 
him more than once. Not perched upon it whistling, as 
was his wont in gayer times, but leaning against’ it in 
melancholy sadness. No fishing-rod to be spliced was in 
his hand to-day, no light silver-mounted whip switched 
time to his opera tunes. . That the untimely fate of his 
cousin was giving him true and lively concern, there could 
bo no manner of doubt. Exceedingly surprised he looked 
to see Ravensbird approaching, unaccompanied by those, 
attentive guardians of the law. 

“ What! have they let you off, Ravensbird V ” 

“ Could they do otherwise, Mr. Herbert ? ” was the re¬ 
sponse of Ravensbird, facing his questioner, as though lie 
disdained to shun inquiry. 

“ Do otherwise! ” echoed Herbert Dane. “ Well, I don’t 
know, Ravensbird. If Mitcliel saw you throw my poor 
cousin over-” 

“ But Mitchel did not see me,” interrupted Ravensbird, 
his piorcing black eyes fixed full on the face of Herbert 
Dane. 

“ I heard that he said so last night; said it in the hear¬ 
ing of several people. Has he eaten his words to-day ? ” 
No, sir, he has not. Mitchel never spoke the words ; 
it was a misconception altogether. I also hoard that he 
had said^so; and I thought he was trying to screen the real 
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offender. ,He has-just now testified to my lord that ho 
could not distinguish who the strugglers were. He would 
not have known Captain Dane but for his falling at Ids 
feet.” 

“ How came the report to get about, then, that he recog¬ 
nized you?” * > 

“ Chiefly, I expect, through Mr. Apperly. Ho was more 
sot against me than any one.” 

“ And so, on the strength of the non-recognition, they 
have given you your liberty ? My lord’s grief must have 
made him lenient. ' I suppose you will hasten now to put 
the sea or some other formidable barrier between yourself 
and Danesheld ? ” 

“Why should I do that, sir? An innocent man does not 
fly like a craven.” 

“ Innocent! ” repeated Herbert, in a tone of ridicule, if 
not of scorn. 

“ Yes, sir; innocent.” 

“ Ravcnsbird,” said Herbert Dane, quietly, “ it is of no 
use keeping on the exalted ropes before me. The words 
you spoke on this very spot yesterday morning, threatening 
vengeance on your master, would be enough to hang you. 
But-” 

“ Do you believe me guilty, Mr. Herbert ? ” interrupted 
Ravcnsbird, drawing nearer with those penetrating eyes 
of his. 

“ I was about to say, Ravcnsbird, that you are safe for 
me,” proceeded Herbert Dane, unmindful of the interruption. 
“ I saw that you dropped the words in the heat of passion, 
hardly conscious, if I may so express it t that I was within 
hearing to take cognizance of them. I was sorry for you at 
the time, feeling that Captain Dane’s conduct was un¬ 
warrantable ; and I shall certainly not array myself amongst 
your accusers. Moreover, were you gibbeted on that oak- 
tree there, it would not bring your master back to 
life.” 

“ Sir,” repeated Ravcnsbird, his toi^e very matter-of-fact?,, 
“ I asked if you believed me guilty ? ” , 

“ What a superfluous question! Do you suppose there s 
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a soul in tlie place tliat does not believe it, altliougli you 
hnvo contrived to escape from your bonds.” 

“ Pardon mo, sir; I ask you whether you believe it ? ” 

1 Herbert Dane felt annoyed at the persistency of the man. 
“ You ask me if I believe you guilty, when I have just said 
1 could hang you. I do.” 

“ Then why don’t you hang me ? ” returned Ravensbird. 

“ I have told you why. I don’t care to go out of my way 
to do you harm; and also because it could not benefit the 
dead. But guilty, in a degree, you certainly arc. Not, 
perhaps, of wilful murder; it may be, that in struggling so 
close to the edge, the fall was accidental.” 

The way in which Ravensbird stood his ground before 
Herbert Dane—hardy, self-possessed, not a muscle of his 
face moving, not a tremor in his voice, and his searching eyes 
never once relinquishing their independent stare—astonished 
tliat gentleman not a little. 

“ Then allow me to tell you, Mr. Herbert, that I am not 
guilty. Let me tell you something more, sir. Shall I ? ” 

“ Well ? ” responded Herbert, lifting his questioning eyes. 

“ I believo I could put my finger on the guilty man. As 
certain as that you and I are face to face, sir, I believo it.” 

“ What do you moan ? ” asked Herbert Dane, after a pause 
of blank surprise. 

I mean, sir, what I say. I may bo wrong—I have no 
proof; but I am content to wait for that. I know some 
one besides myselfi who owed Captain Dane a grudge.” 

Herbert Dane stared at the speaker from head to foot, 
uncertain what to make of liis audacious words, his still 
more audacious manner. 

“ You are thinking me too bold, I see, sir. But when an 
innocent man is taken up on a charge of wilful murder, some 
freedom of speech may be excused him.” 

“ Freedom is one thing, Ravensbird; falsehood is another. 
T believo you are telling me-” 

“ T am telling you the truth, sir,” boldly interrupted 
j. Ravensbird. “ I believe I know who it was struggling on 
the heights with my master, just as surely as if I had 
witnessed it.” 
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“ Oh,” said Herbert Dane, and he was quite unable to 
conceal the sarcasm of his tone, “ then you were not a 
witness to the struggle ? ” 

“ No, sir, I was not; and for the best of all reasons—1* 
was not within a mile of the place at the time. It has bcen^ 
proved, sir, that when that assault took place, I was at the 
Sailors’ Rest, playing at dominoes—then, and for some time 
before it; and my lord and Mr. Apperly release^ mo from 
custody because there was no pretext for keeping me in it.” 

“ If it was really not yourself, and you do know who it 
was, yon should say it,” cried Herbert Dane, slowly. 

“ I judge otherwise, sir. I have no proof, and might not 
be believed. I prefer to bide my time. Do you still 
believe me guilty, Mr. Herbert ? ” 

“ Ravensbird, I do.” 

For a full minute Ravensbird gazed at him, as if unable 
to credit the avowal. Then his eyes fell, and he turned 
away. 

“ It may be that you do believe it,” he said, speaking 
as it seemed more to himself than to Herbert. “ In that 
case, all I can say is, that tho time may come when we 
shall both be undeceived. I have sworn to my lord that I 
am not guilty, that I was not the assailant; I swear it again 
to you. Good-morning, Mr. Herbert.” 

Herbert Dane was still looking after the man as he dis¬ 
appeared in the distance, when Mitchel and the supervisor 
passed on their way from the castle. Herbert Dane accosted 
the former. 

“ So, Mitchel, after all the reports current last night and 
this morning, I hear that you now deny having accused 
Ravensbird!” , 

“ It was a mistake, sir, people sayih, bat I accused him. 
I thought it was sure to bo Ravensbird—I believe I said as 
much, but I never said that I saw him, or that I recognized 
him. That was impossible by moonlight, standing where 
I did. It appears now that it could not havo been Ravens¬ 
bird, and I am vexed that he should have been subjected to 
any unpleasantness through me.” , 

“ Then yon did not recognize Captain Dane’s adv»*rsary ? ” 
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“ I did not, sir.” 

“ Mitcliel’s coat has been fished up this morning, Mr. 
Herbert Dane,” put in the supervisor, desiring a little talk 
on his own score. “ The waves must have left it high and 
dry on th6 beach last nigh,t, and Bill Gaud’s boat picked it 
up as he was coming in with the early tide. Captain 
Dane’s hat has been washed ashore too; but perhaps you’ve 
heard that.” . 

Herbert Dane nodded. He did not appear inclined to 
pursue the conversation: and the two men continued their 
way. 

“I’ll know, at any rate, what grounds they have for 
letting the follow off,” he said in soliloquy, as ho turned 
his stops to the castle. “ Every one said it mmt havo been 
Ravensbird.” 

He had reached the gateway, when the hall door was 
suddenly opened by Bruff, who was showing out Mr. Apperly 
and Sorgeant Bent. Herbert accosted the lawyer; the 
sergeant walked on. 

“ We must wait a bit, Mr. Herbert,” spoke the solicitor, 
in reply to a question ; and his tones wore excited and his 
face was red, for he had again taken up the idea of Ravens- 
bird’s guilt. “ I can't question the good faith of the wit¬ 
nesses—I believe them to bo honest; and Hawthorne and 
his wife, at all events, would be true to the Dane family; 
but that there’s trickery at work is as sure as that you and 
I stand here. Bent knows it, he says. The. liands of 
Hawthorno’s clock were surreptitiously put back, or some 
other devilry.” 

“ Ravensbirdhas just told me, with the coolest equanimity, 
that he was in the Sailors’ Rest at the time of the fall; that 
it has been so proved to the satisfaction of Lord Dane,” 
said Herbert. 

“ The insolence of the man! ” apostrophized Mr. Apperly. 
“ He boasts of it, does he ? In a manner it has been proved, 
and Lord Dane eoujd only release him from custody; but 
our business will be to disprove it again. There are two 
fearfully suspicious facts against him ; Bent has been noting 
them. 'One is, that ho particularly called their attention to 
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Mr s. Hawthorne’s parlour clock, with a secret view, of 
course, of getting them to observe that he was back at the 
inn by twenty minutes past eight; the other is, that he had 
been then away from the place for an hour and a half or so,* 
and ho refuses to state where he went to, or wHat he was 
doing, Let os wait awhile, Mr. Herbert ? ” 

With a significant nod that spoke volumes, the lawyer 
hastened after Sergeant Bent. Herbert turned .to Bruff, 
who had stood by during the conversation. 

“ What do you think of it, Bruff? Bavensbird asserts his 
innocence most positively.” 

“ Well, sir, we don’t—as upper servants—know what to 
think. If appearances had not been so much against him 
—that is, the quarrel with his master and his revengeful 
thi-eats—Bavensbird is about the last we should have sus¬ 
pected. Ho never seemed a revengeful man. Then, again, 
the evidence has posed us: if he was at the Sailors’ Best, 
he could not have been on the heights.” 

“ Tory true,” replied Herbert Dane, speaking in a 
mechanical sort of manner, as if his thoughts were elsewhere. 

“ Apperly talks of a suspicion that tho clock might have 
been put back—but I don’t know.” 

Bruff shook his head. “ If it was put back at all, it must 
have been put back a good three-quarters of an hour; allow¬ 
ing that Bavensbird tore back at top speed after doing his 
work on the heights : and I don’t see how all of them could 
have fallen into the trap; one or two were safe to have 
detected it. Three-quarters of an hour is a long time to be 
mistaken in, sir.” 

“ Of course it is,” replied Herbert. “ It appeurs to be a 
mysterious affair altogether.” 

“ Did you hoar, sir, that my Lady Adelaido was a witness 
to tho scuffle?” asked Bruff, who loved to talk of marvfls 
as well as most people. 

“ No.” 

“ It is true, sir. You knew about her having run in from 
the heights last night, screaming. IJp.to this morning sin? 
denied that she had seen anything; but iyhen she was had 
into the hall before them all—my lord, and Squire* Lester, 
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and Bent, and them—she couldn’t hold out, and told the 
truth. Sho had seen two men struggling, and one of them 
fall, and it nearly terrified her to death.” 

“ Did sho recognize them ? ” inquired Herbert Dane, 
some eagerness in his tone. 

“ No, sir, she did not. They have just had her in-agaiu, 
and put her upon her oath as to the point.” 

“ Put her upon her oath! ” repeated Herbert Dane. 

“ They did, indeed, Mr. Herbert,” replied Bruff, dropping 
his voice. “ It was quite cruel, I think. By what I can 
gather, Sergeant Bent asked that the oath should be admin¬ 
istered, for he had got it into his head that she did perhaps 
recognize the captain’s assailant, and was afraid to confess 
it. I hope they arc satisfied now. ” 

“ Did sho take it ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, sir. Knowing that sho had not recognized the 
man, she made no objection, I believe. Sophie has been 
telling me about it. Her ladyship just saw the outlines of 
two forms, and that one of them fell; but she saw no more : 
and they might have known that, without troubling her to 
swear to it. She was only in the ruins, peeping out.” 

Herbert Dane lifted his head with an aspect of relief. 
“ I am heartily glad she did not. It is not well that ladies— 
girls—should be brought into these things. What a pity 
they troubled her ? If the scuffle took place at the edge of 
the heights—as we have unhappy evidence that it did— and 
she was in the ruins, it is scarcely possible that sho could 
have recognized them. However, it may be a good thing to 
have set the doubt at rest.” 

Bruff looked at him; ho was speaking with so dreamy ah 
air, as if Iris thoughts wero far away. 

“ Open the door, Bruff. I am going in to my lord.” 

, In his chair of state still, but alone now, sat Lord Dane. 
He welcomed his nephew with more Cordiality than he had 
evinced to him of late. Great grief softens the heart. 
Herbert sat down and listened patiently to the heads of 
-evidence which Lord Dane began to recount. He told it 
all, even to his having caused Lady Adelaide to take the 
oath, and Herbert did not interrupt it by a word. 
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“Do you think Eavonsbird can bo guilty?” inquired 
Herbert, when it was over. 

“ Ravensbird is guilty,” was the peer’s emphatic reply. 
« Every probability points to him. Put Eavonsbird out of 
the question, and who else can we suspect ? Harfy had not 
an enemy in the world. All Danesheld loved him.” 

“ True,” replied Herbert,'in the same mechanical tone lie 
had once or twice used to Brnff. 

“ It is a most unfortunate thing that Adelaide did not 
take better notice, as she was there,” resumed Lord Dane. 
“ Bent thought she had recognized Eavonsbird and was 
afraid to say it, or else was screening him for that French¬ 
woman’s sake. A ridiculous notion, and I am sorry I took 
it up. The fact is, the poor child was so utterly terrified 
last night, that she could not get over it, and denied she 
had seen anything, which made me suspicious.” 

“ In one point of view it is a good thing Lady Adelaide 
did not recognize him,” observed Herbert. “ It would have 
been most disagreeable for her to have to give evidence in a 
court of justice.” 

Lord Dane assented; and the interview was interrupted 
by the entrance of Mr. Lester, who had been sitting with 
Lady Dane. Herbert left the hall and went upstairs, hoping 
to find Adelaide. 

She was not in the drawing-room, neither was Lady Dane. 
He was looking about, when he saw Sophie passing in the 
corridor. 

“ C’est toi, Sophie la Belle! ” exclaimed Herbert, who had 
been a little given to decorous flirtation with the waiting- 
maid, and to making use of his stock of French. “ Where’s 
Lady Adelaide ? ” 

“I have no time for your nonsense this morning, Mr. 
Herbert',” crossly responded Sophie. “ My young lady’s ill.” 
“Ill?” 

“ Ill, and lying down; and I am going to the kitchen to 
make her some herb tea—which the English know nothing 
of doing, poor ignorants. My Lady Dajie is with her now, 
gone to have her scold out.” 

“ A scold for what ? ” 
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“ And my young lady dcsorvos it,” added tlxo girl in her 
national freedom of speech. “ Why does sho go and upset 
herself and' the house for nothing ? If she didn’t seo any¬ 
thing beyond just the scuffle, v/hy she didn’t; sho need not 
havo made all that fuss. Allez 1 ” 

Sophie disappeared, diving down the stairs towards tho 
domestic regions. And. Mr. Herbert Dane, seeing nothing 
to be gained by remaining at tho castle, took his departure 
froiu it. 

But another phase of the story was about to arise. As 
Herbert Dane was strolling along with tho listless air of 
one who has nothing on earth to do, he encountered a man 
well known in tho locality—better known indeed than 
trusted. His name was Drake, and his ostensible occupation 
was that of a fisherman, to which ho added as much potty 
smuggling as ho could accomplish with impunity; his boat 
being given to hover round foreign vessels, and bring away 
anything in a. small way that it could. He touchod his blue 
woollen cap, made in the form of a nightcap, by way of 
saluting Mr. Herbert Dane. 

“ A fine horrid tale I’vo been hearing of, sir, since our 
boat got in! ” ho began. “ Folks be saying as the captain's 
murdered, and bis body gone floating out to sea, Davy Jones 
only knows to what latitude. Be it true, sir ? ” 

“ It is an incomprehensible affair altogether, Drake,” was 
the answer, “ but j?fear it is only too true. Tho body has 
not been found. They have boon dragging for it all tho 
morning.” 

“ I saw ’em,” responded Drake. “ Who was it attacked 
him?” 

“ Ah, that’s tho question.” 

“ They be saying down the village yonder, that it turns 
out not to have boon the captain’s servant, who was first 
took up for it.” 

“ I make no doubt they are.” 

“ Well now, master, perhaps I can throw a bit of light 
'upon this here matter. ’Tvvon’t be much, though.” 

“ You! ” returned Herbert, gazing at Drake. 

“ Yc»i mo. I had been up to Nut Cape, for I wanted to 
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have a talk with old—that is--tlmt is, I had boon up tho 
road past tho castle-” 

“Never mind; speak out, Drake,” interrupted Herbert 
Dune significantly, in reference to tho man’s hesitation. 
“ You had been up to Nut Cape to hold ono of your confabs 
with that old sinner, Beecher; that’s about the English of 
it. But if I saw the pair of you running in a boat-load of 
contraband goods under my very eyes, you might, do it for 
me. 1 am not a preventive-oflicor, and I concern myself 
with no one’s business but my own.” 

“Well, I had been up to old Beecher’s,” acknowledged 
Drake, “ but only for a yam—indeed, sir, for nothing else. 
I stopped there longer than I thought for, and was coming 
back full pelt, afraid my boat might put off without me, 
when I heard voices a-quarrelling. I was on the brow of 
tho heights—I mostly goes and comes that way, instead of 
the road—and was just abreast o’ the chapel ruins, when 
my ears oaught the sound. They come from tho direction 
of the castle, and I cut across to see what the row might 
be. Standing on the grass, midway between the ruins and 
the castle, were two men—tho ono was speaking in a loud 
angered tone, and I had got almost close to him, when 
I saw it was Captain Dane. Seeing that, of course I cut 
away again.” 

Herbert Dane paused for some moments. “ "Where do 
you say this was ? ” he resumed. 

“ Between the ruins and the castle, a trifle nearest the 
castle, maybe., The other man was a stranger.” 

“ A stranger! ” involuntarily repeated Herbert Dane, 
who had probably been expecting to hear that it was’ 
Itavensbird. 

“ Leastways he was a stranger to mo; I’d never seen him 
before, to my knowledge. A big, hulking sort of fellow, 
with a pack in his hand.” 

“ What sort of a pack ? ” 

“ Well, I don’t know; it might have been a box or a 
parcel. ’Twas dark and biggish. 1^ had been on the. 
ground before I got to ’em, but the man s t wung it up in his 
hand, and then on his back. I didn’t stop to talvts much 
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notice, seeing the other was the captain. Tho captain was 
blowing him up.” 

“ In what towns ? ” cried Herbert, with eagerness. “ Can 
you remember ? ” 

“ ‘ How dare you, fellow ? ’ I heard him say, and that was 
all I caught distinct. But I heard ’em both at it, railing 
like, as I stoered off.” 

“ What, time was this ? ” 

“Well now, I can’t be positive to five minutes,” was 
Drake’s answer. “ Half-past eight, maybe.” 

“Drake, are you, sure that it was a stranger, and not 
Ravensbird ? ” impressively questioned Herbert Dane, after 
a pause. 

“ Have I no eyes to see with ? ” was the retort. “ ’Twas 
no more like Ravensbird than ’twas like me or you. ’Twas 
a chap rising five foot ten, with long arms and ' broad 
shoulders.” 

“ You must speak of this affair before Lord Dane.” 

“ I was on my way to the castle now to do it. I knows 
my duty. Not but what I’d rather go ten miles t’other way 
than face his lordship.” 

A smile crossed Herbert Dane’s otherwise perplexed face. 
“ He is not so indulgent to you suspected smugglers as you 
would like, and you fear him. But if you can help his 
lordship to trace out this assaulter of his son, it will no 
doubt atone for some old scores, Drake.” 

“ Anyway it’s my duty, having seen what I did see, and 
I’m not going to shirk it, sir,” was Mr. Drake’s reply. 

He touched his woollen cap, and proceeded towards the 
castle. Herbert Dane continued his way to Danesheld, 
with a view to inquiring whether any later news had 
turned up. Perplexed, indeed, he was, and he could not 
divest himself of the suspicion that the man whom Drake 
laid seen in dispute with Harry Dane was Ravensbird, in 
spite of the present different description and of the pack. 

“Ohe’s eyes get deceived in the moonlight,” he solilo¬ 
quized. “As to the pack Drake speaks of, it may have 
been a small valise that Ravensbird had beon to the castlo 
to fetch away. On the other hand, Drake may of course be 
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correct in saying that it was a stranger. In that case, 
Ravensbird—•—” 

Herbert Dane’s reflections wero brought to a standstill.. 
Turning a sharp bond in the road, he came upon Mr. 
Ravensbird 'himself, seated upon a milestone that lay baclt 
from the path. He was in deep thought and did not look up. 

“ You are in a brown study, Ravensbird.” 

The man turned abruptly at the salutation. ’“Oh, it’s 
you, Mr. Herbert Dane ! I was lost in last night’s work, sir; 
and did not hear yon come up.” 

“ Ravensbird,” returned Herbert Dane, a whole world of 
candour in his voice and countenance, “ I consider myself 
bound to mention that your denial of having attacked your 
master has been possibly in a degree confirmed. Observe, 
I say possibly.”" 

A peculiar smile, somewhat cynical in its aspect, flitted 
over the features of Mr. Ravensbird. 

“ It appears that another man attacked Captain Dane on 
the heights last night; at any rate, Captain Dane and 
another wero having a quarrel there together; and if 
the description given to me of this other be correct, it was 
not you.” 

Tlio smile on Ravensbird’s face changed to a look of 
astonishment. He did not reply : only fixed his questioning 
eye on the speaker. 

“ Now, it’s only natural to infer that whoever that man 
might be, ho caused the catastrophe. A stranger, tall and 
broad, he has been described to me, carrying a pack on his 
back. Possibly a travelling hawker, who may have impor¬ 
tuned Captain Dane to make a purchase, and was roused to 
anger on refusal. One fact appears to be indisputable; 
that they were contending angrily, and such men, loose 
characters often, have been known to commit evil deeds on 
very slight provocation.” 

“ Who saw or heard this ? ” asked Ravensbird. “ You, 
sir ? ” 

“ I! ” haughtily returned Herbert Da»e. “ What a very 
senseless question! Should I, or any friend of Captain 
Dane’s, keep such a thing secret ? Tho man who witnessed 

Lady Adelaide. 6 
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it was Joe Drake. Not a very reliable gentleman in a 
general way, but I think be speaks the- truth in this 
instance. I met him a few minutes ago, and he stopped me 
to tell it. He was on his way to the castle to inform my 
.lord.” * 

“ He has been tardy in declaring this,” was the sarcastic 
comment of Ravensbird. 

“ Not at all., Ho could not declare it at sea, where he 
had been all night. He knew nothing of the accident to 
Captain Dane until he came in just now with the last of tho 
tide. IIo was on the heights last night, coming down from 
Beecher’s, and witnessed the dispute or whatever it was. 
The timo tallies pretty well; he thinks it was about half¬ 
past eight.” 

Ravensbird made no immediate reply. His eyes were 
fixed on vacancy. Herbert Dane resumed: 

“ When you told me that you could place your finger 
upon the offender, I assumed it to be spoken in vain boast, 
if not in deliberate deceit. It has now struck mo that you 
. also may have seen this encounter. Was it so'? ” 

“I—I was not aware—that Captain Dane—I did not 
know of any encounter of his with a stranger,” replied 
Ravensbird, his tones full of hesitating uncertainty, and his 
eyes still wearing the look of a man in a dream. 

“ Possibly this man was no stranger to your master ? ” 
said Herbert Dane, scanning him searchingly. 

“Possibly not,” was the reply of Ravensbird, waking 
from his reverie. “ It is not probable that a stranger would 
attack him to his death.” 

“Still less probable that a friend would do so, Ravens¬ 
bird. What is perplexing you? ” 

“ That, sir, is a question that you must pardon me for 
declining to answer. The more I hear of this business the 
more it does perplex me; I’ll say that much. Danesheld 
may make very sure of one thing—that I will not leave a 
stone unturned to u,nravel tho mystery. It has accused me 
of being the offender, Mr. Herbert Dane ; I’ll try and make 
it eat its words before I die.” 

Drake’s story, in so far as that such a man as he doscribcd 
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had been in the neighbourhood at the time, was corrobo¬ 
rated in rather a remarkable manner by Squire Lestev. 
That gentleman had been riding homo from a distance, and 
passed the castle about the hour named by Drake, half- 
past eight, or a little before it. Only a few yards past tin; 
castle he met a man walking in the middle of the road, and 
his horse shied at him. “ A big ill-looking man, with a 
flat box' strapped on his back.” Mr. Lester said he took 
particular notice of him, and should know him again, he 
was sure, for the moon shone full on his features. II< 
turned and looked after him, and saw him quit the road and 
go on the heights. This was dose to the castle. 

Every possible search was set on foot to discover this 
packman. Lynx-eyed Lawyer Apperly turned Drake inside 
out, metaphorically speaking, and Squire Lester’s descrip¬ 
tion to the police was elaborately minute. But the man 
could not be found or heard of. 

Neither was the body of Captain Dane. The drags did 
their work effectually, but they brought forth nothing from 
the covetous sea. There could not be a doubt that ho was 
indeed dead ; and the Dane flag floated in sadness half-mast 
high above Dane Castle. 


OH APT EE VII. 

MOHTAIUTY. 

Mihi'outunes seldom come singly. If a trite saying, it is a 
true one. 

A telegram was despatched to Paris acquainting the 
Honourable Gcoffry Dane with his brother’s death, and 
more explanatory letters followed it. #Bnt when the mis, 
sives arrived they did not find their owner. Tlio Honour¬ 
able Geoffry had departed from Paris, nobody know exactly 
whither; ho had spoken of Italy, of Malta, and of other 
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places. Upon this information reaching Lord I)ane, ho 
wrote to the family bankers, who were genorally kept cog¬ 
nizant by Mr. Dane of his movements, desiring them to 
forward to his son the letters he enclosed, which was done. 

Herbert Dane meanwhile was taking advantage of this 
distressing calamity to renew his former friendly inter¬ 
course with Lord Dane; to make good, once again, his old 
footing at the castle. He had dono nothing in particular to 
forfeit it. Lord Dane had acquired a habit of finding fault 
with him on the score of his idleness; Lady Dane had 
suspected that her niece Adelaide might be growing to like 
him too well, and both had simultaneously discouraged his 
visits. Lord Dane had offered to procure him an appoint¬ 
ment abroad. Herbert Dane declined' to go abroad, and this 
gave some offence. Altogether, his visits of late had been 
rare and his welcome cold. 

But in this sad event minor interests and animosities were 
forgotten. Herbert Dane brought to the castle any scrap of 
news ho could pick up, and he was eagerly looked for and 
welcomed. He it was, apart from the police, who exerted 
himself to gain tidings of the man with the pack, and though 
he was unsuccessful, Lord Dane did not the less appreciate 
the efforts. But the one great reward that Herbert Dane 
sought, he had not yet obtained—the sight of Adelaide Errol. 

She kept her room for days; pale, wan, timid; starting, 
as it seemed, at shadows. Lady Dane thought the fright 
that night on the heights had in some way affected her 
nervous system, and she called in Mr. Wild. Mr. Wild 
thought the same, and in addition concluded that she was 
grieving for her betrothed husband, Harry Dane. 

It was no affectation, no imaginary illness: they could 
see that. Sho was ill in mind, and ill in body. But how 
greatly she strove against it, was known to herself alone. 
Adelaide Errol possessed a stronger mind than most persons 
of her sex and age, and a more indomitable will; and when, 
after tho seclusiop. of a few days, she forced herself to 
appear downstairs again, the household noticed no difference 
in her, except that she looked wan and was unnaturally calm 
—a calmness that was rudely disturbed at a word spoken by 
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My. Wild. Adelaide was sitting on a sofa near the surgeon 
and Lady Dane; she had boon answering the doctor’s ques¬ 
tions, saying that she felt “ quite well ” nOw, when ho 
inadvertently mentioned the name of Captain Dane. As 
though it had been the signal for somo feeling, pent up 
within her, to give way, sho burst into a violent flood of 
tears; all her self-possession had deserted her, her assump¬ 
tion of coldness was gone. 

Mr. Wild drew his chair closer to her. Ho waited until 
she was calm, and then laid his fingers upon the black crepe 
at her wrists to give impressiveness to his words. Lady 
Dane, from hor seat on the other side the hearth, looked on 
in silence. 

“ There is some great and secret grief upon' you, Lady 
Adelaide. Take an experienced man’s advice, my dear 
young lady, and disclose it. When once those sorrows are 
spoken of, they loso half their sting.” 

Her only answer was a movement of pain. Sho flung her 
thin hands before her eyes in very tremor. 

“ And when any self-reproach is mingled with the grief, 
it should above all be told, for it is in the nature of self- 
reproach to exaggerate itself; let silence be kept long 
enough, and it will become a very vulture preying on the 
vitals. Come, let me make a guess and help you. The 
severe reflection cast on you by Lord Dane lias sunk into 
your conscience to tho point of torment. Is it not so ? ” 

He alluded to certain words spoken by Lord Dane in his 
pain and anger, when he first became aware that her denial, 
of having witnessed anything on the heights, was false. 
He reproached her with having been in a secondary degree 
tho destroyer of his son. Had she confessed what she had 
seen, so that rescue and help might have hastened to Harry, 
perhaps his life had been saved. 

“You are right,” replied Adelaide, the tears streaming 
through her fingers; “ in a secondary degree I am the cause 
of Harry’s death, for I might have sent assistance to him in 
time, and I did not. It will be a burthep on my conscience 
for ever. How shall I bear it? I could,not live if they 
took me up and tried me for it.” 
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“ Tried you for it! ” 

She took her trembling hands from before her face, and 
then saw that an additional auditor was present whom she 
had not expected. It was Herbert Dane. He had come in 
unheard during her burst of emotion, and was leaning over 
Lady Dane’s chair in mute' astonishment. As if his presence 
recalled her to her senses, she turned to Mr. Wild with an 
intimation that the subject was at an end, smoothed her face 
to composure, and sat calm as a statue. 

“ I shall bo all right soon, Mr. Wild. Don’t talk about 
my health again, please;' and Geoffry Dane will be at 
home in a day or two, and the house won’t seem so dull. 
He—oh, is it you, Mr. Herbert Dane ? I beg your pardon.” 

She half rose from her seat to return his greeting; rose 
in too great a flurry, as it seemed, to see his outstretched 
hand. The interview was broken up. The surgeon, her 
curious expression “ tried ” still echoing in his ears, went 
downstairs to pay his daily visit to Lord Dane—who had 
never ceased to be a patient, and was in a more precarious 
state of health than the world suspected—and Lady Dane 
descended with him. 

“ I am so glad to see you better, Adelaide,” began Herbert 
Dane, when they were alone; and he took her unwilling 
hand, but sho drew it from him again. “ My darling, what 
has been amiss with you ? ” 

“ Please not to talk,” she. answered, in quite a tone of 
affectation. “Mr. Wild says I ought not to exert myself.” 

It struck Herbert Dane, as ho retreated, that sho was 
under the influence of some inward and violent agitation; 
and that this assumption of what might almost be called 
childishness was only put on to conceal its signs. 

“ It is tlio ftrst time we havo met since that fatal night, 
Adelaide,” ho resumed, hjs voice full of tender confidence; 

“ l°t mo now say how d 09 ply I felt for the terror to which 
you wero unhappily subjected. You must try and forget 
it; time is a great healor of all things. And ohl Ade¬ 
laide-.” • 

“ I asked you not to speak to me, please,” she interrupted, 
in the Hume tone as before, but there appeared to be some- 
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thing iiio matter with her breathing, though she was doing 
her best to conceal it. " I am sorry you came up.” 

Herbert Dane look at her keenly. He crossed to the 
sofa and pat down by her side and essayed again to take 
her hand. But she rose at once and went to a distance. 

« Adelaide 1 do you wish to avoid me ? ” 

“1 should like to avoid every one,—especially you, if 
you begin to talk of the past. I have taken a draught of 
the waters of Lethe; when it has quite done its work, I 
shall begin a new life, and never, never recur to tho past 
again.”. 

“ Will yon tell me what you moan ? ” ho asked. He had 
risen and would have stood by her side; but she imme¬ 
diately went from him to her seat on the sofa. He put his 
elbow on the. mantelpiece, and followed her with his 
questioning cyeB. She bent her head downwards for a 
moment, and then raised it with what looked like a sudden 
resolution, and there was a pink flush upon her cheeks. 

“ Indeed, I am not equal to saying much to-day. You 
heard what Mr. Wild accused me of being—a sort of acces¬ 
sory to Harry Dane’s death. Whether I was that, or not, 
can never perhaps be decided; the fall itself might have 
killed him.. But' of one other thing my conscience most 
bitterly convicts mo—cruel deceit. I must try and atono 
for it.” 

“ In what manner ? ” inquired Herbert, after a pause. 

“ Well, I shall see—I scarcely know yet; real atone¬ 
ment, of course, thore can never be. I hope you will for¬ 
give me for what, you may deem caprice or unkindness; 
but, to begin with, I must request you never again to speak 
to me of— of love.” . 

“Adelaide!” 

“ It is all over. In these few days of seclusion and sor¬ 
row I have formed resolutions, and nothing can shako 
them. I will at least not continue the deceit to Harry now 
he is dead, though I was heartless onough to do it when ho 
was living. I shall see you often, no*doubt; you will bo 
here as a relative of the family; but I prey you henceforth 
to forget the past,” 
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“ I think this shock must be turning your brain,” was 
his reply. 

“ Not so. My brain is as clear as yours. Do not come 
'nearer, please; you cannot alter my resolution.” 

“ What •have I done to offend you ? ” 

“ Nothing personally. But I will not bo false to Harry 
Dane. I could not be so from very fear; I should think 
his ghost,would haunt me. He was my betrothed husband.” 

“You did not care for him,” returned Herbert Dane, 
regarding her curiously. 

“ There it is. Had I cared for him I might regret him 
less—if you can understand the feeling. I do care for him 
now.” 

“ But not to wed yourself to his memory. Surely you do 
not mean that ? ” 

“ Perhaps not. I feel so miserable in this house that I 
think if any one came and asked me to leave it with them 
I would go. Stay! not with you —you joined with me in 
practising that deceit on Harry. I beg your pardon for 
saying this, Mr. Herbert Dane: I am afraid you will 
not understand my feeling, but indeed I cannot help 
myself.” 

“Adelaide, my darling, I think I do understand your 
feelings, and allow for them and pity them ; they will wear 
away, as the nervous shock you havo experienced wears 
away. Not at present will I tease you or press you : I know 
that youjove me; that you love no one else in tho world; 
and I am content to wait my time.” 

He spoke with tender consideration. Adelaide flung her 
hands before her eyes: she did indeed love him, and no 
other. He took a stop towards her, when in a sudden 
access of what might be called fear, as if doubting her own 
firmness, she rose from her chair and fled from tho room, 
almost upsetting Lady Dane who was entering it. 

“ Mr. Wild finds my husband not so well this morning,” 
she remarked to Herbert. “ I think he is vexing himself, 
Herbert, at not hearing from Gcoffry.” 

Lady Dane was correct in her surmise. Lord Dane was 
not only vexed, but angry; there had been ample time, as 
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lie believed, for the Honourable Geoffry to have received 
the news and respond to it. 

« Geoffry might havo written at least, if ho did not choose 
to come," he observed that same evening to his wife; “ it’s 
just like him.” # 

Alas 1 Geoffry Dane came all too soon. Not himself, but 
what remained of him. He had travelled to the neighbour¬ 
hood of Rome, and on his arrival had been attacked by the 
malaria, and in three days he was dead. The letter written 
by Lord Dane, and duly forwarded by the bankers, was not 
in time to reach him, and he died in ignorance of his 
brother’s fate. His personal attendant, Wilkins, sent the 
unhappy news to Lord Dane. Even as he, the bereaved 
father, hold the letter in his hand, the body was already on 
its way homo for interment, having been embarked at 
Civita Yeechia. 

How strangely solemn were the tidings to the neighbour¬ 
hood! Thq 'death of the one brother following so closely 
on that of the other, seemed to bring with it they knew not 
what of superstition. Still more grievously did it strike 
on Dane Castle. Almost before the half-mast flag had been 
lowered for Harry, it was lowered again for the heir, 
Gooffry. Lord and Lady Dane were bowed to the very earth 
with grief: those they had lost were their only children, and 
whispers went abroad that neither would long survive them. 
Upon Lady Dane, especially, the tidings seemed to tell 
with terriblo effect; the servants gazed at her in fear, and 
said they could see the “ changes for death ” in her face. 

On a gay morning in May, a hearse, whoso sable hue and 
mournful plumes contrasted unpleasantly with the earth’s 
sunny brightness, arrived at Dane Castle, having travelled 
from Southampton attended by the valet, Wilkins. The 
burden it bore was taken out, and deposited in the castle 
death-room. 

Why was it called so gloomy a name?—a question 
frequently asked by strangers. Simjdy because the room 
was consecrated to the dead. When a jnember of the Dane 
family died, the body was placed within jt to await inter¬ 
ment, to lie in state, it may be said, and the public were 
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nants.” But there is an old proverb, “More haste, less 
speed,” and poor Sophie received an exemplification of its 
truth; for so great was her haste, that in passing tho 
Very spot, the dreaded door, she lost one of her slippers. 
With a little cry of terror at tho stoppage there, Sophie 
snatched it up in her hand, did not wait to put it on, but 
tore on to the housekeeper’s room. 

Tho tisane was inside tho fender, whero it had been 
•placed to retain warmth. Sophie took up the jug and put 
it on the table for a moment whilst she drew breath, after 
the running and the fright, and put on the refractory slipper. 
She was stooping to accomplish the latter, when a noise 
close above her head interrupted her. 

It was nothing but the time-piece on the mantelshelf 
striking the half-hour after midnight. But Sophie’s 
nerves were unhinged, and it startled her beyond self- 
control. She shrieked, and grasped the nearest thing to 
her, which happened to be a chair; she hid her face upon 
it, and wondered how in the world she could muster 
courage to get back to her room. 

Back she must get, somehow; for tho longer she stayed, 
tho worse she grew. “ If ever I leave my tisane downstairs 
again,” quoth Sophie, “may a ghost run away with me, 
that’s all! ” She took up the jug, drew her cloak round 
her, and began to speed back again; not very fast this time, 
for fear of spilling tho tisane. 

Poor Sophie! the real fright was coming. As she gained 
the corridor in which was situated the death-room, her hair 
nearly stood on end. A perfect horror seized her in that 
moment of passing tho dreaded door. If you ever ex¬ 
perienced tho same uncontrollable midnight terror, reader, 
you will understand Sophie’s. Her eyes irresistibly, and in 
spite of her will, turned to the door, fascinated as by the 
averted power of the basilisk; had her vory life depended 
on it, sho could not have averted them. In the same 
instant, a hollow, wailing sound, as of a groan, broke from 
within the stillness el' the room. 

Almost paralysed, nearly bereft of her senses, Sophie 
fell against the door, and tho movement caused it to open, 
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ns though it had been imperfectly latched; yet Sophio 
knew that the door had been securely locked the previous 
evening at dusk. There came another groan, and wliat 
looked like a flood of white light from the room; and the 
miserable Sophie, breaking into unearthly shrieks, fled 
along tho corridor, dropping the jug and the tisane with a 
crash and a splash! That those hermetic solderings and 
fastenings had come undone, and what they confined had 
risen, and was pursuing her, was the least of her imaginings. 

ITer cries ascended through the broad open well, as H 
was called, where a staircase had once been, to the floors 
above, and echoed through tho length and breadth of tho 
house. Out came the terrified servants, and a peal rang 
from the bell of Lord, Dane ; Lady Adelaide, a bad sleeper 
now, ojienod her door and stood at it, her face as white as 
her maid’s. 

When they gathered the account of the trembling Sophie, 
some of .the braver of the domestics proceeded to the death- 
room, and there the cause was made clear. 

Kneeling on the stone floor beside the coffin, lost to all 
outward things save her grief, a white dressing-gown only 
thrown over her night-clothes, was Lady Dane. The sounds 
of pain 'and sorrow had come from her; and the “ white 
light,” as Sophie had described, from her lamp. Not for a 
long time could they prevail upon tho unhappy lady to 
return to her own chamber. In vain they urged upon her that 
she would surely catch her death of cold. “ What matters it ? ” 
she murmured. “ Harry first, Geoffry next; both gone, what 
signifies death, or anything else, that may come to me ? ” 

Geoffry was buried in the family vault, amidst much 
pomp and ceremony, as befitted, according to the world’s 
usages, the late heir of the Danes. Lord Dane was too 
feeble to attend tho funeral, tho recent events had greatly 
increased his bodily illness, and ho seemed as a man 
shattered. Tho new heir attended as chief mourner, accom¬ 
panied by hosts of frionds. 

The new heir was Herbert Dane. # He it was ^yho had 
stepped into tho Honourable Gcoffry’s place, and becomo 
the presumptive successor to the title, the rich itnd wide 
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domains. Not loss to Ms own astonishment than to that of 
his neighbours, was he there. He could not realise his 
position; could scarcely believe in it, Was it he himself ? 
he would ask, when he awoke in the morning; was lie 
really a man of importance, the future Lord of Dane, or 
was he the obscure young fellow who used , to sit on the 
gate mending his old fishing-rod, without a coin to buy a 
new one? At odd moments, a question stole over him, 
whether his heirship was 'Safe and sure. Every probability 
pointed to the fact that Harry Dane must be dead; but it 
bad not been indisputably proved. Lord Dane said he had 
heard of such frauds as one dead man being buried surrep¬ 
titiously for another. Herbert Dane knew that it was no 
very uncommon case for a man supposed to be dead, but of 
whose doath there was no certain proof, to rotnra to tho 
world’s stage again. It was a notion that did not appear 
to cross tho mind of Dancsheld, but it certainly did that of 
the heir; unpleasantly so; and it seemed to him that he 
would almost have forfeited his new heirship to set the 
doubt at rest, one way or the other. Lord Dane retained 
not a grain of hope—he believed his younger son to be as 
surely dead as he knew tho elder one to be—Herbert Dane 
was now his indisputable hoir, and from henceforth he was 
to be called by his second name, Geoffry. Geoffry was a 
favourite name of the Danes. From the creation of the 
barony, more than two-thirds of tho lords had borne it, and 
it was. held (another of their superstitions) that those who 
did so bear it were more lucky and reigned more happily 
than the rest. Herbert Dane had- been christened Herbert 
Geoffry, his friends calling him Herbert, not to interfere 
with Ms cousin Geoffry, the heir. Now that the succession 
had lapsed to him, ho was never more to be Herbert, but 
Geoffry. 

Tho words heedlessly spoken by the servants, that their 
lady might be catching her death, when they found her on 
the floor by the coffin, were destined to be borne out more 
literally than such words usually are. Whether it was the 
kneeling so long on the cold stones in the chilly night, or tho 
scantin<?ss of the apparel she had thrown on, or the change 
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from the warm bed she had been lying in, certain it was 
that a violent cold, accompanied with inward inflammation, 
attacked Lady pane. Mr. Wild said it was pleurisy; the 
physician, summoned in haste from the county town, called* 
it by a more scientific name; unlearned people 'supposed it 
to be inflammation of the lungs; and it matters little whal 
it was called, Lady Dane was in imminent danger. 

She lay in her spacious and- most comfortably bedroom. 
The servants, moving softly, were anxious and attentive; 
the doctors unremitting ; the neighbourhood concerned. 
Could life have been kept in Lady Dane by earthly means, 
they were not wanting; but when the time comes for its 
departure, who may prolong its stay? Lady Dane was 
dying, and she knew it. 

On the third morning, when the physician paid his visit 
and was gone again, a rumour went through the household 
that the groat man had said, in confidence to Mr. Wild, 
that it wa,s a hopeless case. 

“She’ll make the third then,” observed Sophie Deffloc 
with equanimity. “ I thought it would have been my lord.” 

“ What’s that ? ” cried the butler, turning to the French¬ 
woman. 

“ Why, when two die close together in a family, it’s well 
known there’ll soon be a third. I’ve remarked it scores of 
times in my own country.” 

“What a,marvellous country it must bo!” sarcastically 
rejoined Bruff, who was sincerely attached to his lord and 
lady, and could not boar the possible death of either 
alluded to without pain. “ A nice place to live in! ” 

“ Nicer than yours,” retorted Sophie. “ You may sneer as 
long as you like, Mr. Bruff, but you only observe. The 
captain was the first; Mr. Dane was the second; and her 
ladyship will be the third. Wait and see.” 

“ Perhaps there’ll bo a fourth,” said Mr. Bruff, aggra- 
Vatingly. “My lady’s a trifle better to-day than she was 
yesterday; let me tell you that, mam’sello.” 

Bruff should have said a little easier^ not better. , Better, 
Lady Dane was not; easier, she was; b,ut it was in tho 
relief from pain that mercifully precedes death. 
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Adelaide Errol was sitting alone with her aunt in the 
afternoon; the once careless girl seemed more fitted now 
for a sad room than a gay one. How changed she was 
' since the night that had brought to her such terror, even 
strangers were beginning to see. Her brilliant colour had 
faded, her rounded form had grown thin; her spirits were 
unequal, her step was languid, her manner subdued. .She 
sat in her aunt’s invalid chair, her cheek pressed upon her 
right hand, her eyes fixed vacantly on the fire. Lady Dane 
was speaking to her in her weak voice of the future; but 
Adelaide, at the best, seemed indifferent to it. 

“ Como here to me, Adelaide,” at length said the invalid. 
“ Why are you so sad ? ” she asked, as Adelaide stood 
at the bed, a vivid blush dyeing her cheeks at the 
question. 

“ Child, I shall not be long here, and I would ask——” 

“ Oh, aunt! ” interrupted Adelaide in a tone of pain. 

“Do not distress yourself, my dear,” was the calm 
rejoinder. “ It causes me no distress. I have a Friend in 
heaven, Adelaide, and I know He will welcome me to His 
Father’s home. The world has become to me too sad to live 
in. I shall bo (/lad to go from it; and my husband will, I 
am certain, very speedily follow me. He, in his bed below, 
Adelaide; I, in this one; and neither of us can see the 
other for a last farewell.” 

“ Yes you will,” said Adelaide, the tears raining from her 
eyes. “ Lord Dane is up, and they are going to bring him 
hero this evening.” 

“ Can they do it V Thank Heaven for that comfort. But 
whence arises this strange sadness of yours ? I do not think 
it is caused by Harry’s death.”. 

“It was a dreadful death, aunt,” shivered Adelaide, 
shunning the question. 

“ Ay,a dreadful death,” murmured Lady Dane. “ Child! 
let there be neither concealment nor equivocation between 
us in these my last hours. I believed that you did not love 
Harry; that you would have loved Herbert had you dared. 
If you do love him, there is nothing now to prevent your 
marrying him; and in that case, you need not go to Mrs. 
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Grant's, which would be a poor home for you after this. 
Tell me the truth.” 

Adelaide Errol was visibly agitated as she bent over her 
aunt, who had taken her hands and held her there. Speak* 
she must, there was no escape; but oven Lady Dane, dying 
as she was, observed how.violently her heart beat. 

“ I do not wish to marry Herbert Dane.” 

“He is Gcoffry now, Adelaide. He will succeed his 
uncle ; ho will be Lord Dane.” 

“ I know. But I did not like Harry so much as I hav^ 
done since his death. And I—I will not yet put another in 
his place. Herbert—Gcoffry, I am forgetting too—I shall 
never put there.” 

“ Then shall you make up your mind to go to Mrs. 
Grant’s ? ” 

“ I suppose so. It will be very miserable, no doubt; but 
—oh aunt, I wish Harry was back in lifo again 1 I would 
marry him the next hour.” 

She drew away from the bed in a fit of hysterical tears as 
she spoke. Perhaps the contrast between the visiou of 
being mistress of Dane Castle as Harry’s wife, and the home 
of discomfort offered to her at Mrs. Grant’s, caused the 
emotion quite as much as any other feeling. 

The excitement was not good for Lady Dane. Not that 
it could much affect her now. A few short hours, and all 
of emotion, whether for good or ill, was over for her in this 
world. 


CHAPTER VIIT. 

MARGARET BORDILLIOX. 

About half-a-mile from Dane Castle, standing almost at a 
right angle between the castlo and the pillage of Danesheld, 
was the dwelling of Mr. Lester. It was a substantial red¬ 
brick dwelling, known by the name of Danesheld HitU, and 
Lady Adelaide. 7 
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fcut for its size might have been mistaken for a farm-Jiouse, 
•stpjfounded as it was by outbuildings, barns, sheds, rick- 
yavds, and other appurtenances that a large farm generally 
‘possesses. Its site was somewhat solitary, no houses being 
in the immediate vicinity, whilst the wild wood at the back, 
ranging out and extending to some distance, did not render 
its aspect more cheerful. The wood belonged to Lord 
Banc ; it joined his shooting preserves, and was a favourite 
resort of poachers. 

Mr. Lester’s property was not entailed. It had come to 
him by bequest, not inheritanceand a large portion of his 
income was derived from his dead wife. A distant rolativo 
of his was the former owner of Dauesheld Hall, and lie made 
George Lester his heir upon condition that ho should take 
up his residence on the estate, and make the Hall his home. 
George Lester was a dashing young guardsman then, rather 
poor, and very fond of life, and lie knew not whether to lie 
pleased or annoyed at the bequest. The fortune was most 
welcome, but to vegetate in the country and be dubbed “ the 
squire ”—at that he winced. However, wo grow reconciled 
to most things with time, and so did George Lester to this. 
He sold out, married, and took up his abode at Danesheld. 
But he still resentfully called it a “ bleak place,” “ the fag 
end of the world.” 

His wife was a Miss Bordillion. That he never loved licr 
very passionately, was known to herself as to others. He 
had engaged himself to her in the old days on account of her 
“ expectations ”; and with his own accession to fortune, 
though his heart might have prompted him to wish the 
engagement cancelled, he did not allow himself to dwell on 
any suggestion so dishonourable, hut married her. After 
all she brought with her no fortune. In her own right 
Katherine Bordillion possessed none. She was of a good 
but poor family; there was a saying in the locality, “ poor 
and proud as a Bordillion.” She had been brought up by 
Mrs. Hesketh, a wealthy lady, who was herself childless. 

The marriage wash happy one, Mr. Lcstor making a kind 
and excellent kusbaAd. Two children were born of it, a son 
and daughter. They were still young children when Mrs. 



MAUOAKET BOlUHLUoN, 


99 


Heskeih died. Her will was a somewhat curious one. To 
■Mrs. Lester she bequeathed unconditionally twelve hundred 
a year, funded propertyof course - it became virtually Mr.* 
Lester’s, and was at liis disposal. It almost doubled his own 
income: but he derived other benefit also. To the little 
daughter Mrs, Hesketli left a sum of fourteen thousand 
pounds; the principal was invested at large interest, and 
this interest was to bo enjoyed by Mr. Lester so long as the 
child remained unmarried. There were other legacies, 
amidst them one to the son. 

After a few years, Mrs. Lester began to droop. During 
her last illness, u distant cousin was staying with her, Mar¬ 
garet Bordillion. They had been girls together, close and 
tried friends since, and Mrs. Lester besought a promise from 
her that she would remain at the Hall after her approaching 
death, to watch over and train her little girl, Maria. Mar¬ 
garet Bordillion was a delicate-looking woman of two or 
three and thirty, and the pink hue came into her checks as 
she thought of what the world might say, if she remained 
an inmate of the gay and attractive George Lester’s house. 
But when death is brought palpably before us—and 
Margaret Bordillion knew that it was very close to that 
.chamber, as she held the damp hand and gazed at tho 
wasted face of Mrs. Lester—minor considerations are lost in 
the vision of the solemn unknown future upon which a soul 
is entering, upon which we must speedily enter ourselves, 
a little sooner or a little later; and wo feel far more anxious 
to fulfil our duty in the sight of God, wherever it may lie, 
than to care about “ what the world will say.’ - Mrs. Lester 
received the promise she asked—that Margaret Bordillion 
would remain at the Hall to take charge of Maria, at any 
rate for the present. 

“ And remember, Margaret,” Mrs. Lester had whispered, 
drawing Margaret’s face down that she might catch un¬ 
mistakably the low accents, “ should any warmer feeling 
arise hereafter between you and Georgef should ho ever seek 
to make you his wife, remember that I itow tell you I'should 
be pleased at it.” 

“How can you contemplate such a thing! how'can you 
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speak of it at this moment ? ” interrupted Miss Bordillion, 
aghast, drawing up her tall, slender form. “ You, his wife, 
ican calmly entertain the idea that he may marry another I ” 

“ The world with its passions are fading away from me, 
Margaret,’’’ was the reply of Mrs. Lester ; “ it almost seems 
as though I had already left it. George is almost sure to 
marry again, and I would rather that ho made you my 
children’s'mother, than any other woman.”. 

■ Mrs. Lester died. It was two years ago now, and Miss 
Bordillion had remained at Danesheld Hall. But she kept 
very much in the background, more as though she were 
only Maria’s governess, wholly declining to preside as tlio 
Hall’s mistress. She partially regulated the domestic affairs, 
and gave her gentle orders to the servants in a timid, sug¬ 
gesting sort of a way, not assuming authority over them. 
She never officiated at table in the place of Mrs. Lester; 
when Mr. Lester had visitors, she did not appear at all, 
remaining in private with the child; and she more often 
passed her evenings in her own sitting-room than joined 
Mr. Lester. Maria was only eight years old at the time of 
her mother’s death ; had she been grown up, Miss Bordillion 
would not have felt the awkwardness of her position so 
much. Some women might not have felt it awkward at all: 
but Miss Bordillion was of a modest, sensitive temperament, 
exceedingly alive to the refined proprieties of life. 

What had these two years brought forth for her heart ? 
Love. Thrown into daily contact with George Lester and 
his attractions, influenced possibly by the dying words of 
Mrs. Lester, Miss Bordillion had allowed herself, though at 
first in all unconsciousness, to become deeply attached to 
him. And when a woman’s love has lain dormant for over 
thirty years of her life, and is then awakened, it bursts into 
a strength and depth of passion that the young little dream 
of. Timid, modest, retiring, Margaret Bordillion nourished 
it in secret, gradually giving way to tho hope that sho 
should be made what, Mrs. Lester had suggested—his second 
wife. The hope grew into intensity, nay, to expectation; 
and her days became as a dream of paradise. Better for her 
that sKo had seen tho truth from the first—the dark cloud, 
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ominously near, might not have poured forth its wrath so 
mercilessly on her unsheltered head. 

One morning, only a few days after the death of Lady 
Dane, as Mr. Lester rose from breakfast, he remarked that 
tlio summer heat appeared to be coming on early, and they 
had better change their breakfast-room. It was their 
custom to do so during the hot months, for the one gene¬ 
rally used faced the morning sun. 

“ I will tell the servants to-day,” said Miss Bordillion. 

When the son, Wilfred, was at home they generally r 1 ! 
breakfasted together—as on this morning. Miss Bordillion’s 
niece, Edith, was staying with them. She was the only 
child of Major Bordillion, and had just been sent home 
from India, where the major, a widower, was stationary. 
Miss Bordillion received her at the Hall, and was looking 
out for a suitable school for her. 

The two little girls, both very lovely children, ran out to 
the lawn through the open window. Wilfred vaulted after 
them; like a genuine schoolboy, lie delighted in teasing 
them. Wilfred was fourteen years old, Edith Bordillion 
twelve, and Maria ten. 

Miss Bordillion sat down in a remote window-seat to 
read a letter that the post had brought her, when she was 
aroused by the voice of Mr. Lester calling to her. Ho was 
in the adjoining room, standing at a window that faced the 
south. 

“ Margaret, I want your opinion,” he said, as she put her 
letter down, and advanced. “ Has it ever struck you what 
a famous conservatory might bo carried out from this end 
window ? ” 

“ It would be an excellent spot for one,” she answered. 

“ The idea has been floating in my mind for some time. 
If I ever carry it out, it must be now.” 

“ Why now ? ” questioned Miss Bordillion. 

Mr. Lester laughed, and his beautiful face wore an 
unusual air of embarrassment. The term beautiful sounds 
wrong when applied to a man; it * was not so .to him. 
His face was almost delicately beautiful • so much so that 
only the dopth of passion, gleaming from his iteep-set 
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violet eyes, redeemed it from effeminacy. Margaret Bor- 
dillion’s love stirred within her as she gazed at him, 
standing there in the rays of the morning sun. He turned 
his eyes full upon her, shaking off tho embarrassment under 
a frank smile. 

'“It is two years now sinco Katherine died,” he said, 
dropping his voice to the low tender tone that it always 
seemed to. wear to her ear. “Should you he very much 
shocked, Margaret, if I were to begin to wish for some one 
to supply her place ? ” 

How wildly her heart heat at tho words, she alone knew. 
Mr. Lester’s smile increased. 

“ And in that case, yon know, we ought to have the old 
house brightened up beforehand. It wouldn’t do to leave 
alterations until afterwards. What say yon, Margaret ? ” 

Say, poor thing! nothing. Margaret Bordillion stood 
with her face bent down and her cheeks glowing. She was 
altogether mistaken. Certainly she did not construe the 
words into an offer: she had better sense than to do so ; but 
sho believed that, so far as they went, they pointed to herself. 
George Lester was one of those men whoso manner to women 
is naturally soft and tender, conveying unintentionally more 
than he meant by it. Margaret Bordillion may be forgiven 
that she so understood it; his slight embarrassment, a thing 
she had never remarked in him before, aiding tho mis¬ 
apprehension. 

Mr. Lester waited for her answer, but none came. Ho saw 
tho marks of confusion, of shyness; it was impossible to 
conceal them, facing him as she did in the bright morning 
light, and ho also jumped forthwith to a wrong conclusion. 
He attributed theso signs to displeasure, and thought she 
was feeling pained at the idea of a successor to Katherine. 

“ Margaret,” ho said, his tone persuasive, and ho laid his 
hand gently on her shoulder, though neither tono nor action 
was born of tenderness for her, “ I am so tired of my widowed 
life. Katherine Is gone, tut we who are living should not 
bo wedded to the desfd. Think upon this matter; and try 
and overcome your distaste to it.” 

Mr.—Lester stepped outside and joined tho children. 
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Having broached the subject, he would not say more until 
she should have had time to grow reconciled to it. And 
Margaret Bordillion? She remained standing, as ho had ( 
left her, the day’s radiance a type of the radiance that was 
overspreading her whole soul. 

“ I shall be his wife at last ? ” she murmured to herself: 
“ his wife! How have I deserved so intense a happiness ? ” 

But alas, Mr. Lester has not spoken of her.. Had lie 
been told that Margaret Bordillion had applied liis words 
to herself, ho would have gazed out amazemont from tl 
very depths of those dark-blue eyes. He had been thinking 
of one younger, if not fairer than she—the Lady Adelaide 
Errol. 

On terms of close intimacy at the castle, running in and 
ont with the freedom of a son, far more freely than its new 
heir, Mr. Lester had almost made it his home during the 
day or two that had elapsed sinoe Lady Dane’s death. Ho 
took all the arrangements upon himself to relieve Lord 
Dane ; he spared him every possible care. This had brought 
him into frequent contact with Lady Adelaide; and they 
had spoken together of her future plans, and what this 
change must bring forth for her. 

To say that Mr. Lester had become attached to Adelaide 
Errol would be a slight phrase to express his feeling for her. 
He loved her with that passionate love he had never felt or 
pretended to feel for his first wife ; she had become the 
angel of his hopes, the day-star of his existence. During 
Harry Dane’s lifo this love had not been entirely kept 
under; it had been allowed to show itself to her at times. 
With the keen discernment of love in all that regards the 
beloved object, Mr. Lester had detected that she did not 
care for Harry Dane; he fully believed that she intended to 
reject him, and was -contented to wait for that time to press 
his own suit. The bare sight of her was os heaven to his 
soul. He knew nothing of any regard there might have 
been between her and Herbert Dane : that they had cared 
for each other never entered his imagination. 

Lady Dane had foreseen the probability that after her 
death another home might he desirable for Adelaide She 
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could think of none but that of a distant relative, Mrs. 
Grant, a widow lady who lived in a remote part of Scotland, 
t who was very poor, and had a number of young children. 
This lady would only be too thankful to receive Lady 
Adelaide and the liberal remuneration she would bring 
with her. To Adelaide herself it seemed a terrible prospect; 
purgatory would be nothing to it, she said confidentially to 
Sophie; but necessity has no law. The castlo would no 
longer be a homo for her. Lord Dane was confined to his 
room, and slio was, it may be said, its sole inmate. 

“ But surely you will not like going to this Mrs. Grant’s, 
Lady Adelaide ? ” Mr. Lester had observed to her on the 
day following Lady Dane’s death. 

“ Like it! I shall hato it beyond any earthly thing. But 
what am I to do, now my aunt is gone ? ” 

George Lester’s heart leaped within him. The barriers 
of silence were flung down, and he there and then poured 
forth his tale of love, beseeching her to become his wife, the 
mistress of his home. She was a little taken by surprise, 
and her first impulse was to reject the offer, for she cared for 
Mr. Lester no more than she had cared for Harry Dane. But 
she thought of Mrs. Grant’s remote home, full of children 
and discomfort, and checked tho denial upon her lips. 

“ Will you give me a day or two for consideration, Mr. 
Lester ? ” 

He would have boon happy to give her a month or two, so 
that she did not reject him at the end. And for two days 
he said no more. On the third evening she spoke to him of 
her own accord, accepting his offer ; spoke so calmly and 
quietly that Mr. Lester might have known she had no love 
for him, but that a man in his position is blind. 

“ But you will not exact the fulfilment of my promise yet,” 
she added. “ In a year’s time, perhaps. As your affianced 
wife, I can remain at the castle so long as Lord Dane is 
spared, and we shall meet constantly.” 

Mr. Lester was a]} too thankful for this. And he lay 
awako three parts qf tho night, projecting alterations and 
improvements in, his dwelling, all for her happiness and 
welcofne, His children, his friends, had dwindled down to 
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a very small place in his affections; there was no room for 
them beside Adelaide; she was all in all. No wonder he 
suspected not the true cause of Margaret Bordillion’s con¬ 
fusion. He was going forth again presently to bask in the 
sunshine of her presence. But not until after the* burial of 
Lady Dane, three days to come yet, was the news to be* 
confided to Lord Dane. 

And Margaret remained on in her dream of happiness, in 
the spot where Mr. Lester had left her; how long she 
scarcely knew. The voices of the children, outside on tl 
lawn, were as music to her ear; the tones of Mr. Lester as 
he spoke to them, were as the sweetest melody to her heart. 
The entrance of a servant with some household question 
aroused her to z-ealities. 

Let us take a glance at this servant, who rejoices in the 
name of Tiffle—Miss Eliza Tiffle. She is the upper servant 
at the Hall, and its ruling power; fair and deceitful in 
speech, and very crafty. A little stealthy woman, with a 
sharp, thin, red face, and small sly ferret’s eyes of a light 
green. She assumes airs, and is dressed in an old silk gown, 
dyed brown, and a white muslin apron. You might take her 
for any ago from twenty to forty: perhaps she was about 
midway between the two. 

Tiffle had begun life as a kitchen-maid, had risen to he 
cook, had taken service with Mrs. Lester during her last 
illness as cook and housekeeper. So efficient did she prove 
herself, that her poor invalid mistress looked upon her as an 
invaluable treasure, and hade Mr. Lester keep her always if 
possible. She was made housekeeper only, and a fresh cook 
was engaged under her. “ Let her superintend all,” said 
Mrs. Lester. But when that lady died, and it was found 
that Miss Bordillion was to remain, Tiffle went straight to 
her master and gavo warning ; there was nothing Tiffle 
hated so much as what she called “ them half-and-half 
mistresses.” Mr. Lester would not take the warning; he 
fancied that the house, deprived of tjpth lady and house¬ 
keeper, would inevitably come to grief; £nd he raised .Tiffle’s 
wages, and told her she must remain. Tiffle consented to a 
three-months’ further sojourn, graciously enough in a|5J>ear-. 
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anee, but rebelliously at heart. But when the three months 
came to an end, and Tiffle found how very little Miss 
Bordillion troubled her—that she had, in fact, more un¬ 
limited sway than in the life-time of her late mistress—she 
said no m'ore about leaving.' Truth to say, Miss Bordillion 
lot her alone from simple dislike; she doubted her in¬ 
stinctively, and felt rather afraid of her. One of the sourest 
of virgins was Tiffle in her sway, liking to rule with an 
overbearing hand; she was neither of a desirable temper nor 
a kindly disposition, and the servants called her “ cross- 
grained.” Tiffle, in her turn, hated Miss Bordillion. As 
a rule, she hated most people, but Miss Bordillion especially, 
for that lady was her ostensible mistress, and Tiffle saw that 
she was not trusted. Tiffle was one who could hate to some 
purpose, with her apparent fairness and her real cunning. 

“ I thought I’d cqme to you, ma’am,” began Tiffle: “ might 
you be forgetting the orders this morning ? ” 

“ In truth I think I forgot the time, Tiffle,” said Miss 
Bordillion, rousing herself; and her cheeks were so bright, 
her soft dark eyes so radiant, that the observant housekeeper 
gazed at her with interest, apparently looking all the time 
the other way. “ Mr. Lester was speaking this morning 
about making some alteration in this room, and I had lost 
myself in plans.” 

It was no evasion. Her blissful thoughts had roved even 
to that, and when Tiffio came in she was really planning 
the conservatory in her own mind, with the way in which it 
might be best carried out. 

“ The butcher has been kicking his horse’s heels at the 
door these ten minutes, and old Grand has come to say ho 
has a lovely John Dory,” proceeded Tiffle, sourly, for Miss 
Bordillion’s neglect had not pleased her. 

“ Got what you like from the butcher, Tiffle; take 
Gand’s John Doryfor the rest, arrange the dinner yourself,” 
joyfully answered Miss Bordillion in gladness of heart. 

Tiffle growled a sttrly acquiescence. Even this little 
command did not please her. She modo a show still of 
deferring to Miss Bordillion, but that lady for the most 
part fSplied by leaving all arrangements to her, 
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'■ Hoes master take his lunch at homo ? ” she asked. 

“ I don’t know. He has not done so generally of late, 
you know; but perhaps—perhaps he will to-day. Let the 
young ladies have mutton for their dinner, Tiffle.” 

« Master Lestef won’t, eat mutton,’’ said Tiffle^ fiercely. 
“ He told mo in his insolence yesterday that he got enough 
of that stuff at Bugby.” 

Miss Bordillion laughed. “ You can get him seething 
else, Tiffle. He is not often at homo.” 

Tiffle would have liked to give him dry bread; and her 
fierce rejoinder was not caused by resentment at the order to 
send up mutton for the young ladios, but at the thought of 
him, that the mention of the mutton had called up. He was 
a generous, high-spirited boy, but very aggravating where 
lie took a dislike; and ho and Tiffle had owned to a mutual 
antipathy from the first hour they met. That a certain 
innate repulsion to each other existed, not explainable by 
any law except that of instinct, was all too evident, as the 
numerous contests proved when Master Lester was at home. 
Sometimes the aggression was on his side, sometimes on 
Tiffin's; Miss Bordillion kept herself aloof from the arena, 
and the servants invariably took the part of the bey. 

Tiffle, her business over with Miss Bordillion, made her 
exit, not by the door, but by the window—a French one that 
opened on the ground. She went about the house just as if 
slie were its mistress, paying scant deference to any one, 
except her master. Miss Bordillion supposed she was 
going out to inquire of Mr. Lester, who might bo still there, 
what his plans were for the day in regard to meals ; but the 
truth most likely was that she meant to fling a passing 
lance at Master Lester. 

This she did, to her heart’s content. Mr. Lester was not 
there; and something she said, in reference to tho boy’s 
distaste to mutton, something especially provoking, caused 
that young gentleman to follow her to her own precincts 
and “ have it out.” Tiffle retorted again, and the contest 
grow hot. So loud did it become, tha't Miss Bordillion was 
aroused, and thought it best to hasten to th<? scene of 
action, * 
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It might have made a subject for Wilkie. They stood in 
the middle of tho back-yard, between the servants’ outer 
gate and the kitchen entrance. Tiffle, red, furious, loud, her 
little frame quivering with passion ; the boy standing 
before her in a provokingly cool attitude, saying all - the 
insolent things a schoolboy can say when he chooses. He 
was a slender boy, tall for fourteen; his face one of delicato 
beauty, bis eyes blue as his father’s. The servants had 
come out and were gathered in an admiring group; the 
butcher-boy and Bill Gand looked on, and enjoyed the 
contest with a broad grin ; and the two little girls, drawing 
a doll’s carriage, had followed in the wako of the boy and 
Tiffle: Maria Lester, a sweet child with timid manners, the 
same delicate features that characterized her father and 
brother, soft brown eyes and silky brown curls; Edith 
Bordilliou, a graceful fairy, with light eyes, a laughing 
face, and fair hair. But tho face was not laughing now; 
both of them were terrified, and Maria began to cry. 

“Wilfred, Wilfred, what is this?” cried Miss Bordilliou. 
“Tiffle- 

She was too late. Tiffle, with a shriek, flew up to him 
and gave him a smart blow on the check. Wilfred Lester 
did not strike again: ho seized both her arms firmly, and 
held her there powerless, gave her a slight shaking and a 
great deal of impudence. Tiffle was half mad: Bho had 
always mastered him hitherto, but the hoy was now 
growing beyond her. 

Miss Bordillion parted them. She touched Wilfred, and 
insisted on his releasing the woman; and she kept him by 
her side whilst she inquired into tho cause of the dispute. 
So far as she could discover, Tiffle was in fault; certainly 
she was the aggressor: and Miss Bordillion, really scan¬ 
dalized at the scene, gave her a quiet but most decisive 
reprimand. Possibly the foreshadowing of the full autho¬ 
rity she might soon be vested with in tho house, imparted 
to her the courage for it. Tiffle was utterly astounded, and 
an evil gazo went 6ut from her littlo sly half-closed green 
eyes—eyes that Jfaster Wilfrod was in tho habit of openly 
liko*£ng to a ca^’s. 
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Her fault, Margaret! of course it was her fault,” de¬ 
nounced Wilfred, boldly. “ She can’t let me alone. I 
shouldn’t have interfered with her if she had not interfered 
with me. She came shuffling up to me with those cat’s feet 
of hers, and attacked me sneeringly about my not* choosing 
to eat mutton: the children can tell you so. I’m not likely 
to stand that. She’s not going to regulate what I eat: it 
lies with papa to do it, or with you. My opinion is,” boldly 
added the lad, “ that you have been here too long, Tiffle.” 

Miss Bordillion drew the boy away. Tiffle’s tongu 
followed him with loud abuse. She was in truth in a 
frightful temper ; and a slight murmur of applause that 
arose amongst tho servants at the boy’s concluding opinion, 
did not tend to calm her. 

“ Yes,” she said to the domestics in her passion, “ you'd 
like to get rid of me, wouldn't you ? but you can’t do it. 
Neither you nor that saucy reptile.” 

Driving them right and left, dismissing tho grinning 
butclier-boy with an order to come again in half-au-hour, 
snatching the John Dory from tho quiet fisherman’s hand, 
she went indoors, and flung the fish to the cook. Mr. 
Lester’s butler, a silent, civil man, the least aggressive of 
all, and who got on pretty well with Tiffle, followed her to 
the housekeeper’s room. 

“ I wouldn’t let my tongue run on so freely if I were you, 
Mrs. Tiffle,” said he i» a friendly tone, “ especially before 
Miss Bordillion. You might find yourself the worst for it. 
It strikes me there’s going to be a change in the house.” 

“ What change ? ” snapped Tiffle. 

“ Well—though I’m not sure that I ought to talk of it— 
from a word the squire let drop to me this morning, I think 
he is going to marry again.” 

“Going to—marry again!” echoed Tiffle, her voice 
subdued to something very like fear, in tho excess of her 
consternation. 

“ Yes, there’s not the least doubt he is; but that’s between 
ourselves as yet, mind.” 

Tiffle turned cold all over; a conviction that the man 
spoke truth seemed to settle down upon iier suddenly and 
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hopelessly. She pushed back her rod hair from her be¬ 
wildered forehead. . 

“Then it is to that animal, Miss Bordillion! ” she ex¬ 
claimed wrathfully. “ The designing, crafty witch 1 making 
hones about sitting with him, and keeping herself away 
with the children, as if afraid he might eat hor.” 

The bntlor only smiled. Ho had no idea Tiffle' would do 
what she “did do. But when Tiffle was exasporated she did 
not stand on trifles. Quitting the butler, she proceeded in 
search of Miss Bordillion, and found that lady in tho break¬ 
fast room applying herself to the final perusal of the letter 
which she had laid down that morning in obedience to 
Mr. Lester’s call. To see Tiflie with her shrivelled face 
scarlet was nothing; but to see her come in with a bold 
step and her elbows squared was a different mattor. 

“ I havo lived in the family before ever you came near it. 
Miss Bordillion,” she began, panting with passion; “ and I 
think that if this change was in view I might havo been 
injected into it.” 

Miss Bordillion was accustomed to Tiflie’s singular use 
of words, a peculiarity of Tiffle’s that afforded perpetual 
amusement to Wilfred Loster. She supposed this outbreak 
had reference to the recent quarrel; but did not in the least 
understand it. 

“ Explain yourself, Tiftie.” 

“ I say it’s a shamo for them solvents to have been in- 
lightened, and me, their head, who ain’t a servant in the 
strict sense of the word, to havo been kept iu the dark,” 
continued Tiffle. “ But when things is set about in this 
kivert way, they don’t bring much luck with ’em.” 

“ Explain yourself, I repeat,” interrupted Miss Bordillion. 
“ What are you speaking of? You forget yourself, Tiffle.” 

“ It havo just l>een • told me by Jones that you and 
Mr. Lester aro going to make a mafeh of it,” shrieked 
Tiffle. “ He says his master told him so : and, I repeat, I 
think /might liavc.been made a confidence of, instead of 
him. It’s not ways that I’ve been accustomed to, Miss Bor- 
dilliom I always, had respect paid to me in all my places, 
andTmean to have it.” 
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Never in her whole life had Margaret Bordillion been so 
completely taken aback. Tiffle’s insolence, Tiffle’s passion, 
all faded into nothing at the woman's news. It was that 
which robbed her of her self-possession, and covered her 
with confusion. She blushed, she stammered, she* faltered; 
bringing out some disjointed words that she “ did not know,” 
she “ was not sure.” It never occurred to her to doubt the 
suggestion that Mr. Lester had himself informed the butler, 
and in her innate adherence to truth she would not attempt 
to deny the fact. 

“ And so, as I’ve not been used to this sort of under- 
handled treatment, and can’t stomach it, I’ll give warning 
to leave when my next quarter’s up, ma’am, which will be 
just four weeks to-morrow.” 

Tiffle turned and flounced out of the room, having read 
the signs of love all too correctly; leaving Miss Bordillion 
with a rosy hue on her delicato face, and lost in the sweet 
mazes of her delusive dream. 


CHAPTER IX. 

BROUGHT IN BY THE FISHING-BOAT. 

This day was to bring forth an event, beside which the 
morning quarrel between Wilfred Lester and Tiffle, or that, 
spotless domestic’s subsequent onslaught on Miss Bordillion, 
faded into insignificance. As if to put a final and decisive 
close to any latent hope Lord Dane might inwardly cherish, 
and to set at rest the secret, tormonting doubts of the heir, 
the body of Harry Dane was found, and brought, to the 
castle. 

Adelaide Errol was in the drawing-rdom with Mr. Lester 
in the afternoon. He was talking to tier about the very 
project he had alluded to in the morning to'Miss BordSSipn, 
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a new conservatory, and slio listened with an absent, listless 
air, as if she cared not for conservatories or for anythin;' 
else in life. Suddenly she lifted her head and listened. A 
sound in the road, unnoticed at first during their conver¬ 
sation, had been gradually .advancing nearer; it was as 
the tread of. many people, and was now within the castle 
gateway. 

Strange to say, there was a prevision within her mind of 
what it really was. She stood with her hands clasped before 
her, the colour fading from her face. Nothing was to bo 
seen from the window but a number of people staring into 
the gateway. Without a word to Mr. Lester, she glided 
down the stairs into the very heart of the commotion. A 
dozen fishermen, or so, were congregated in the gateway, the 
outer gates of which had been closed hastily, to keep out the 
crowd. They had carried up a sort of hand-barrow to the 
castle, on which lay a body, covered from view. It had been 
picked up some miles down the coast, and they brought it to 
Danesheld in their boat, scarcely looking at it, and never 
giving a thought to its being the body of Captain Dane. It 
happened, however, that Ravonsbird was strolling on the 
beach when the boat camo in, and lio immediately, at tlio 
first glance, pronounced it to be that of his late master. 
The features were unrecognizable, but lie knew it by the 
teeth, and by a mark upon the right arm. Harry Dane’s 
teeth had been of great beauty, white and regular. 

Adelaide was unnoticed in the confusion. Several of the 
servants were gathered in the gateway ; the fishermen were 
gesticulating and talking loudly in their rude dialect; Lord 
Dano, who was up that afternoon, had caused himself to be 
wheeled to the scene, and sat in his chair looking on from the 
hall door. Ravonsbird stood before him, telling how ho had 
recognized the body, and by what signs. If anything could 
have surprised Adelaide at the moment, it was the sight of 
Ravonsbird. The fact was he had entered with the fishermen, 
and Lord Dano chose to hear what ho was saying before ho 
ordered him forth. ’* 

What motive impelled Lady Adelaide to go forward to the 
ba^se*? she could not have told: possibly, in that moment of 
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agitation, of terror, slie was partially unconscious of her 
actions. That she was under the influence of some all- 
powerful emotion, none who saw her blanched face, her wild 
eyes, could doubt. She roached the barrow, and was lifting 
its covering, when one of the fishermen unceremoniously 
interposed. 

“ It's no sight for my lady,” he said, appealing to Lord 
Dane. “ It’s no sight for women, young or old. “You may 
judge, my lord, that it is not.” 

“ Go away,” said Lord Dane to her, sadly but imperatively, 
after a moment's pause, as if convincing himself that it was 
really Lady Adelaide. “ What brings you here ? ” 

“ You’d never get it out of your sight all your life after, 
young lady,” spoke up another man, who had drawn close to 
the barrow to guard it from her, for he had daughters of his 
own. 

“ Quit the scene, Adelaide; are yon mad ? ” sternly 
reiterated Lord Dane. 

“ I think I am mad,” she murmured, as recollection came 
to her mind and a flush of crimson to her checks. Turning 
hastily to obey Lord Dane, she caught the eyes of Ravens- 
bird riveted upon her. 

“ Is it indeed Captain Dane'? ” she asked, in agitation, 
halting near the man whilst she spoke. 

“ It is, my lady, all that’s left of him. I should know him 
taiongst a thousand.” 

She burst into a passionate flood of tears, and hastened to 
her own chamber. Squire Lester, having no conception of 
what was passing below—he had taken it for some petty com¬ 
motion—waited Ivor return to the drawing-room ; and waited 
in vain. 

An inquest was called with duo speed. It was little more 
than a form, just to satisfy the requirements of the law. 
Ravensbird testified to the remains being those of his late 
master; Mitchel gave his evidence; also the man Drake. 
An extensive fracture of the skull, nj; the back of the 
head, was discovered, more than' sufliebint to cause death. 
The verdict returned was, “Wilful murder against some 
person or persons unknown; ” and this proved that public 

I,aily AiWaiila. ti 
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opinion did not, ns at first, wholly condemn ltichard 
Ravensbird. 

The episode related by Drake had been gradually making 
its way with the more reasonable portion of Danesheld, 
Ravensbird’s alibi was also so decisive, excepting to the 
prejudiced, that suspicion had been lifted from him, and the 
man with the pack was almost universally looked upon as 
the criminal. Somewhat curious to say, his non-appearance 
told conclusively against him in the public mind. Unless 
ho was in hiding, the efforts to find him must have beon 
successful. Tho question now was, where was he concealed ? 
and how should he be tracked when he came out of his 
lair ? 

Lady Dano and her son were buried together. And there 
was more true mourning for William Henry Dane than there 
had been for Geoflfry. Again was Lord Dane unable to attend, 
and the chief mourner, as before, was the new heir. 

On his return from tho funeral Herbert Dano—but we 
must do as tho rest do, and change the name—Geoffry Dane 
was met by a message at the castle entrance, summoning him 
to the prosonce of the lord. Handing his hat, with its crape, 
to Bruff, he went in at once, and was shocked at the change 
he saw in the fine old face looking up at him from its 
pillows. 

“ Are yon worse, uncle ? ” was Mr. Dane’s involuntary 
greeting. 

“ I suppose I am, Geoffry. I feel very ill. They got me 
up: I was hoping to go where you have just been; but I 
fainted, or something of that sort, and had to be laid down 
again. I want to talk to you, Geoffry. I have a charge 
to leave you: a char go abovo all other charges. You will 
fulfil it?” 

“ I will, indeed ; to tho utmost of my power.” 

“ According to the arbitrary decrees of fato — how 
capricious, how unlooked-for thev are!—you will be the 
seventeenth Baron Dane. Geoffiwr—and the old peer laid 
his hand impressively on his nephew’s wrist, and gazed at 
him from his anxious face—“ I charge you, by all your hopes 
of,i#ppiness; to endeavour to bring to light the destroyer of 
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my son! Spare no energy, no trouble, no costlet no idle¬ 
ness overtake you at your task; be not tempted by want of 
success to relinquish it.' Never take your surveillance from 
that man. Do you hear me, Geoffry?” 

«But he.is not yet found, sir.” 

“ Not found! What do you mean ? ” 

“ You are speaking of the packman, are you hot ? ” 

“ The • packman 1 ” ironically returned Lord Dane. 
“ Pshaw! That talo has never, in my opinion, been worth a 
rush. You have heard me say so, Geoffry. Some travelling 
bagman, who encountered Harry as he was leaving the castle, 
and followed him on to the heights to induce him to purchase 
a cotton handkerchief or a horn knife from his store; and 
Harry rode the high horse at being importuned, and abused 
the follow. That was nothing more, rely upon it. No; 
whoever dealt out dOhth to Hairy that night did it with 
premeditation. It was Itavensbird, Gooft'ry ; and I charge 
you to look to him.” 

A shade of annoyance passed over the face of Mr. Dane. 
“ l don’t like to differ from you, sir; but indeed I do not 
think it was Itavensbird,” he rejoined. “ I accused the man 
of it at first; but that was before the evidence came out of 
his having been at the time at tho Sailors’ Itest. . It could 
not have been Itavensbird.” 

“ I tell you, Geoffry Dane, it was Itavensbird, and no 
other. Do not you rest until you bring it home to him: it 
is my groat charge to you. And now to another matter. 
Whore’s Cecilia V Has she come homo yet ? ” 

“ No. I had a letter from her. this morning. She tells 
me she cannot bo home for a .week or two. Mrs. St. Aubin 
is ill, and Cecilia is staying longer in consequence.” 

Lord Dane looked disappointed. “ I wanted her to come 
and stay at the castle until Adelaide quits it for Scotland.” 

“ Is it decided that sho goes to Scotland ? ” 

“ Quite-! so. What else can she do ? She can’t stay oil 
alone hero. I wanted Cecilia to be with her until she Went. 
Not that she’s much more staid than tlje other. Adelaide 
came down amidst the crowd tlio day they brought Harry 
home, and lifted the tarpaulin to look at* him. She .^s 
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wild as a March haro. Think of her running out on tho 
heights that night 1 ” 

“ Sho will not like to go back to Scotland.” 

“ Necessity has no law,” observed Lord Dane. “ Mrs. 
Grant is a relative, and will take care of her. Were Irkdalo 
married he might give her a home; but he is not.” 

“ I think—I think, uncle,” stammered Geoffry Dane, tho 
flush of love dyeing his brow—“ I think she would bo 
happier with me. If you will sanction it, and pardon my 
speaking of it to-day.” 

“ In what way happier ? ” 

“ As my wife.” 

“ Geoffry, I had better bo explicit with you,” said Lord 
Dane. “ You cannot suppose that since' the death of my 
sons I have not cast my thoughts to the future of those who 
are left. My wife gathered an idea some months ago that 
Adelaide cared for you more than sho did for Harry; but 
she said nothing to me of this until after Harry’s accident. 
For my part, I deemed Lady Dano must bo mistaken. 
Unless she cared for Harry, why should she have engaged 
herself to him ? But Harry went; Geoffry wont, and you 
stepped into their place as my heir. In tho last interview 
I held with my poor wife I spoke to her of this, for I knew 
that leaving Adelaide alone was her great trouble. I said 
that if you and Adelaide cared for each othci > , the marriage 
would be a suitable one. And, to tell you the truth, 
Geoffry, I would give her to you more cordially than I 
would have given her to Harry ; for I don’t liko tho idea of 
cousins marrying, and to you she is no blood relation.” 

“ Well, sir ? ” said Geoffry, for Lord Dano had paused. 

“ Well, Lady Dano then told me that she had spoken to 
Adelaide, and found she was mistaken in her suspicion. 
That it was Harry to .whom Adelaide had’ been really 
attached, and she wholly declinod ; to be addressed by you. 
Therefore I imagine, if you are , indulging dreams of 
Adelaide, you are nourishing a chimera.” 

A proud,* self-satisfied, smile parted tho lips qf Mr. Dane. 
“ At any rate, I have your permission, sir, to win her if I 
cwifT 
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“ You have that. But there were other things I wanted 
to talk to you about, and I find I am getting exhausted. 
You will come in again this evening, Geoffry.” 

Mr. Dane quitted the room and went straight to the 
drawing-room in search of Adelaide. He found Her in the 
smaller room, from the end window of which she had so 
often looked out for him in happier times. She was stand¬ 
ing at it now in her deep mourning, sad enough—not 
looking out—the blinds were drawn to-day. She turned 
with a start when he entered, and would have passed him. 

“ Am I scaring you away, Adelaide ? ” 

“ Oh no,” she answered, with a confused blush, and took 
her seat in Lady Dane’s large chair. 

“ I hear it is in contemplation that you should return to 
Scotland, to be with Mrs. Grant.” 

“ It was in contemplation,” she answered. 

“ You might just as well bury yourself alive, as become 
an inmate of Mrs. Grant's uncomfortable home.” 

She mado no reply. She had her jet chain in her fingers, 
and seemed to bo counting its links. Mr. Dane stood 
whilst he talked to her. 

“Adelaide,” he resumed, his voice sinking, his face a 
little bent in his earnestness, “ will you pardon the apparent 
unseemliness of my speaking to you on this day, at this 
hour ?—your uncle has excused it. It is only a single word 
I would say. You will let me welcome yon to a home, 
instead of Mrs. Grant. As my wife-” 

“ It is impossible,” she interrupted. 

“ How impossible ? ” 

A moment’s struggle with herself, and then she let the 
jet chain fall from her fingers, and raised her head in sudden 
resolution. All her self-possession had returned, to her, 
and her tones, though low, were firm as a rock. 

“ Because I have promised to be some one else’s wife.” 

Geoffry Dane turned sick at heart. He loved this girl 
with a passionate, enduring love. The.cliange in his conn-, 
tenance struck her with keen pain. » 

“ I would soothe it to you if I knep"' ow,” she said, in an 
impulse of kindness. “ I would, indeed, Geoffry.” 
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“ What has changed yon ? ” he asked. “ The time was, 
not so long ago, when we were scheming and planning how 
we could contrive to pass our lives together. You said that 
if I had only a few hundreds a year yon would risk.it.” 

“Don’t talk of it,” she interrupted. “The past is gone 
for ever.” - 

“ And the present is with us. I can now offer you what 
I could hot then; what I never—I solemnly declare—so 
much as glanced at. I can make you—all too soon, I fear— 
mistress of this castle and of these broad lands.” • 

“ You need not enlarge upon it; I perfectly understand. 
You would make me Lady Dane.” 

“ I would make you Lady Dane and my dear wife,” he 
replied in tones of tho deepest tenderness. “ Oh, Adelaide, 
why do you look at me so ? What misery has come between 
us ?—what has changed you ? ” 

“ But I cannot accept the offer,” she said, with measured 
coldness. “ Geoffry, indeed all is at an end between us; at 
an end for ever.” 

His face was working sadly; lie could hardly subdue his 
emotion sufficiently to speak. “ At least you can tell me 
the cause of tho change. Why is it at an end? Oh, 
Adelaide, my darling-” 

“ Hush! ” she interrupted. “ Such words are treason, now 
that I am engaged to another.” 

It may be that he questioned whether she was dreaming, 
or whether she was only playing with him. That she was 
in earnest he did not believe, and she saw that ho did not. 

“ It is the truth, Geoffry. I am engaged to Mr. Lester.” 

Was his face turning to stone ? It looked so in its pallor. 
Hers was flushing. 

“ Mr. Loster {” broke derisively from his lips. “ Marriage 
with him will be, for you, worse than a mockery. You do 
not care for him.” ■* 

“What was I to do?” she rejoined, in momentary self- 
abandonment, her brow knitting with pain. “It was my 
only Alternative. 'At Mrs. Grant’s I should havo become 
melancholy madv Are you about to abuse mo, Geoffry? 
F$mnorcy’s sake don’t look at mo like that.” 
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“ It was not your only alternative. . Had you not me to 
fall back upon ? ” 

She sbobk hefi head. “ The fate of Harry Dane lies as a 
weight upon my heart,” she whispered; “the deceit we 
practised towards him is ever before my mind; i told you 
this once. Were there no other man left in the world, 
Geoffry, I would not be your wife.” 

“ And you have no pity for mo! ” 

“Yes.I have. I have some pity for myself also,” she 
added, holding out her thin wrists. “ It has told upon me.' 

“ Adelaide, I would far rather you had killed me.” 

“There are times when I wish we had all been killed 
together,”.sho answorod, rising. “Fare you well, Geoffry. 
Do not cpme upstairs to mo again, for indeed this emotion is 
neither good for you nor me.” 

“ A moment yet, Adelaide. Nay, you shall stay whilst I 
warn you. If you many George Lester you will commit as 
great a mistake as any woman ever committed in this life.” 

“ I think not. At least I shall risk it.” 

“ As surely as that you and I are standing here, you will 
do so. You love me; yes, you do—this is no time for con¬ 
ventionalities, and I tell you so openly. A life with George 
Lester will be, for you, one long unsatisfied yearning.” 

“ Yearning! For you! ” sho retorted, drawing down the 
corners of her lips, tho words not pleasing her. “ You are 
mistaken, Mr. Dane.” 

“ A yearning for escape from the existence you have im¬ 
posed upon yourself,” ho said with somo sternness; “ and 
there will he none.” 

“ I will not hear this. The discussion is altogether un¬ 
seemly now. You havo but returned from leaving my dear 
aunt and Harry in their grave. You-” 

Whether it was the awakened grief this thought occasioned 
or that the interview was becoming too painful for her 
feolings, sho burst into a flood of tears. Mr. Dane would 
have taken her hands in his, hut she dnew them away. 

“'No, Geoffry, it is bettor not. I ca%not be anything to 
you again, therefore do not tempt me by so much as a touch 
of tho hand; it would only make my task tho harder?Vo 
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will not meet again until I am Mr. Lester’s wife, danger 
will be over then. Forgive me for all,” she sobbed, “ and 
think of me as kindly as you can: you see that I suffer too.” 

He might havo caught her to his breast, but she was 
wiser than he. Given the absolute necessity of parting— 
which he, at least, could neither see nor understand—and 
she was acting as she ought to act. Before he could arrest 
her by so.much as a look, she had escaped from the room. 

And what of sunshine was loft in Geoffry Dano’s heart 
went out of it. 

He sat awhile in the darkened room, his face buried in 
his hands, and rose up at length with a groan of pain. De¬ 
scending the stairs, he went mechanically into tlio presence 
of Lord Dane, and told him what he had just ltcard—that 
Lady Adelaide was about to marry Mr. Lester. He never 
glanced at the fact that it was not his place to inform Lord 
Dane: he was past sober reflection; minor considerations 
were utterly lost in the tumult of his great misery. 

Lord Dane was greatly astonished. About to marry 
George Lester! “ Well,” ho said slowly, after some minutes’ 

consideration, “ it may be good for Adelaide that it should 
bp so. She will want a curb-rein, unless I am mistaken— 
she is careless and full of folly—and George Lester is of an 
age to hold it judiciously. You'd have given way to all her 
whims and caprices, Geoffry.” 

There was no reply. Lord Dane looked round for his 
nephew, and was startled by what lie saw on his coun¬ 
tenance. 

“ You love her! ” 

“ I never thought she would reject me/’ broke painfully 
from his lips. 

“ Be a man, Geoffry,” said Lord Dane, in some wonder; 
“ if she won’t have you, if she prefers George Lester, you 
can’t alter it; but don’t sigh after her as if you were a love¬ 
sick school-girl. She’s very pretty, and that’s about tbo 
extent of her good qualities, in my opinion. I shouldn’t 
like to .choose her fo^ a wife; she’s unsteady as the breezo. 
Harry the other day, George Lester now! Forget her, and 
looJc*Kbroad for some ono bettor.” 
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It was good advice, if Geoffry could only have taken it. 
Ah, what to him were the honours, the wealth that had 
so strangely come to him; what mattered the envy, the 
congratulations of the world, so freely lavished on him, 
when the capricious conduct of one woman was breaking his 
heart ? 

But another’s happiness was to be shattered. How contrary 
do things run in this life ! Of the four concerned, the only 
one whose heart lay at rest was George Lester ; he thought 
in his blindness that Paradise had fallen on him. Better 
for him that he had chosen Margaret Bordillion 1 

Miss Eliza Tiffle bottled up her wrath for a day or two 
after her onslaught on Miss Bordillion. Tiffle was quite 
capable of bottling i,t up for a month or two, if revenge 
needed. She never opened her lips until tho Monday of 
the following week, and then it was incidentally. 

She and tho maids under her were at issue upon some 
point, as was frequently the case. Tiffle insisted on her 
will being obeyed, and a scene of domestic rebellion ensued. 
The butler spoke to her in private ; it was ever his way to 
make peace : would she give in to them ? No, said Tiffle; 
as long as she was at the Hall she’d let them know who was 
mistress; when she left they might do as they pleased; it 
was under four weeks they’d have to wait. The butler was 
surprised, and an explanation ensued. She told him she had 
spoken her “ free mind ” to Miss Bordillion, and the man 
stood aghast. 

“ You surely did not speak of it to Miss Bordillion ! ” he 
exclaimed. “ You did not accuse her of being about to 
marry the master! ” 

“ I did, and that you had said it,” returned Tifflo triumph¬ 
antly. “ I told her that I was not accustomed to such sly 
goings-on in a house, and gave warning on the spot.” 

“ But,” said the perplexed butler, “ it is not Miss Bor¬ 
dillion that Mr. Lester is going to marry.” 

“ Not Miss Bordillion! ” 

“ Certainly not. You have gone and put your foot'in it.” 

Tiffle’s green eyes glared. She thought Jones was de¬ 
ceiving her. 
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“ Who is it, then ? 

“ If I tell you, it nlust be in strict' confidence, Mrs, Tiffle. 
When I spoke before, I did not know, though I guessed: 
but I hftyp heard for certain now. It is the pretty girl at 
the castle, Lady Adelaide.” ! 

Tiffle did not like making an idiot df herself, as she found 
she had done, and she flounced away to her oWn parlour and 
shut hersolf in. Down she sat for lialf-an-hour, reviewing in 
her mind the points of .the caso; and then she proceeded 
with meek steps into the presence of Miss Bordillion, who 
was at work in the breakfast-parlour. 

Very different was this Tiffle from tho outrageous Tiffle of 
the other day. She stood in quiet, humble deprecation, 
smoothing hor hands one over the other, as was her custom 
when in a particularly deceitful mood, her false eyes shooting 
out quite affectionate glances at Miss Bordillion. 

“ What is it, Tiffle '! ” 

“ Oh, ma’am, I hope you’ll pardon me, and I’ve come to 
apologise humbly for what I said a morning or two ago. 
That Jones led me into tho misapprehension, and I Bhould 
like to turn him away for it. If the whole lot went, it 
wouldn’t bo a loss. I fiud there was no grounds for 
kippling your name with my master’s.” 

“ Your words took mo so entirely by surprise at the time, 
Tiffle, that I did not meet thorn as I ought to have done, or 
reprove you,” was tho quiet reply of Miss Bordillion. “ Mr. 
Lester entertains no intention of changing, his condition 
at present, so far as I know. Do not take up groundless 
fancies again.” 

“ You see, ma’am, I was mistaken in the party,” returned 
Tiffle, standing her.ground. “I thought it had been you— 
for which I ampere to beg a humble parding—whereas I 
find it’s somebody else. But, Miss Bordillion, master in 
going to marfy, and I’m glad to bo able to tell it you, 
ma’am, if you don’t know it.” 

“‘ Slowly Miss Bordillion gathered in the words. Had 
they any meaning? or had they none? Her heart boat 
w i Ml as she gazed at Tiffle, 

»“ I’d not have said anything to offend you for tho world, 
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ma’am; and a regular soft I was to think as you and master 
could hate s® idea of one another,” went on the affectionate 
woman;, ih' a frank tone, the corner of her ..eye turned 
stealthily on Miss Bordillion and her changing face. 
“ Over young she'll he for him, prudence may say; but none 
can’t say she's not lovely; and- Squire Lester—as is well 
known—lias an eye for beauty. Not but what her hair lias 
a cast of the reddish over it; maybe you’ve remarked it 
yourself, Miss Bordillion.” 

“ I don’t know what it is you are talking about,” was the 
poor lady’s murmured answer. 

“Not know, ma’am ! .why, of the Lady Adelaide Errol. 
It’s her that master 1ms fixed his choice on.” 

Margaret Bordillion’s pulses stood still, and then coursed 
on with alarming quickness. Outward objects were growing- 
dim ; her senses seemed to lie losing themselves in a faint¬ 
ness. But for a desperate effort, she might have lost 
consciousness. • 

And Mrs. Tiffie, after a consoling expression of sympathy, 
closed the door on the misery of the ill-fated lady, an<\ went 
down the passages in the joy of a gratified revenge. 


CHAPTER X. 

THE LEASE OF THE SAILORS’ BEST. 

To say that the news had stunned Miss Bordillion would 
feebly expross the terrible blow dealt out to her by Tiffie. 
At the very instant that that, estimable waiting-woman 
entered into Miss Bordillion’s presence, the unhappy lady 
had been buried in a dream of the swaetest fantasy, picffff* 
ing to borsolf the words that George Lester might evfen that 
night say to her. Since the morning when he bro^icd tlie 
subject of the conservatory, be had' said no more, but*^ho 
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hail thought nothing of it; a groat (leal of interest and com¬ 
motion had been excited by the recovery of the remains of 
Captain Dane, and Mr. Lester was full of nothing else. 
And there had been the double funeral. 

She sat' on, when Tiffle'left her ; her sewing fallen on her 
knees, her scissors on the ground. Her whole mind was a 
chaos, conscious of nothing save the one fact that it was not 
to her Gebrge Lestor’s love was given, but to another. The 
rubicon was passed—it has to be passed by most women 
once in their lives—and Miss Bordillion found its waves 
all the worse to battle with from her tardy crossing. She, 
had entered on a new life, a new way, and must henceforth 
traverse it. Behind her were sweet and sunny Arcadian 
plains; stretching out before her were rude rocks and sharp 
thorns, a rugged, toilsome, endless road, and a lowering 
sky. She would do well not to look back whilst she toiled 
wearily along it. ‘ , 

To doubt, the news never occurred to her; she felt sure 
that it was true. It explained various little items she had 
observed lately in the conduct and movements of Mr. Lester, 
which had rather puzzled her. Even then, in the first dawn 
of her agony, she looked the matter full in the face, shrink¬ 
ing from it, it is true, but persevering with the scrutiny. 
Better for her that she should do so. Her own plans would 
liavo to be decided upon, for if the young Lady Adelaide 
was to be brought to tho house, his wife, she must quit it. 
She thought of it for the whole of the remaining day, giving 
no sign of her pain, save that now and then a suppressed sound 
of agony broke from her. The children inquired if she felt 
ill, but she answered no. Mr. Lester did not come homo to 
dinner, and she supposed that he had remained at the Castle 
with Lord Dane, as he did sometimes, without warning them 
at home. Ah! she knew now what his attraction was there. 
She sat up until he came homo"; not in her own sitting- 
room, as was her usual custom, but in the library, waiting 
A-him. t , 

It was striking eleven when he entered. He came in, 
saying something, about the warmth of tho evening, calling 
to«flTo butler to bring him in a bottlo of soda-water. Then 
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he caught sight of Miss Bordillion, and greeted her with a 
gay laugh. 

“Why, Margaret, this is dissipation! Eleven o’clock, 
and still sitting up! ” 

Sho could not answer. The, task which had seemed 
tolerably easy in prospective, the very words which sho had 
conned over and over to herself in the last hour, was an 
almost impossible one now. She sat close to a small shaded 
lamp, away from the glare of the chandelier, and was 
ostensibly sewing. That was nothing unusual; some work 
or other, generally plain useful work, was generally to be 
seen in the hands of Miss Bordillion. As yet she kept silence, 
striving,to school her manner to indifference, collecting her 
energies to .speak with calmness. Mr. Lester continued, 
noticing nothing:— 

“ I’m sure this is much more sensible of you than dancing 
off to bod with the birds, or shutting yourself up in your 
own sitting-room, leaving an empty room to welcomo me. I 
can’t think why you should do so, Margaret; just as if you 
were afraid of me.” 

Speak she must: yet how subdue the agitation that gained 
upon her ? How hide it ? Hor heart was beating wildly 
against her side; her face' was white, her lips wero dry. 
Suddenly she rose from her seat and went to a side-table, on 
which was a little workbox of Maria’s; she stood there rum¬ 
maging its contents, hor back to Mr. Lester. And then sho 
managed to bring out the words she wished to say, or others 
that did for them. 

“ I have been hearing some news to-day ; and I thought I 
would wait up to ask you whether it was true. On these 
warm evenings, too, it is agreeable to sit up late. The heat 
appears to be coining in early.” 

“What momentous news have you been hearing now? 
That the Thames has taken fire ? ” 

“ Something nearer home,” sho answered, shrinking with 
pain, from his light, careless manner : it seemed as a vqigj, 
mockery to her own misery. “.I have been told that you 
are going”—a sudden cough seized her and she had to 
pause—“ to marry Lady Adela’de Errol.” 
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“ Now who in the world cotdd havo given you that piece 
of pews?” demanded Mr. Leister, his tone full of banter 
8tilh 

“It came from Jones.” 

“ From Jones! ” 

“ At least, I think so. Tiffle mentioned it to ine, and I 
think she. said Jones was hor informant. I am not sure, but 
she said”—poor Miss Bordillion was confusing the two 
interviews, Tiffle’s first nows and tho second—" Jones had it 
from you” 

“ The idea of Miss Bordillion’s listening to the gossip of 
servants! ” was his laughing retort. “ I thought you were 
a wiser woman, Margaret.” 

Margaret stood over the workbox still; she seemed to be 
dropping no end of things, and picking them up again. She 
did not dare to turn hor face round in its terrible agitation. 
At that juncture the butler came in, with the soda-water. 

“ So, Jones,” began Mr. Lester, “you have been making 
free with Lady Adelaide Errol’s name, I hear, in conjunction 
with mine.” 

Jones nearly dropped tho waiter in liis consternation. The 
bottlo and the glass clashed together as he laid them on the 
table. He stared at his master, and turned crimson and 
purple; but not a word of excuse or denial could Jones 
bring out. 

“ Pray from whom did you receivo your information ? ” 
continued Mr. Lester. 

“ Sir, I’m sure I bog your pardon if it is not correct: or 
if I ought not to havo mentioned it; but I. only did so to 
Tiffle in strict.<5dhfidence. I had it, sir, from Mr. Dane.” 

“‘From |fri$D»irie!” repeated Squire ..Loster, surprise 
causing hint tb echo the words. 

“ From Mr. Gcoffry Dane, sir. Yesterday evening I was 
near the Castle and met Mr. Dane. lie stopped to speak to 
me; he’s always affable, sir; and just then Lady Adelaide, in 
deep mourning;, parsed uk on her way from church, her maid 
Bmff behind htfr. It was the first time sho had been 
out, I fancy, since the commencement of the troubles. ‘ She’s 
a wjpsome young* thing, Sir,’ I said to Mr. I3g§te, when he 
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WHS putting Oil liis "lmt, which ho had taken off to her; ‘ as 
good as ft sunbeam.’ .‘It’s a sunbeam you’ll soon have at 
home, Jones,' said he: ‘ in a short time' she leaves tho Castle 
for your master’s house, changing her name to his.’ Mr. 
Dane looked quite queer when he said it.” ■ 

Squire Lester turned his gaze on his servant. “Queer! 
How ‘ queer ? ’ What do you mean, Jones ? ” 

“ Well, sir, I can hardly describe. There was a curious 
look in his face, and the comers of his lips were drawn 
down. I certainly did speak, of it this afternoon to TifHe, 
but I cautioned her not to mention it again,” went on Jones. 
“ I know I ought not to have repeated it, sir, and I'am very 
worry; but Mr. Dane spoke of it quite openly to me. Shall 
I contradict it, sir? ” 

“ Oh dear no,” carelessly replied Squire Lester. “Leave 
the soda-water. I’ll help myself.” 

“ The tale-bearing ferret! ” said Mr. Jones, as he with¬ 
drew, anathematizing the offending Tiffle in his rage. 
“ Many a master might have turned me away for it. If she 
stops here, I won’t.” 

Miss JBordillion had been gaining some composure during 
the colloquy. She turned to Mr. Lester. 

“ It is true, then ? ” 

“Yes, it is true, Margaret,” he answered, his manner 
changing to seriousness. 

“ I think you ought to have told me.” 

“ Of courso I ought. I meant to tell you to-morrow 
morning. What I said the other day was intended as a 
herald of the nows. I have lost no time, for it is only to¬ 
day that things havo been settled with Lord Dane, and how 
Herbert—Geoffiry I mean—came to know it, J can’t toll. It 
does not matter.” . 

“ Is the marriage likely to take place soon ? ” slio asked in 
a low tone. 

“ That I cannot toll you. Adelaide said something about 
waiting a twelvemonth, but when ‘I spoke to Lord Dane to¬ 
day, ho expressed a wish that it should lake place as soomiiS'' 
possible. Some compromise will bo effected, I suppose, 
between the'jf^o.” 



128 


lADY ADELAIDE. 


“ At any rate, you will give me notice of the time as soon 
as you know it yourself? ” she rejoined. “ But I can begin 
forming my plans at once.” 

“ What plans ? ” 

“ For quitting the Hall, and finding anotlier residence.” 

Mr. Lester paused: there was a blank look upon his 
face, 

“What.are you thinking of now, Margaret? You need 
not quit the Hall.” 

“Nay, I should rather ask what you are thinking of,” 
she rejoined. “ I shall certainly leave the house quite free 
for Lady Adelaide.” 

“ The house is large enough for you and for Adelaide. 
She will not be putting you out of your place as mistress, 
because you have never assumed it. You can remain hero 
precisely ns you have hitherto done.” 

“ No, Mr. Lester ; it is impossible. Before you bring 
home your wife, I shall make room for her.” 

“Margaret,” he said in a low tone, “I do not forget that 
you promised Katherine to supply her place to Maria; to 
be in a sense the child’s second mother. Are you for¬ 
getting it ? ” 

A flush of pain dyed her face, called up by the association 
the words conveyed. She laid her hand upon her bosom to 
still its beating. m 

“ You are bringing home Maria’s second mother in Lady 
Adelaide.” 

“Nonsense, Margaret! Adelaide is little hotter than a 
child herself; how could she fulfil the duties of a mother to 
a girl of Maria’s age ? I should not think of saddling kor 
with the charge of a child for whom she does not as yet 
care. When she shall have children of her own, experience 
will come with them. Margaret, how can you talk of parting 
with Maria, loving her as greatly as you do ? ” 

That it would bring her more grief than she was pre¬ 
pared to acknowledge, Margaret Bordillion knew. Mr. 
“£ester resumed: 

“ By your own desire, you have been taking the place of 
governess to Maria; for the last two vears ifcds vou alone 
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who havo instructed her, assisted by her masters. You must 
remember, Margaret, that I did not fall in very readily with 
the plan; I thought it was a task that ought not to be 
imposed upon you. You met my objection with certain 
arguments: one was,. that you were perfectly competent to 
instruct her, and possessed an innate fitness and liking for 
the employment: another was, that you objected to a young 
girl’s being consigned to strange governesses, of’whom wo 
know nothing; a third was, your promise to Katherine 
personally to watch over Maria. Do you follow me ? ” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“ Thon I would remind you that those arguments are still 
in force. By leaving the Hall, you would abandon Maria to 
a hired governess, you would forfeit your promise to 
Katherine. Margaret, dear Margaret,” and Mr. Lester took 
her hand in his, “ do not think of this : at any rate for the 
present. It will be time enough after Lady Adelaide comes 
homo, if you then find that' you do not care to remain. I 
ask yon for Maria’s sake, be not hasty in this. Remember 
how Katherine left her to you.” 

She withdrew her hands, calmly and quietly, though her 
chest was heaving, her face working: and Mr. Lester saw 
the emotion. But lie was still under that misapprehension of 
his : he thought she was vexed and agitated at his replacing 
his first wife with a second. 

“ Wo will talk further of this another time,” she said : “ it 
is getting late now.” And rolling up her work as if she 
had not a minute left to Spare, she hurried from tho room. 

“ Plenty of time,” repeated Mr. Lester to himself, as he 
took up the bottle of soda-water. “ And I’m not at all sorry 
that those meddlers paved the way for me. Tho idea of 
Margaret’s taking it up in this light! I never saw her so 
ruffled. It’s just like women and their romance, to fancy 
that when a man loses his wife he should remain wedded to 
hor grave: they’ve no common sense. And in my case— 
when Margaret knows I had no love f»r my wife, but only 
esteem—pshaw! she’ll come to her senses. I think I’ll 
have a dash of brandy in this soda-water,” ho concluded, 
ringing the bell for Jones. 

9 
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Miss Bordillion went straight to her chamber, and sat 
down to think. What should she do ? What ought she to 
do ? She was a woman greatly alive to the dictates of 
conscience; ono who was most anxious, even at a self- 
sacrifice, *to faithfully perform whatever duty fell; to her. 
And tli© appeal from Mr. Lestor in regard to Maria had 
touched her conscience. 

“ I did'promise Katherine. I said.I would never abandon 
the child to a school, or ft-governess, without my super¬ 
vision. Should I place my own pain,,my chilled feelings, in 
comparison with this ? ” she continued, deliberately, ques¬ 
tioning herself. “ I deserve this, punishment.. What right 
had I to assume ho was going to ask me to be hip wife, 
because I had madly Buffered myself to become attached to 
him?. Yes, I deserve it! Let me toko it upon me, and 
bear it in silence as I- best may.” 

She sat on to the small hours of the morning battling 
with her trial. Before sho rose, she had made a sort of 
compromise between her feelings and her conscience. She 
said to herself that she would not hurry away at once, as 
she had thought to do. She would remain in the house 
until the marriage. And then, "whilst Mr. Loster and his 
bride were absent on the customary tour, sho would quit it. 
It is possible that the holding back from entering upon a 
distasteful change, which we all ore apt to ^eel, insensibly 
induced her to this compromise. And Margaret Bordillion 
was very poor, knowing not, in truth, how she could live 
when she quitted the Hall. 

LordHane took a turn for the better, to the secret surprise 
of Mr. Wild. That gentleman at least knew that his life 
could not be very , much prolonged. But medical men 
assume that it is not in their province to proclaim this 
to their patients, and the surgeon of Danesheld was no 
exception. 

A wonderful turn for the better. He was helped up now 
ha. the momihg early, as he used to be ere. his - troubles fell 
upon .him; he was even taken out in his. chair in the 
charming weather. Squire Lester would walk on one side 
o£*rit, Adelaide 'on the other. Occasionallyijte would bo 
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accompanied by Geoffry. Dane; and at those times Lady 
Adelaide , was never there. But this improvement lasted 
only'a week or two ; Mr. Wild could have told it was 
deceitfal- from tike first. . 

He $ook to his bed, from which he was destkled never 
more to rise. In common with mbst chronic invalids, he 
did not seem to anticipate death. That death would lay 
its cold hand upon him at no distant period, ho knew quito 
woll; but he did not think that it was so very close to him. 
For the matter of that, neither did tho surgeon; his malady 
was such that ho might be taken off at any minute, or live 
six months yet. He strongly urged upon Adelaide that her 
marriage,should tako place; the castlo would be Geoffry 
Dane’s home the moment the breath left his body, he said, 
and no longer a suitable residence for her.- Mr. Lester did 
his part towards seconding, tho mandate; he had a special 
licenco in readiness; he besought Adelaide to waive form 
and ceremony, and to accede. It was of no avail; Adelaide 
would not listen, and ho might as well have talked to tho 
wind. Sho was in deep mourning, she objected, and her 
aunt and Harry were only just buried. 

“You will go to church and give her away, Geoffry,” 
Lord Dane said to his nephew. “ She is holding back now; 
but it won’t' last long. It’s all mock modesty.” • ■ 

Geoffry Dare’s face flushed with some indescribable 
feeling. He passed his hand across his brow carelessly to 
hide it from Lord Dane. 

“ No, I would rather not,” he answered, in low, firm tones. 
“ If she marries Geprge Lester, why—let her marry him ; 
but I will not take act or part in it.” ■ 

“ You are very foolish, Geoffry.” 

“ I dare say I am. Let her send for Lord Irkdale.” 

“ That’s easier said than done. Irkdale dare not put his 
foot in England on account of his debts. Never mind, we 
shall find some one els,c.” 

One: day Lord Dane sent for tho lawyer, Apperly. '>4T“ 
had several tilings to speak to him about; but he had been 
putting it Qfffrom time to time, as ho would not have put it 
off had ho sgjf^ected that death might be'very near, Dlill 
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no long time had elapsed, and Lord Dane probably thought 
none had been lost. 

First of all, Lord Dane spoke of his will. He wished a 
fresh one made. The death of his sons enabled him to 
bequeath legacies to whom he would; and he directed that 
such should bo left to Lady Adelaide, to Cecilia Dane, to 
his servants, and to_ othors. But they were not of great 
value; for, of available property, Lord Dane had little; 
nearly all wont with the entail. 

Mr. Apperly listened to his instructions in silence. 
“ Havo you forgotten, my lord,” he asked, “ that you are 
heir to your son, Captain Dane ? He must have loft a great 
deal of money.” 

Lord Dane shook his head. “We shall not one of us hore 
benefit by that, Apperly, however much it may be. One 
day when we were speaking upon money matters—it was 
the day he told me, poor fellow, of his love for Adelaide 
Errol, and his wish to marry her—I asked him if it had 
ever occurred to him to make a will. I think you knew all 
his money was invested in different securities over in ' 
America V ” broke off Lord Dane. 

“ Yes, I know that.” 

“ Ay; he replied to me that his will had been made long 
ago, and was in safety in America. All ho possessed he be¬ 
queathed to American friends, he added; and I could not 
help tolling him ho might have been more brotherly and 
remembered Geoffry. But they were never cordial with 
each other, as you know. No, Apperly ; if I were starving 
for want of a pound, it could not come to me now from 
Harry’s funds. I shan’t live to want any of them, and 
Geoffry’s dead: otherwise it would worry me enough that 
so much money should go out of the family.” 

“ But had he lived to marry Lady Adelaide, ho would 
surely have cancelled this will ? ” cried Mr. Apperly.. 

“ Of course he would. He said so. But he did not live 
Tit‘marry her, and it«was never done.” 


The' lawyer took his instructions home with him. The 
next day, somewhat to Lord Dane’s surprise, he was up at 
tlje castle again. 
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“ Already t ” cried his lordship, who seemed unusually 
drowsy. “Is it ready? There was no such hurry. I’m 
not likely to go off like the snuff of a candle.” 

“It will be tfeady this afternoon, my lord, and I will bring 
it up for execution whenever you please. But I did not 
come about the will now,” continued Mr. Apperly; “ I came 
about another matter, Hawthorne wants to quit the Sailors’ 
Best.” 

“ What does he want that for ? ” questioned Lord Dane. 

“ You may remember that liis two brothers went over to 
Australia some three or four years ago. It seems they have 
done very well there, and they want Hawthorne and his 
wife to join them. The man has been shilly-shallying over 
it tlieso several weeks past—I will and I won’t—and now he 
has made up his mind all in a hurry, as is generally the 
ease in those matters. lie would like to be off at once; 
next week, if possible, and-” 

“ A man and a woman can’t get off on a four or five months’ 
voyage to take up their abode in a new country, without 
more preparation than that,” interposed Lord Dane. 

“ They are not going to sail quite so soon,” explained 
Mr. Apperly. “ Hawthorne’s sister, Keziah, once nursemaid 
at Squire Lester’s, married a London tradesman, as your lord¬ 
ship may remember. A baker, he was, I think. They are 
going; and they want Hawthorne and his wife to join them 
in London as soon as may be, that all may make their 
preparations together. Hawthorne has been to mo about it, 
asking whether your lordship will absolve him from his 
lease.” 

“I don’t know about that,” said his lordship, who had 
never been a particularly easy man with his tenants. 

“He’ll do little good stopping,” returned Mr. Apperly. 
“ Since the letter came from Australia, enlarging on the 
fortune his. brothers are making, Hawthorne’s brain has 
been so filled with golden visions, that ho knows^.ot 
whother ho stands on his head or his Iieels. But hq camo 
to me again this morning saying ho had a tenant for the 
Bailors’ Rest.” N 

“Ah,” said Lord Dane,.“it’s a good house, and twenty 
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will be. after it as soon as fee' news get win'g. Any steady 
man may mate an excellent living there. Hawthorne will 
do well to think twico bofore he givos.it up.” 

“ I have told him so. But you boq that sun, my lord, up 
in the heavens; you might just as well try to turn that in 
its course as to turn Hawthorne from his new project. His 
wife is more wildly bent on it, if possible, than he. She has 
her boxes ready packed, to be off to Loudon as soon as they 
obtain their release, leaving Hawthorne behind her to wind 
things up.” 

“ What would thoy do with their furniture ahd fixtures ? ” 

“ Whoever takes to tho house must take to them. He puts 
the value down at six hundred pounds altogether; furnituro, 
fixtures, stock, lease, and goodwill; and it’s not too much. 
Quo man is after it who would mako a good tenant— 
Mitchel.” 

“ Mitchel! ” echoed Lord Dane. “ What could ho clo with 
a public-house ? And whore’s hrs inonoy to come from ? ” 

“Your lordship is thinking of the preventive-man. I 
allude to his brother—John Mitchel.” 

“ Oh, ay, I forgot him. Yob ; he would bo a good tenant, 
and could pay Hawthorne money down. Well, I leave it to 
you, Appcrly. If Hawthorne finds me a suitable tenant, 
why, I’ll release him.” 

“ Very good, my lord.” 

“Before the bargain is actually struck, that is, before 
anything is signed, let the name of tho new tenant ho 
submitted to mo formally. I liko to approve of my tenants.” 

“ It shall ho so,” said Mr. Apperly. “ But I suppose I 
may allow the negotiations with John Mitchel to go on? 
Hawthorne and he can do nothing until they know whether 
Mitchel would be acceptable as a tenant.” - 

“ Yes, yes; they can go on. I shall make no objection 
to Mitchol. A respectable man „is John Mitchel,” 

S 1 . That’s all .right then, so far,” remarked the lawyer. 
“At what hour shall I come up with the will? Three 
o’clock—four o’clocK ? ” 

^••Any hour. You’ll not find me out,” added Lord Dane 
\\<tli a faint smile. 
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“Then I’ll say three o’clock; and bid your lordship 
good-day now, hoping my visit has not fatigued you.” 

He had quitted tho room, when Lord Pane’s boll rang a 
hasty peal; ; It was to recall him. 

“ Apperly,” cried his lordship, “ I fool somewhat fatigued; 
not as well as I did early this morning. I don’t think I’ll 
trouble you to corno up again to-day.” 

Some instinct within the lawyer’s breast rose against this. 

“ Is if Well to procrastinate, my lord ? ” he asked. “ Won’t 
it be a good thing over, and off your mrftd ? ” 

“ I don’t eare to be more fatigued to-day than I am,” was 
tho reply of Lord Dane. “ Come up to-morrow at eleven 
o'clock. Toll Hawthorne I should‘like to see him before 
ho leaves; wo shall not moot again in this world.” 

The. lawyor bowed his acquiescence, and went homo 
quickly, conscious that many clients must bo waiting to seo 
him. -Amidst them was John Mitehel. 

“ Hawthorne and I have como to terms, sir,” was his greet¬ 
ing to Mr. Apperly. “We shall want you to make out tho 
agreement and transfer. I don’t care how soon it’s done.” 

“ All very fine, my good man,” returned the lawyor, who, 
being a lawyer, of courso threw difficulties in the wuy, 
though none really existed; “ but thoro’s a third party to 
ho consulted in this affair, besides you and Hawthorne. 
And that’s Lord Dane.” 

“ I feel sure his lordship will accept me readily,” returned 
Mitehel. “ He could not find a surer tenant; you intimated 
as much yesterday, Mr. Apperly.” 

“ I have nothing to say against you, Mitehel; there’s no 
doubt liis lordship might get many a worse. Well, I’ll seo 
about it in a few days.” 

“ But, if you could manage it, sir, wo should like tho 
deeds drawn out immediately. I wish to take possession 
next week, and Hawthorne wants to bo rid of it.” 

“Pooh, pooh! ” cried Mr. Apperly, “you can’t take abul} 
by the horns in that way. Some men are six months getting 
into a house. I am busy to-day, and»I shall ,bo busy to, 
morrow; but you may conic in again the next morning. 
Meanwhile, I’ll contrive to see Lord Dane.” 
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“ I dare say, six 1 ,” returned John Mitchel, looking hard at 
the lawyer, “ you might accept me now if you would, It’s 
not altogether that I am in so great a hurry to get into the 
house; it is Hawthorne who is in haste to got out of it, as 
you know: hut what I want is to make sure that I shall 
have it—that I shan’t be put aside for another. I’d pay 
this freely to secure it, sir.” 

He laid' down a ten-pound note. Ten-pound notes had 
charms for Mr. Appoi-ly, as they have for most men, for 
lawyers in particular, according to popular belief. Ho 
looked at it complacently; but, true still to his craft, he 
would not speak the affirmative w r ord. 

“ I have some power vested in me, Mitchel, certainly : I 
believe I can promiso that you shall become the tenant. 
Subject, you understand, to the consent of Lord Dane.” 

“ Of course, Mr. Apperly. Then it is a settled thing; for 
I know his lordship won’t object to me. So I’ll say good¬ 
morning, and thank you, sir.” 

“ Ami step in tho day after to-morrow, in the foronoon, 
Mitchel. Moanwlxile I’ll be drawing up tho necessary 
papers. As to this,” added the lawyer, carelessly popping 
the note inside his desk, “ it can go into the costs.” 


CHAPTER Xt. 

UNEXPECTED. 

But things wore not to be quite so smooth and straight as 
the lawyer assumed. There was to be acting and counter¬ 
acting. Somewhoi’o about the same hour that John Mitchel 
was"paying his visit ftt Mr. Apperly’s, Ravensbird paid ono 
at Mr. -Geoffry Dane’s. And Mr. Dane’s servant looked 
exceedingly surprised at the presumption. 

v We!’- he is at homo,” acknowledged‘the domestic, in 
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answer to the inquiry pressed upon him. “ But I shouldn’t 
think he’d see you.” 

“Suppose you ask him?” rojoined Ravensbird, coolly 
walking indoors. “ Say I havo como on business.” . 

The servant might have refused positively in the old days, 
but liis.mastor was a groat man now, soon to be chief of 
Danesheld, and he did not dare do so. “ I’ll tell Mr. Dano 
wliat you say,” said lie ungraciously. 

Geoffry Dane was in tho small sitting-room where you 
once saw him, not enjoying himself now with a cigar and 
glasses, but seated in a chair doing nothing, his elbow on 
the table, his face bent upon his hand. He was often so 
seated now—in the samo attitude—as befitted a face in 
Wjhieh tho lines of some great care were rapidly gathering. 

“ It’s that llavousbird, sir,” said the sorvant, interrupting 
his reverie. “ He lias come into the house as bold as brass, 
and is asking to see you. On business, ho says.” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know wliat business he can havo with 
me,” returned Mr. Dane, a shade of annoyance in his tone. 
“ You can send him in, however.”' 

“ Sir,” began llavousbird, without circumlocution, when 
be entered, “ report runs that my Lord Dano leaves many 
matters of business relating to tho estate to you, now you 
are tlio licir.” 

“ Well ? ” said Mr. Dane. 

“ I have therefore como to ask ,your interest and influence 
with his lordship, to get me accepted as tenant of the Sailors’ 
Host, or to accept me yourself if you have the power.” 

He spoke fearlessly; not at all as a petitioner, more as 
though he were making a demand. Ravensbird had always 
been remarkable for bis independence of manner, but since 
the accusation it had increased fourfold. And it is probable 
that this helped on the reaction that was setting in in bis 
favour: Danesheld could not connect that freedom of 
bearing with a guilty man. _ 

“ What! are you after the Sailors’ Re«t ? ” exclaimed Mr. 
Dane. “ I have heard a dozen names mentioned, but not 
yours.” 

“I havo not boon after it noisily, as the rest have, »ir\ 
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but as soon as I found it was Co be disposed of, I spoke 
privately to Hawthorne. I must do something for a living; 
I have been looking out ever since I left the Castle.” 

“ Then you don’t intend to go to service again?” 

« Service! ” returned Ravensbird. “ Who .would engage 
me after haying been taken, up on a* charge of murdering 
my former master ? There may bo some, Mr. Herbert—I 
beg your pardon, sir, I ought to soy Mr. Dane—who don’t 
yet believe me innocent. But I never did intend to enter 
upon another service, if X left Captain Dane’s. The Sailors’ 
Rest is just such a house as I should like. Will' you help 
me to it, sir ? ” 

“ Ravensbird,” said Mr. Dane, not replying to his request, 
“ it appears strange to me that you should remain at Danes- 
held. You have no ties in it; until you came-here with 
your master, indeed, you were a stronger to it, and had a 
similar cloud fallen upon me, however unjustly, I should be 
glad to get away from the place.” 

“No, sir,” answered Ravensbird, in a quiet, concentrated 
tono; “ I prefer to stay in it.”' 

“ To enter upon the Sailors’ Rest will require money,” 
again objected Mr. Dane. 

“ I am prepared with that. I have not lived to these 
years without saving money. That won’t bo a bar—as 
Hawthorne knows. Hawthorne has been playing with me,” 
continued Ravensbird. “ I knew of his intention to leave 
the house sooner than any one, and I said at once I would 
take it off his hands. Ho quite jumped at it—was all eager¬ 
ness to transfer if to, me; but in a day or two his tono 
changed, and he has been vacillating between mo and John 
Mitchel.” - ., 

_“John Mitchel would make an excellent tenant,” re¬ 
marked Geoffky Dane. 

“Not better than! should,” returned Ravensbird. “Haw- 
tfyr'no knows that: but a doubt arose in his mind whether 
I should be acceptable to' my lord, if he still wavers as to 
my guilt or inno&nce; Hawthorne feared'it might cause 
delay, and so went over at once to the enemy, Mitchel.” 

“ My, lord does not waver: he believes you guilty,” 
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Geoffry Dane was on the point of Baying; but he checked 
the words, and suffered Ravenshird to continue. 

“ It is not likely that Lord Dane can believe me to havo 
been the assailant, in the face of the sworn alibi, though lie 
was prejudiced against me at first ; and it was only natural 
that ho should be so. Will you accept iuo as a tenant, Mr. 
Dane?” 

“ I have no power to do so ; you have taken up a wrong 
idea altogether. I certainly have transacted business for 
my uncie'since I became his heir-prosumptivo; but he has 
not given me authority to let his houses.” 

“ Will you speak to him for mo, sir ? ” 

Mr. Dane hesitated. 

“ I would speak in a minute, Ravenshird; but I am sure 
it would be doing no good.. A put from any prejudice lie 
may or may not hold against you, ho is onc-who will not 
brook interference, even from me.”' 

“ You might try,” persisted the man, “ whatever tho result - 
should be.” 

“ Will you undertake not to bo disappointed at the result ? 
Did it lie with me, it would bo a different matter; but it 
lies entirely with Lord Dane.” 

There was a pause. Ravenshird stood in silence, as if 
still awaiting an answer, his piercing eyes never moving 
from those of Mr. Dane. 

“ However, as you seem so set upon it, I will speak to his 
lordship,” resumed the latter. “ But I must choose my 
time: it is not every day that he will allow business matters 
to be so much as named.” 

“ If it is not settled between now and to-morrow night, 
•John Mitchel will havo tho place,” rejoined Ravenshird. 

“ Then I will speak to his lordship between now and 
then,” concluded Geoffry Dane. 

A few'hourB subsequent to this, a junket was being held 
at Dane Castle by the upper servants. The sad events 
recorded had followed each other in quick succession, and 
the servants, as in decency bound, had secluded themselves 
so completely from society, that they wdro beginning to 
find the monotony irksome. They were holding, therefore*, 
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a quiet soiree on their own account—a quiet little gather¬ 
ing of somo half-dozen guests at most; and the house¬ 
keeper's parlour was decorated to receive them; and tho 
table groaned with a tea-feast. 

Conspicuous amongst the visitors was Mr. Richard Ravens- 
bird, who had been smuggled in surreptitiously, not to 
interfere .with the prejudices of Lord Dane. The servants 
did not share in those prejudices: they believed his inno¬ 
cence to be an established fact, and considered him an ill- 
used man, whom it was their boimden duty to honour. 
Possibly tho eloquent tonguo of Mademoiselle Sophie 
Doffloe had contributed to this opinion. Another guest 
was a lady to whom you have had the honour of an intro¬ 
duction ; no other than Miss Eliza Tiffle. It was tho aim 
of Tithe's life to be“ genteel,” and sho was got up accord¬ 
ingly—a flounced light muslin gown ornamonted with prim¬ 
rose bows, and primrose streamers to her cap. Lord Dane’s 
valet, an old beau, who had been in search of a wife, as he 
said, for twonty years, and had not found one to his mind 
yet, was whispering soft speeches into Miss Tithe's ear, as 
he plied her with cake and wine and other good tilings. 
The tea was over; but a splendid collation of what tho 
housekeeper called “ sweets ” had replaced it, and Mr. Bruff 
had been liberal with his wine. 

They were talking of no end of things—a very Babel of 
tongues; of what concerned themselves and of what did not, 
and especially of what concerned their masters and mis¬ 
tresses. The Lady Adelaide’s proposed marriage to Squire 
Lester was greedily discussed by Tithe and Sophie—-with 
neither of whom did it appear to stand in any great favour 
—and Mr. Bruff was eloquent upon the subject of tho 
departure of Hawthorne from Dancsheld, -and the new 
tenant that would succeed him at the Sailors’ Rest. 

“ Tboy say it is to bo John Mitcliel,” lie observed to 
Raye.usbird. 

“ Do they ? " returned Mr. Ravensbird, in answer. But 
not a word spoke lie that he was after it himself. 

“ Should you not just step through the passage into my 
lord’s vqoju and see whether he is still sleeping?” cried 
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Bruff to tho valet, heartlessly interrupting tlio flirtation 
between that gentleman and Miss Tifflo. 

“ My lord is sure to be sleeping,” was tho reply; “ other¬ 
wise he’d have rung. He has boon uncommonly drowsy all 
day. Lady Adelaide is sitting in the room. Let me alone 
for not neglecting my duty, Mr. Bi;uff.” 

“ My faith! ” ejaculated Sophie Dcffloc, jumping from her 
chair by the side of Bichard Bavcnsbird. “ If 'my lady 
didn't bid me take her a shawl, for she felt chill, and that’s 
an hour ago! What’s my head worth ? ” 

“ I wonder, the young lady likes to pass her evenings in a 
sick-chamber! I thought I heard she was not domestical 
inclined.” 

The remark was Tifllo’s. Sophie had run out of the 
room to remedy her forgetfulness, and the housekeeper, 
Mrs. Corbet, a stout lady in a black paramatta gown very 
much trimmed with crepe, took it up. 

“ She’s lonely, poor young lady ; and even the company 
of the sick is bettor than no company at all. You never 
saw anybody so changed as she is.” 

“She’s moped to death, that’s what it is,” said the valet. 
“ Half her time she lias not a soul to speak to. 1 hope your 
master will soon take her away, Miss Tifflc, for her own 
sake.” 

“ She’s not well either, I’m positive of that,” said the 
housekeeper. “Nobody in health, you know, could feel 
chilled on these warm nights: and she is always complain¬ 
ing of being cold now. So many deaths have been a groat 
shock for her. First there was the Captain, then Mr. Dane, 
then-” 

The housekeeper’s enumeration was cut short. Sophie 
Deffloe hurst into the midst of them in terror that had taken 
her breath away and turned her face white. 

“ Who is in the death-room ? ” she exclaimed. 

“ Not any one,” said Mr. Bruff: “ the death-room is locked 
up. Are we going to have some more of your superstitious 
fancies, Mam’sclle Sophie ? ” 

“ It is not locked up ; the door’s open, and tho key is 
in it.” 
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“ It is locked up, and the key’s hanging in my pantry,” 
persisted Brtiff. , - 

“Then I tell yoii it is’ oppn*—allez!” retorted Sophie, 
•stamping her foot. “ Have I eyes, Mr. Bruff? When I ran 
h'/io gef the shawl, I think it must have been shut. J did 
nel?see, or I novor should have the courage to go by it 
opon; but when I came'-back, there it was—what you call 
ajar. I saw the koy in the lock, and I saw the flags inside, 
and I thought I should have dropped.” 

Mr. Bruff .turned into his pantry,’muttering that she saw 
ghosts whore none existed, intending to bring tho key and 
confute her with it. The old valet spoke: 

“ Did you take tho shawl into my lord’s room, Mam’selle 
Sophie?” 

“ What should hinder me when I went to do it ? ” returned 
the saucy Sophie: and Tifflo peered at her from between tho 
lids of her little green eyes, and thought how much sho 
should relish the handling of Mademoiselle Sophie and her 
sauce, when she transferred her abode to tho Hall. 

“ Was my lord asleep ? ” 

“For all I know; I didn’t look towards the bed,” 
answered Sophie. “ My lady was asleep. She had dozed 
off, leaning back in the great chair. So I throw tho shawl 
lightly on her knees, and came away.” 

Bruff returned, with a softened step and a softened voice, 
his countenance a little perplexed. 

“ It’s very odd,” cried ho ; “ the key is not in the pantry.” 

“ So! it’s Sophie that sees ghosts where there arc none, 
and fancies doors open when they arc not, and discovers 
keys in them that'are safe in their pantries,” retorted that 
dcmoisolle, turning upon Bruff. “ Perhaps, if you’ll walk ns 
far as tho death-room, you’ll find that it is open, Mr. Bruff'.” 

“ I am going there,” said Bruff. 

Up started Tiffle, her primrose strings flying; her hands, 
which were elegantly eased in yellow gloves, clasping each 
oth.r in simpering entreaty. 

“ Qh, Mr. Bruff ,\f you’d only illow me to accompany you, 
sir! I have so long wished to got a peep at the death-room 
of Dano Castle 1‘” 



tTNEXTBCTED. 


143 


«You are all of you welcome to come if you like,” said 
Jh-uff to the company generally, as he took up a caudle. 
“ It’s an empty room; nothing in it to be seen,” 

Thoy followed, in a body; every one of the guests. Tlio 
soared Sophie, possibly feeling herself sufficiently protected 
when with Mr. Kavensbird, accompanied them. And'her. 
assertion was found to bo eorrect-Mhe door was ajar, and 
the key in it., Bruff inwardly vowed vengeance against tho 
offender when he should pounce upon him. lie had little 
doubt it must be one of the .under-servants who had done it 
in the gratification of curiosity, or to annoy him. Taking 
the key from tho lock into his safe fingers, ho marshalled 
the company into the room. ' 

“ Why it’s only a big, square, dreary barn of a place, with, 
nothing in it! ” ejaculated Tiffle, forgetting her. gentility in 
her disappointment. 

“I told you there was nothing in it,” said tho butler. 

“ What did you expect to see ? ” 

Perhaps Tifflo had expected to see something in the 
middle with black velvet over it, for she was looking ex¬ 
cessively vexed and sour. 

“ I wouldn’t mind going by this ’cro room fifty times over, 
when tho hell was tolling midnight,” cried she, with a con¬ 
temptuous glance at the French girl. “There’s nothing 
hero to bo frightened at. Whero does that place lead to ? ” 
“ That’s a closet,” said the butler. 

“ What’s inside of it ? ” demanded Tifflo. 

“ A pair of trestles,” he replied in a low tono. 

“ Oh, could wc have a look at ’em ? ” 

“ No, Mrs. Tiffle,” was the grave answer. “ That closet 
is never opened hut when—when it’s needful to open it.” 

“Well, it’s a nasty,’cold, dismal place, not worth the 
coming to sec,” retorted Tiffle. “ Where’s tho good of 
having windows that yon can’t look out of? And how damp 
the floor is! ” 

Tho last remark caused them all to cast their eyes dawn- 
wards upon the flags. They were certainly capriciously 
damp, stained and spotted in parts, dly and untouched 
in others. 
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“What sort of flooring is this ? ” inquired Tifflc, when 
her eyes had noted tho effect. “ Some stones give with the 
damp, and some don’t—that is well known; but here the 
same stones—some a’ro wet, and some are dry. And who 
over saw flags damp on a hot summer’s night, with tho 
weather set in for a regular drought.” 

No reply was made to Tifflc. The servants were looking 
at the floor in dismay, for the superstition relating to it 
was rife amongst them. 

The butler interposed. “ It’s nothing new,” he said; “ it 
is a state of things common to tho flagstone with which tho 
floor is laid. What were you looking at, Mr. Bavens- 
bird?” 

“ It’s very strange,” exclaimed Bavcnsbird, who had been 
most attentively surveying tho room in silence, since his 
entrance: “ this place seems quite familiar to me, though I 
never was in it before. Where, how, and when can I have 
seen it ? ” 

“ In a dream perhaps,” suggested Tiffle. “ Odd sights do 
come to us in dreams.” 

“Likely enough,” returned Bavcnsbird; and the butler 
turned and looked at him, surprised at the remark from so 
very matter-of-fact a man. 

“ As there’s nothing particular here to detain us, and the 
flags may be cold for the ladies’ feet, su 2 >pose wo go back,” 
cried the butler. 

They filed out, nothing loath, and hastened along tho 
passage with quick steps, Bruff remaining to lock the door. 
He had done t\iis, and was putting tho key in his pocket, 
when he was startled at seeing Lady Adelaido coming 
swiftly towards him. Startled, because it was quite unusual 
for her to be in that part of the Castle, and because her face 
was so white and scared. She laid hold of the butler’s arm, 
as if impelled by fear. 

“Bruff! something is the matter with Lor,d Dane,” she 
shivered. “ He loqks—I don’t know how he looks.” 

“Oh, ray lady!«you should not have given yourself this 
trouble. Why did you not ring '? ” 

“ I was afraid to remain alone,” she whispered. “ I 
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dropped asleep, and when I awoke I went to look at Lord 
Dane, wondering that ho had not spoken or called. He was 
lying with his month open, and his face white and cold ; it 
terrified mo.” 

“ Perhaps he has fainted, my lady. He did have fainting¬ 
fits at the commencement of his illness.” 

“ Bruff,” she cried, bursting into tears of nervous agitation, 
“ it—looks—like—death. His face looks just as my aunt's 
looked when she was dead.” 

Without saying a word to alarm the rest, or to call 
attention to Lady Adelaide, Bruff went to Lord Dane’s 
chamber, the terrified girl closely following him. Alas! 
Bruff soon found what had taken place : Lord Dane had died 
in his sleep. 

Even then, Bruff, who was the very quintessence of 
older and decorum, made no fuss to disclose the calamity to 
the guests. He called away some of the servants, saying 
Lord Dane -was worse, and despatched messengers for all 
whom it might concern. He could not send for Mr. Lester, 
because that gentleman was absent that evening from 
J )aneslield. 

Mr. Wild, Gcoffry Dane, and Mr. Apjierly, wero soon 
round the bed. The surgeon said he had been dead more 
than an hour; considerably more. It caused Adelaide to 
shudder: he must have died then before she fell asleep : 
and she remembered, and an awful remorse sprang up within 
her at the thought, that sho had sat buried in her own 
reflections until sleep stole over her, never giving thought 
to him, never once rising from her chair to look at him. 
He had died, the doctor believed, in his sleep, without stir 
or sign: and she was sitting within four yards of him! 
Sho stood shivering behind them now, listening to the 
comments and the sorrow. Tho household were half 
petrified: the poor old valet, who was really not very much 
younger than his master, shedding tears openly. 

“ Can nothing be done to restore him ‘J ” he demanded ’ of 
Mr. Wild. “ To think that this evening, of all evenings, 
I should not havo gone in and out of the chamber every ten 
minutes, as was my custom! ” 

Lady Adelaide. . 10 
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“ Nothing whatever can/be done, I tell yon,” replied the 
surgeon. “ You may. see that for yourselves. One comfort 
is, ho went off quietly, without pain, I have thought this 
might be the ending.” • . \ ■ 

“ Then I wonder you didn’t tell him so, Wild,” came from 
Mr. Apperly, in a tone of reproof.. “ It was only this very 
morning his lordship said to me that ho was not likely to go 
off like the snuff of a candle.” 

“And why should I tell him? He was prepared for 
death; ho knew it was coming, and was very near; where- 
fore*tell him that it might be sudden at the last ? ” 

“ No: he was not prepared for death,” returned the laWyor, 
in a heat; not in ono sense of the word. Ho had not 
settled his affairs.” 

Tho announcement took all by surprise. He, Lord Dane, 
with his protracted illness, not to have settled his affairs! 
Gooffry Dane smiled incredulously. 

“ It’s true,” said the lawyer. “ After he lost wife and sons, 
his former will was cancelled, and I have been making a 
fresh one. Upon what pivots life’s clianeos turn! ” ho 
broke off. 14 When I was with Lord Dane this morning, he 
appointed three o’clock this afternoon for me to bring tho 
will up for execution; then, feeling fatigued, altered it to 
eleven to-morrow. And now he is gone! and. tho will is 
worth so much waste paper.” 

“ Wanting the signature ? ” 

“ Wanting the signature,” assented Mr. Apperly. “ You 
will bo the bettor for it,” he added, looking at Geoffry 
Dane. 

“ No,” quietly replied Geoffry. 

They began to leavo tho chamber for the dining-room, 
into which it opened. Ho had died in the lower room, which 
had been his chamber since his accident. Strangers and 
guests filed out, with slow, uncertain steps, as if no ono 
knew exactly what to do next. 

>"My lord, do you remain in the Castle from now? ” 

It .was the housekeeper who spoke,, and she was speaking 
to Geoffry, now ‘Lord Dane. Ho was the new peer; tho 
Jtight Honourable Gooffry, seventeenth Baron Dane. 
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«Yes; I supposo so,” he replied. . “ It may bo better 
that I should.” 

But as Lord Dane—we must begin to give him his title, too 
—spoke, his eye fell on Adelaide :.andhe recalled his words. 

“ Not to-night, however, Mrs. Corbet: the hurry is not 
so great as that. I will see about future arrangements 
to-morrow”’ 

“ As you please, my lord,” replied Mrs. Corbet. 

“ Unless you would feel my being in the Castlo a protec¬ 
tion,” he' added, approaching Adelaide, and speaking in low 
tones. “ Lx that case I will remain.” 

“ Thank you, oh no! not on my account,” she answered, 
a vivid blush dyeing her pale cheeks. “ I shall have the 
servants.” 

“ It shall be just as you wish. I will telegraph for Cecilia 
to-morrow. You may liko her to bo with you.” 

“ Thank you,” she repeated again. But both answers were 
given with a mechanical bewildered air, as if sho did not 
know what she said or what she was about. 

“ I will wish you good-night thon, Lady Adelaide.” 

“ Good-niglit,” she rejoined, holding out her hand. “ You 
will—of course—please to—give the orders now.” 

“ Yes, yes,” he roplicd while her hand was in his. “ I will 
sue about everything: no trouble shall fall upon you.” 

Sho sat down in a corner behind the screon when he was 
gone, and burst into a flood of passionato tears. Sophie 
Dcffloo looked round and saw her. 

“ I will not stop in the Castle another day now he is master 
of it,” and her face as she mentally said it flushed painfully. 
“ Were I to be with him again, I might forget my resolution, 
and give tip George Lester ; I might be persuaded to marry 
him after all, and then—what punishment might not heaven 
givo me for my wiekednoss ? Why did I ever love him ? 
Why can we not forget each other ? Where can I go V—Oh! 
where can I go ? ” 

As Lord Dane turned out of the Cast^j gateway, BicSard 
Bavensbird stepped up and accosted lmy: he appeared to 
have been lingering on the greensward. 

“ My lord, I must ask your pardon for interrupting you. 
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ut this hour. I would say just a word to you on business, 
if-” 

“ It is not the time for it, Ravensbird,” said Lord Dane 
decisively. “I see by your address you know what has 
occurred.” 

“ I do, my lord; I was in the Castle at the moment, 
spending an hour with the domestics; and very sorry I am 
that the event should have boon so sudden. I always re¬ 
spected Lord Dane.” 

“ The servants have condoned your supposed offence, then, 
though their lord did not,” was tho answering remark of the 
new peer. 

“I beg your pardon, my lord, but condoned is not the 
proper term,” readily returned Ravensbird. “ To condone 
implies that an offence has been committed. I committed 
none.” 

“ Well, what do you want with me ? ” 

“ It is about tho lease of the Sailors’ Rest. I find that 
not an hour is to be lost, if I am to have it,—not an hour— 
or I should not have attempted to Speak to your lordship so 
soon. Mr. Appcrly has already begun to draw it up in 
favour of John Mitchel, subject to tho approval of Lord 
Dane. My lord, you are Lord Dane now.” 

A pointed significance was given to the last sentence; a 
free, independent, almost demanding tone, not pleasant to 
bear. Was it possible that Lord Dane failed to remark it? 
He did not appear to do so. 

“ And you think I can grant it to you ? ” 

“ I am sure you can, my lord ; and I hope you will. Your 
lordship will find me a good tenant.” 

“ Enough discussion for to-night, Ravensbird," curtly 
responded Lord Dane. “I have already said that it is 
unseemly.” 

Ravensbird respectfully touched his hat and strode away 
quickly towards Dancskcld. Lord Dane proceeded in the 
saute direction, b^t at a slower pace. He was turning 
towards his own house when hasty footsteps came up be¬ 
hind him, and ho found himself joined by Mr. Apperly, 
likewise on his \vay from the Castle. 
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«A dreadfully Bail and sudden event,” cried the lawyer. 
“ I’m sure yout lordship must feel it.” 

«I do indeed; it lias shocked mo much,” replied Lord 
Dano, turning upon him his pale face—-unnaturally pale it 
looked in the starlight. “We could not have expected him 
to be much longer with us; but at least I never anticipated 
this abrupt termination to his life.” 

“ And to think that he did not sign the will! As I said, it 
will be all tho better for your lordship; but for others-” 

“ Never mind that to-night, Appcrly. I am not quite up 
to the mark. I loved my poor uncle, perhaps better than 
any one elso who was loft to him,” added Lord Dane, his 
tono one of keen pain. 

“ Ay, I’m sure you did. When shall I meet your lordship 
for business. There arc some things which must be seen to 
ot once.” 

“ You can meet me at the Castle to-morrow; I shall be 
there by ten o’clock. And meanwhile, Appcrly, until I shall 
have looked into affairs, let any business matters you may 
have on hand rest in abeyance—granting new leases and 
tilings of that sort.” 

“ Very good, my lord. But there’s nothing much in hand 
just now, except the transfer of Hawthorne’s lease to Mitchol. 
They both want to get it over sooner than pen can be put 
to parchment. The ono wants to be off and away; the 
other thinks lie is not sure of it till the lease is actually 
signed. I suppose I may go on with that ‘? ” 

“ No,” said his lordship; “ neither with that nor with 
anything else.” ' 

“But”—and the lawyer spoke as if taken by surprise — 
“ Lord Dano had no objection to Mitchol as a tenant; he 
told me so this morning. I presume your lordship will 
have none.” 

“ Lord Dane’s death puts a stop to all such negotiations 
for tho present,” was the decisive and somewhat shaydy - 
delivered answer. “ Let them remain, T»say, in abeyaneoV* 

Mr. Apperly nodded acquiescence and* said adieu fo the 
new peer, breaking out into a little explosion as ho went on 
down the road. 
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“He’ll bo amartinet, as sure as a gab! We might 
almost as well have had the dead heir to reign hero, the 
Honourable Geoffry. It’s often the way with these mop 
who unexpectedly come into power.” 

Tho new peer went- home, and retired at once' to his 
chamber. But instead of going to bed, as is the custom 
with ordinary folk, ho paced his room until daybreak. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Margaret’s cup pretty full. 

Mr. Lester returned home late, and was grocted by Tiffle 
with tho nows—Lord Dane was dead. He could not go to 
tho Castle that night; it had struck cloven; but he was 
there betimes on the following morning. It was nearly 
midday before he saw Lady Adelaida. She came to him with 
her hands stretched out, her eyes wild, her cheeks hectic. 

“ Take me away, Mr. Lester! Oh! take me away! I will 
not remain hore, the guest of Geoffry Dane,” 

Taken by surprise though ho was, Mr. Lester was only 
too willing to echo her words. Indeed, ho had been weigh¬ 
ing possibilities in his mind all tho morning, and lie 
ventured to speak of ono: 

That she would marry him quietly and privately that day 
in the Castle, and come at once to his Infuse. 

The proposal startled her to tremor. She shrank from it, 
and Mr. Lestgr saw it with pain. What else, .then? he 
inquired: any plan that she might suggost for her own 
comfort, he would holp her to carry out. 

Wbat else, indeed 1 What other plan was, there that 
could .be suggested ? She was fully determined—obstinately 
so, some might have said—not to remain another night in 
'po Castle, although Lord Dane had telegraphed for his 
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sister £t the earliest moment. Mr. tester rather wondered 
whence her .wish for haste might proceed. It never occurred 
to -him,' unconscious man, that she feared companionship 
with the new peer might peril her promise to him,., 

In her dilemma, in her difficulty of devising aify imme¬ 
diate homo for herself, she gave some sign of relenting. 
SophieLDeffloe, happily or unhappily, suggested Mrs. Grant’s, 
and that ended the contest. With a half cry, Lady Adolaido 
said she would not, could not go to Saptland; and Mr. 
Lester came again to the rescue, urging his suit by all tho 
oloquenco of which he was master. He reminded her that 
tlioro would bo no difficulty whatever in carrying out the 
arrangements with complete privacy; a special license was 
already in his possession, which allowed of tho ceremony 
being performed in tho Castle, and he begged hor to boar in 
mind the fact that hor uncle, Lord Dane, had himself urged 
their speedy union. 

“It will look so strange, to bo married whilst he lies 
dead in tho house! ” she said, with pouting lips. “ What 
will the world say at our going away on a wodding tour, 
even before ho is buried ? ” 

“ But I am not asking you to do that,” said Mr. Lester. 
“ I only say leave this home for mine. You shall remain 
there in privacy for a few days, and after tho funeral I will 
take you anywhere that you may wish to go. You might, 
indeed, come to mo as a visitor if you very much preferred 
it; Miss Biordillion is with me, you know; but I think, 
Adolaido, this would not be so pleasant for you. I am sure 
you would prefer to enter tho Hall at once as its mistress.” 

“ Yes; if I come,” she answered. 

There is no need to pursue tho argument. It is sufficient 
to say that Mr. Lester obtained her consent, and ho went 
forth to make the necessary arrangements. 

Scarcely knowing whether ho stood on las head or his 
heels, he halted outsrdo the Castle. The Hall must be 
warned, and proper preparations made for the reception of 
this unexpected bride; the clergyman must be. spoken to: 
which should he go to first ? He dashed off to the clergy¬ 
man’s, whose house was at the other extremity of Danesheld, 
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and, as it happened, ho chose wrongly, whereby ensued 
some complication. 

The Reverend Mr. James was out somewhere in the 
parish: he would be in directly to his two o’clock dinner. 
Leaving word that he would call again, Squire Lester bent 
his hasty steps towards his own home. 

It seemed deserted; there was no echo of children’s voices 
to bo heard; there was no sign of living creatures to bo 
seen. The remains of a ropast, laid in the dining-room, 
alone greeted Mr. Lester. He rang a peal, in his impatience, 
that eekood through the house, and Jones came in. 

“Whore’s Miss Bordillion?” 

“ She’s gone, sir.” 

“ Gone where ? ” 

“ Gone to Great Cross, sir, with Master Lester and -tho 
young ladies. They have been dining now, and will bo 
home to a late tea.” 

Mr. Lester broko out with an impatient word. Great 
Cross was a largo town some ton miles off by rail. How 
could proper arrangements bo carried out for the hasty 
reception of his wife at tho Hall, in tho • absence of its 
present mistress ? There were five hundred things on which 
he wanted to consult Miss Bordillion. 

“ What on earth took her off to Great Cross to-day ? ” ho 
exclaimed in his vexation. 

“ Well, sir,” said Jones, who, if ho ever condescended to a 
gossip with any one it was with his master, “ I think she's 
chiefly gone to buy a doll for Miss Lester. Master Wilfred 
poked out the eyes of the old one yesterday, and melted its 
wax nose off. Miss Maria cried so that Miss Bordillion 
promised to buy her one to replace it.” 

“ A new doll indeed ! ” retorted Mr. Lester; “ she’s getting 
too old for dolls. They have no business to go off in this 
manner for a day without consulting me.” 

“I heard Miss Bordillion remark to tho children, sir, 
that "she was sorry t you went out so early this morning, 
before‘sho could se^ you. If you had been home a quarter- 
of-an-honr earlier now, sir, you’d have seen them, for they 
tytve not long bodn gone,” 
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“ In that wretched omnibus, I suppose.” 

“No, sir. Master Wilfred’s driving them in tho pony- 
carriage. They were going by the half-past two train.” 

Mr. Lester pitlled out his watch. Ten minutes past two. 
There would not he timo for him to overtake them*; though 
ho might have done it had his horse been ready. The rail¬ 
way station was three miles off, and a public omnibus 
convoyed Dancsheld passengers to and fro. 

“ What arc they going to do with the pony-carriage ? ” ho 
rejoined, quite savagely. “ Leave it at the station ? ” 

“ Robert went over by the omnibus, sir, to bring it back," 
answered Jones, wondering much what could have gone 
wrong with his even-tempered master. 

Mr. Lester really was in a dilemma. It was an unusual 
position to be in: that of having to tell a household that lie 
was about to bring a bride home that day, and tilings must 
be in readiness to receive her. In his nature there was a 
certain reticence which rather deterred him from speaking ; 
he knew nothing whatever about household arrangements, 
and would have preferred to turn over the whole thing to 
Miss Bordillion, rather than havo to settle matters himself 
with his servants. And besides— and hero lay the gist of 
the whole matter—he owed it to Miss Bordillion to mako 
her acquainted with it at once. Short enough in any case 
would tho notice have been, and lie had an instinctive feeling 
that she would turn restive at the sudden invasion. 

“ Will you take any luncheon, sir ? ” 

“ Send Tiffle here,” said Mr. Lester, allowing the question 
to remain in abeyance. But luncheon was a meal he rarely 
took. 

Tiffle came in: her white muslin apron on ; her hands, 
whilst she waited for orders, smoothing themselves one over 
the other—as poor Hood, who went from us too early, had 
it—■“ washing her hands with invisible soap and impercep¬ 
tible water.” Tiffle seemed to bo always doing the same. 

She waited, but no words came from Jdr. Lester. Hd was 
thinking how much he should say and h^w much ho should 
leave unsaid. 

“ Did you please to want me, sir ? ” 
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Mr. Lester spoke then rather obscurely; giving the 
woman a hint of the case, and that such and such a 
possibility might occur. Many maid-servants would not 
havo understood his enigmatical language; but Tiffle’s 
intelligence was of the sharper order. 

“Booms to fco made ready for any contingency; Mr. 
Lester’s own rooms; certainly, they should be set about 
at onco. Should things be replaced as they were in tho 
late Mrs. Lester’s time? Should the pink silk toilette 
draperies-” 

Mr. Lester lifted his hand in reproof. He did not want 
to be questioned about details of which he knew nothing. 
Tifilo, in the absence of Miss Bordillion, must take every¬ 
thing upon herself, and exercise her own judgment. 

“ It was very good,” Tiffle answered. “ Would dinner bo 
required?” 

But this, Mr. Lester was really unable to say. • He 
supposed it would be: ho would endeavour to send word 
later, and tho hour. And Tiffle was to keep a silent tongue 
in her head, and not talk in the household. 

He wont up to his rooms, looking round him thero, and 
putting aside various odds-and-ends of his own that wero 
strewed about. A table in tho room called his dressing- 
room, but which he had not used as one of late years, but as 
a smoking-room if anything, had sundry bundles of papers 
on it, letters, and other things; these he glanced over, threw 
some on the floor to bo taken away, and the rest he locked 
up. It smelt of smoke, and ho put down the windows and 
propped tho door open; At length he took his departure, 
and sped back to the clergyman’s. 

It struck three. He had not thought it so late, and went 
along hurriedly. Soon he came to tho clergyman’s gate, and 
walked up thp narrow garden path. 

“ Is Mr. James come in ? ” 

“ He has been in, sir, and is gone again,” was the answer 
of the servant, who s t tood with the door in his hand. 

“ Been in and gono again 1 ” echoed Mr. Lester. 

“ Ho came in, sir, not five minutes after you were here, 
,j$nd said that hi must have his dinner directly. It was 
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servod, and I don’t think he was ten minutes over it before 
ho was out again.” 

“ Did you givo him my message ? inquired Mr. Lester. 

\ “ Yes, sir. I said you wanted him upon business of very 
great importance; he replied that he was obliged fo go out, 
but would be back again as soon as possible/ 

Mr. Lester looked around him in blank consternation. Any 
delay in the preliminaries, and Lady Adolaido might waver 
in her bargain, for she was capricious as the wind. Not to 
call hor his own that day now that the cup of bliss had been 
brought so near him, Mr. Lester would have thought tin 
greatest misfortune in life. Had he gone to his own home 
in the first instance and come here afterwards, ho might have 
caught both Miss Bordillion and Mr, James. If ho know 
where to look for the reverend man, he would start off in 
pursuit; but .Danesliold was a tolerably largo parish, taking 
in the rural portion of it, and a very straggling one. 
Leaving a few pencilled words for Mr. James, he walked 
away towards the Castle. 

The news on his arrival there both soothed and irritated 
him. Lady Adelaide was dressing for the ceremony. All 
very well, so far; but what if the clergyman did not make 
his appearance? Mr. Lester was as a man upon thorns, 
lie saw Lord Dane and asked if he would give Lady 
Adelaide away. Very quiet was the reply, but it was in the 
negative; Lord Dane had business elsewhere; and a sus¬ 
picion arose to Mr. Lester that the new peer was resenting 
the young lady’s hasty departure as a slight upon himself. 

It was past six when Mr. Lester again went home. lie 
made some alteration in his dress, and took a mouthful of 
food as a substitute for dinner, for Lady Adolaido had 
declined to dine on her arrival. The clergyman had not yet 
turned up, and Mr. Lester was in a fever.- He had been 
down again to tho parsonage now; tho servant said her 
master’s tea was waiting for him, and ho was sure not to be 
long. 

What about Miss Bordillion ? Mr. Lester had been in 
hopes that she also would be at homo, but she was not. Ho 
sat down and wrote a note to her, telling "Piffle to give it her 
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as soon as she came in. He thon ordered his close carriago 
and went back in it to the Castle. The clergyman had not 
come, and ho sent the carriage down to the parsonage to 
wait for him. 

As Mr. Lester entered the groat hall which had been 
hastily prepared for the eoremony, the late Lord Dane's 
official table serving for a temporary altar, covered with a 
gorgeous cloth—who should come fluttering up to him but 
Cecilia Dane. Lord Dane, as good as his word, had 
telegraphed for her early in the morning; and what with 
the hurried journey, and what with the news that greeted 
her, Miss Dane was moro of a child than usual, and began 
asking him whether she could stand by Lady Adelaide at 
that altar in her heavy black gown, and whether there was 
time for her to go. home and change it for a white one. Mr. 
Lester put her aside with a good-humoured word, as ho 
wont in search of one nearer and dearer. Black or white, 
what mattered such surroundings, if only that other one 
became his! There was a feeling on Mr. Lester, and had 
been all day, that she might yet slip through his fingers; 
there always is a fear of the sort, more or loss, in regard to 
anything desired with intensity, when the time of fruition is 
at hand. And so the evening sped on. 

It was getting on for ten o’clock, and Miss Bordillion was 
seated in an easy chair in the handsome drawing-room at the 
Hall. She and her charges had come home late, past eight, 
and glad enough she was, when tea was over, to despatch 
them to bed and bo at rest. Even Wilfred was tired, and had 
made no domands to sit up later, as ho generally did. 
Somewhat to her surprise, as she thus sat, the servant came 
in and began to light the largo centre chandelier, which was 
not used in general. 

“ Why are you lighting that, Jones ? ” 

“ Tiffle sont me to do it, ma’am. She thought she heard 
the carriage coming down the road.” 

“Is Mr. Lester ouj in the carriago to night?” 

“ Yes, ma’am.” 

“ But why need you light the chandelier ? There is 
efficient light in* the room without it.” 
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Jones could only repeat that he was doing it by Tiffle’s 
orders. The man had not been made a confidant of by TifHo, 
who had kept her information close. Ho knew there had 
been some unusual stir going on in the house, but never 
glanced at the real facts. 

The carriage was Mr. Lester’s. It slowly came round to 
the front, and Jones, his lighting finished, hastened out. 
Another minute and Mr. Lester came in, Lady Adelaide on 
his arm. 

Had Miss Bordillion seen an apparition enter, she could 
not huve bcen more startled and astonished. Lady Adelaide 
threw a rich cloak from her white shoulders ns she entered, 
and stood revealed in her evening -attire; a white silk robe 
adorned with costly lace, a pearl necklace, pearl bracelets, and 
white gloves. A small wreath was round her hair behind, 
from which fell a veil that looked very like a bridal one. 
Had Miss Bordillion entertained any suspicion of the truth, 
and looked closely, she might have seen that the wreath was 
composed of orange blossoms. But she was too bewildered 
to look or to think ; and stood with a petrified stare. What 
should bring Lady Adelaide to the Hall at this hour? 
What should have caused her to deck herself out in that 
manner, with her uncle lying dead at the Castle. 

“ How do you do, Miss Bordillion ? It is scarcely fair to 
take the house by storm in this way, is it ? But I believe 
there was no help for it.” 

She advanced as she hold out her hand, and it brought her 
under the blaze of light. Never had she looked more 
beautiful. Margaret Bordillion mechanically touched the 
offered hand, and glanced at Mr. Lester for an explanation, 
which he did not appear to see. He was looking at Lady 
Adelaide. 

“ Is tea ready, do you know, Margaret ? You would liko 
Some at once, would you not, Adelaide ? ” 

“ Oh, yes.” 

Never had Margaret Bordillion been so scared oufbf her 
Self-possession. Muttering some half-intelligible words 
about “ telling the servants to bring it iii,” she escaped from 
the room. Ere she had gone half-way apross the hall, sho 
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remembered that the children had left some toys on the sofa 
near the door, not particularly ornamental to a drawing-room, 
and she turned back for them. 

She opened the door softly, not caring that they should 
notice her re-ontranco, intending to scramble up the things 
and escape again. Better that she had not gone back! Mr. 
Lester stood with his back to her; ho had gathered that fair 
girl in his arms, and was whispering words of welcome with 
his eyes and lips. Margaret left the toys and went out 
again-, a dim suspicion, not of the truth, but of something liko 
it, beginning to make its way to her brain. 

At the foot of the stairs she encountered Tiffle and Sophie 
Deffloe. The latter was without her bonnet, and looked as 
much at homo as if sho had lived in tho Hall for a year. 
Tiffle was gorgoous in a stiffened-out old purple silk gown, 
and white bows in her cap. 

“ I’ve been showing mem’zel her lady’s rooms,” said Tiffle, 
her green eyes turned stealthily on Miss Bordillion’s changing 
face; “ leastways master’s rooms, which is tho same thing 
now. But the luggage hasn’t come down yet from the Castle, 
and mem’zel can’t unpack.” 

“ Has Lady Adelaide Errol come to remain the night '! ” 
inquired Margaret, more bewildered, more at sea than ever, 
“ Here, in Mr. Lester’s house ? ” 

“ My lady’s come for good, ma’am ; come home,” responded 
Tiffle, winking and blinking as if tho light of the hall lamp 
dazzled her oyes, though in reality never taking them from 
the face of Miss Bordillion. “ She and master have just been 
married, and he has just brought her home. Didn’t the note 
he left explain—Goodness me! ” broke off Tiffle, diving into 
her pocket, “ to think that I should have forgot to give you 
this, ma’am ? I’m sure I beg ten thousand pardens! Mr. 
Lester wrote it when ho was at home this afternoon, and 
charged me to give it you myself, and I put it in my pocket 
for safety. Out of sight, out of mind.” 

She had kept it there purposely, and she knew it. 
Margai-et did not Mnt: Sho only leaned against the wall 
for a moment’s support; her face was growing ghastly, 
but she strove to, carry it all off with an easy hand, and her 
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poor dry Ups parted with a faint smile as she turned to 
Sophie. 

“ Married I Indeed ? ” 

“But I surely thought it never would have got done 
to-night, miss,” spoke up that self-possessed and volnblc 
demoiselle. “ My young lady lias been sitting dressed since 
this afternoon, and the cure—what you call parson—could 
not be found. It was nine o’clock when ho came, and we 
had nearly given him up. They wore married in tho great 
salon, the hall ;• and Miss Dane, sho was maid of honour in 
a blaek robe. It was bod luck that, and I said so; but they 
would not listen. My lady’s dross was all right; it was a 
now ono made for her just before these troubles, and she had 
never worn it; and I went out and succeeded in getting tho 
veil and tho flowers in Danesheld.” 

Margaret Bordillion had heard enough. Tiffle began to 
toll of the confidence her master had reposed in her, and tho 
bustle it had put her and the housemaids in; but sho 
succeeded in passing them, and went up tho stairs. The 
doors of Mr. Lester’s rooms were open, and a flood of light 
came forth from them into the corridor. Margaret loaned 
her aching head against the wall, and opened the letter. 

It contained only a few brief linos; explaining to her what 
was in contemplation, and tho reasons for the haste—that 
Lady Adelaide had no other home to go to, and w ished at 
onco to leave the Castle, of which the now peer had taken 
possession. The words were penned with tho utmost kind¬ 
ness, almost tenderness; and she stood looking at them sho 
knew not how long, her sight dimmed by misery. 

“ Margaret.” 

The call startled her, for it was Mr. Lester’s. Crushing 
tho note into her pocket, and passing her hand across her 
eyes and brow, she moved to the head of tho staircase and 
answered it. 

“ Yes.” 

“ Do come down and make tea, Margaret,” he said, rfinning 
lightly up. “ Poor Adelaide feels shy and strange ; it is only 
natural she should do so, coming thus*suddenly amidst us 
all. It is quite an exceptional caso, you sec.” 



160 


LAfcY ADELAIDE. 


“ I—I cannot,” gasped Margaret. “ Indeed I cannot.” 

Mr. Lester took one of the trembling hands in his, and laid 
the other gently on her shoulder. 

“ Margaret, forgive mo. I soc that this is an awful blow to 
you, and* can discern its source. You are thinking of the 
slight on poor Katherine. The feeling may be a just one ; 
but remember she is gono. Do not—do not let it pre¬ 
judice yon against my young wife, whom I have just sworn 
to lovo and cherish. Como down to her in your woman’s 
pity.’ 

Thinking of Katherine ! Well, better that ho should have 
taken up the idea. Almost unconscious of what she did, she 
yielded mechanically to his hand, which grasped hers tightly, 
and drew lior gently after him. 

“ I did not know of it,” she said. “ Tifflo never gave me 
the note you left. Of course you took me by surprise.” 

“ TifHe’s a fool for her pains then,” returned Mr. Lester. 

Tho tea-things were in the drawing-room then, and Sophie 
was taking off her lady’s veil. Adelaide turned to Miss 
Bordillion. 

“ It was in my way when I sat down,” she said, in a tone 
that Rounded something like an apology. “ It is a long one.” 

“ You will not have the wreath off as well, my lady,” asked 
Sophie. 

“ No. That does not trouble me.” 

Sophie retired, folding up the veil, and Lady Adelaide 
camo and sat at tho table by Miss Bordillion. With an action 
that seemed liko the petulance of a spoiled child, she took 
her gloves off, and flung them on the table. It left tho 
wedding ring conspicuous: she wore no other. 

“I wonder how long it will bo before I grow used to it ?” 
she said, glancing at Mr. Lester. 

He only smiled in answer. Margaret was already making 
tho tea. But how sho got through tho evening—and with a 
calm exterior—sho does not know to this hour. 

Th'e next day she encountered them both: not by her own 
wish; rather in express opposition to it. She remained in 
her own sitting-room all the morning, keeping the children 
with her. excenti rebellious Wilfred, who was off. stio Itnow 
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iiut whither. After their morning lessons were over, tlicy 
went' out to play, Margaret with them. The fresh air 
might be good for her fainting spirit. “Come quietly 
this way,” she whispered; and took them down the back 
stairs, and ont by the back door, avoiding the ordinary pas¬ 
sages in her dread of seeing Mr. Lester and his wife. 

They went to what was called “ Mrs. Lester’s garden,” a 
square piece of ground, close to the liouso, but well sheltered 
from view by trees and shrubs. Here Margaret sat down 
on a bench, and the two girls did what they chose. Both 
wore very young children for their ago; or, it may rather lx 
said, for tho present age. They were thoroughly natural, 
and simple: a few, lot us say it in gratitude, are to be met 
with still, who are not jvomen before their time. Maria had 
her doll’s perambulator ; the now doll, bought yesterday at 
Great Cross, was Boated in it in state: a wondrous doll, as 
large as a baby, with blue eyes and flaxen hair, not unlike 
the new stepmother Maria lmd yet to see. Strange as it 
may seem, Lady Adelaide Errol and Mr. Lester’s children 
had never met, although she had been so long at Dane 
Castle. But Mr. Lester was not one who liked to take his 
children out with him, or allow them to appear when he fi&d 
guests at home. 

A sudden noise caused Miss Bordillion to look up. 
Wilfred had appeared on the scone, was making a raid on 
the new doll, and the little girls began to scream. Mar¬ 
garet, anxious to avoid noise to-day, went towards them to 
end tho disturbance by her authority, and found Master 
Wilfred holding the doll head downwards above their reach, 
and enjoying their distress. But the noiso subsided before 
she was quite up with them: tho girls ceased screaming and 
stood still; Wilfred, with a pleasant laugh, put tho outraged 
doll back in its carriage ; and Miss Bordillion found herseli 
face to face with Lady Adelaide Lester. 

“I think I have lost my way,” she said, with a smile, 
holding out her hand in greeting to Miss Bordillion. “ Mr. 
Lester came out with me, but stayed to speak to some man, 
and I walked on. Are you quite well this morning ? ” 

“Quito well,” murmured Margaret, whose colour went 

Lady Adelaide. n 



162 ,1ADY ADELAIDE. 

and came to sucli a degree that it caught the observation of 
Master Wilfred, absorbed though he" was;' The boy had 
propped his back against a.tree, and was storing at hi§ ,now 
stepmother. She had resumed her deep mourning to-day, 
and wore a black burnous cloak of some thin material, with 
silken tassels; but there was nothing to protect her head 
except its abundance of bright flaxen hair, of .the. same 
colour as Maria’s doll. 

“ And now I must know which is which,” she said; with a 
smile at the two children. “ This is Maria,” she continued, 
pointing to Edith. - 

There was a laugh. Maria blushed and said no, she was 
Maria. Lady Adelaide looked at her for a minute, more 
critically than kindly. 

“ She is not like Mr. Lester.” 

“She’s like our dead mamma,” put in Wilfred;, “only 
prettier.” 

Lady Adelaide turned upon him. “You are like Mr. 
Lester,” she said. “ I should have known you anywhere for 
his son. Sow old are you? ” 

“ Fourteen.” 

“ Fourteen ! I had no idea the children were so old,” she 
murmured, half to herself. I don’t think I over asked, 
though. Is ho always at homo?” she added, looking at 
Miss Bordillion. 

“ Only in the holidays, in genoral. This is an exceptional 
time. Ho is at Rugby. Illness broke out in tlio school, 
and tho boys were sent home.” 

“ I shall nOt trouble you, Lady Adelaide,” put in the boy, 
“if you are afraid of that. I can keep myself out of your way.” 

She looked gravely at him, as if sho were weighing the 
words. In reality sho was looking at the marvellous beauty 
of liis face, of his blue eyes. Wilfred, of a touchy nature, 
hot-tempered and proud, thought sho did not beliove his 
assurance. If may be that the boy in his hoart was resent¬ 
ing his father’s second marriage just as keenly as was Miss 
Bordillion. f 

“ Shall I take ftu oath to do so, Lady Adelaide ? I will 
Jf you like.” 
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What could hare caused the words so to tell upon her ? 
Her face became hot and cold, as one in terror; and she 
looked: from Mm to Miss Bordillion ; from Miss Bordillion 
to him again: a stealthy look of fear. 

« Why do you say that tome?”- 

“ I thought you seemed to doubt me,” returned Wilfred, 
who was regarding his new stepmother as keenly as she was 
regarding him. I don’t suppose you will have anything 
at all to do with us; Miss Bordillion sees to Maria.” 

Lady Adelaide turned away with a laugh, and held out 
her hand to tho little girls. “ Which of you will show me 
the way to? the rosory ? ” she asked. “ Mr. Lester was going 
to take mo to it, but I suppose I liavo caused him to'miss 
me, by turning in here.” 

They both responded to the challenge and ran forward 
with her. Wilfred Lester followed them with his eyes. 

. “ I don’t like her at all, Margaret. She is not kind.” 

“ Hush, Wilfred. You cannot judge of what she is, or 
tell whether yon will liko her or not, until you shall have 
seen more of her.” 

“ Can’t I ? ” answered the bold boy, “ wo shall see if we 
live long enough. Good-day to you, Margaret; I’m going 
for a sail with old Gand.” 

As lie vaulted away in one direction, Mr. Lester appeared 
in another, looking for his wife. With almost feverish 
nervousness, as though she feared tho moment for- speaking 
would be lost. Margaret Bordillion went up and. accosted 
him. She had lain awako tho whole of tho previous night, 
thinking of her plans, and she hastenud to unfold them. 

With rapid, eager utterance, — with words that were 
utterly unlike tho usually calm tones of Miss Bordillion,— 
she poured forth her wish; nay, her prayer. Sho would 
hire that small house of his that was vacant, Cliff Cottago, 
if he would accept her as ,a tenant; there she would live 
and. keep Edith with .her and educate her; she liad^been 
thinking that perhaps he would allow,her to have Maria 
also. 

Mr. Lester laughed in answer. 

“ How can you. be so foolish, Margaret ? * Cliff Cottage ? 
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Why, it isn’t large enough to swing a cat in. And where’s 
your income to come from to keep it up ? ” 

“ I have a hundred a year of my own, as you know. And 
the money that Major Bordillion intended to pay for Edith’s 
schooling can be paid -to me instead, if I educate her. 
Perhaps you will also pay me for Maria ? ” 

“Well, you have settled it nicely! What on earth is 
running in your head, Margaret ? ” 

“ You will not want any of ns now: you have yoUr wife. 
Wilfred is the greater part of his time at school; Maria 
will be bettor with me than at home. As you once observed, 
Lady Adelaide possesses neither the age nor the experience 
to take upon hersolf so great a tie, even if she had the 
inclination.” 

“ But what I want to know is, why you need leave us at 
all ? ” rejoined Mr. Lester. “ You ean be just as comfort* 
able here as you have been. The house-——” 

“ It could not bo; it could not be,” she interrupted, in 
unmistakable agitation. Mr. Lester regarded her with 
surprise. 

“ Why not ? ” he asked, after a pause. “ That you have 
some powerful motive for this proposed flight from the 
Hall, I plainly see. Will you not tell me what it is ? ” 

Tho painful crimson suffused her face and then left it 
pale as marble. Did he suspect tho truth then, as he gazed 
upon her emotion V It cannot be said; Margaret never 
knew, then or afterwards.. He gave no sign, save that an 
answering flush rose to his own brow and dyed it red. 

“ You shall have Cliff Cottage, if you wish it so very 
much,” he said, gently. “ But as to Maria—wo will talk 
of that another time.” . 

She bowed her thanks, and Mr. Lester turned away 
abruptly in search of the Lady Adelaide. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

CHANGES. 

Herbert Geoffry, seventeenth Baron Dane, stopped into 
the honours of his ancestors, inherited and conferred. Ho 
set out with an intention to deserve them. Tho unsigned 
will of the lato Lord Dane lie carried out to tho letter. 
Every wish stated in it he honourably fulfilled ; every legacy 
bequeathed in it ho paid, just as though the deed had been 
duly executed. Tho Lady Adelaide’s namo was down in it 
for fifteen thousand pounds, and that sum was paid over to 
Mr. Lester. 

But some great change had come over tho young lord; a 
strange sadness seemed to hang ever upon him. He con¬ 
fined himself very much to the Castle, paying few visits, 
and living as quietly as lie could well do. The impulsive, 
careless spendthrift appeared to have taken another nature 
with his inheritance, and all at once to have become sober 
and prudent. Marks of this were daily apparent, and Danes- 
lield looked on in wonder. Some of tho domestics wore 
dismissed with a year’s wages, and the household at tho 
Castle was re-organised on a small scale. 

If there was one person not satisfied with the new peer, 
that ono was John Mitchel: for he had been rejected as tenant 
for the Sailors’ Rost. Mr. Apperly had gone on and com¬ 
pleted the assignment of the lease to the man, in spite of 
Lord Dane’s warning: ho was destined to find tho parch¬ 
ment useless ; and that the Sailors’ Rest was. to be given to 
Richard Ravonsbird. 

“ To Ravonsbird! ” ho exclaimed in his astonishment when 
the nows burst upon him—not that the word is quite ap¬ 
propriate, for Lord Dane spoke in a particularly unemotional 
tone. “ Ravensbird ! Surely your lordship does not intend 
to bestow it upon him ? ” ? 

“ Yes, I do. Did you not know he was one of the appli¬ 
cants ? ” 

“ Oh, I knew that, well enough. But I should have thought 
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your lordship would put him at the bottom of the list; or, 
rather, put him out of it altogether.” ... 

“ Your opinion and mine, then, Apperly, are at issue upon 
tho point,” said Lord Dane pleasantly. “ I cannot divest 
myself of the feeling that the man has had somo injustice 
dealt out to him lately; and I think we Danes owe him a 
recompense. And, setting that aside, why should L not let 
him have the house ? Ho is ready with the money, and will 
no doubt bo a good tenant.” 

“Can your mind entirely absolve him from all suspicion 
— in regard to that night’s fatal work ? ” - 

“ It hns absolved him long ago,” was Lord Dane’s reply. 
“ I as fully and truly believe in Ravensbird’s alibi as I do 
that you and. I are talking face to face. I should not be 
likely, otliorwise, to let him rent any house of mine.” 

“ It will be a terrible blow to Mitekcl,” groaned Mr. Ap¬ 
perly, thinking of a certain bank-note that was lying in 
his desk. 

“ Not more than it would be to Ravensbird, if I chose 
Mitehol' and rejected him. In common justice, I repeat, it 
is Ravensbird who ought to have it; ho was the first to 
apply to Hawthorne, and he also came' to me, asking my 
interest with Lord I)!Lne.” 

“Lord Dane would nover have given it him,” said the 
lawyer testily. “ Ho gave it to Mitchel. It was as good as 
giving it.” 

“ At any rate, I elect in favour of Ravensbird,” was the 
decisive answer ; and the lawyer winced at tho tone. “ You 
can make out tho necessary documents. It is exceedingly 
unjust, I know, to cast one man’s sin upon another,” resumed 
Lord Dane after a pause, “ but, to tell you the truth, I can’t 
bear to- hear, the name of Mitchel. Had his brother, the 
preventive-man, not lost his wits that , night, Harry Dane 
might now bo living amongst us.” 

“ In that case your lordship would not be Lord Dane,” 
was the lawyer’s bolcl rejoinder. 

“ A very slight calamity in comparison with his death,” 
returned Lord Dane. “I would give up all my revenues 
.cheerfully, if it would bring him to life again.” 
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go Mr.. Apperly tad to make out fresh papers and return 
the ten-pound note, which, was something like having a tooth 
drawn. No chance was there of getting any such douceur from 
Bavehsbird: if that gentleman could not obtain his ends 
by sturdy independence in a fair field, he would noVer bribe 
for them.- Mr. Apporly-, in his anger, told John Mitchol 
that-the new Lord Dane could not forgive his brother for 
having “played the idiot” that night: and John Mitchel 
forthwith rushed off to tho coastguardsmah, with reproaches 
loud and deep, which nearly brought anothor fit on that weak 
and shrinking man. . - 

Jtavensbird paid down tho requisite money, and, on tho 
departure of Hawthorne, took possession of the Sailors’ Best. 
One singular clause Lord Dane caused to be inserted in the 
lease; that, by giving Bavonsbird six weeks’ notice, he could 
at any time oblige him to leave the house. Eavonsbird 
demurred to this; he had novor heard of such a proviso in 
any lease in the world, he said, and he should liko to know 
tho motive for inserting it. Lord Dane did not give his 
motive, but he was resolute as to its insertion : and Bavons- 
bird at length signed the lease, objectionablo clause and all, 
and entered into possession. 

“ Much good ltavensbird would do at it! or any other 
man who had no wife! ” was one of the gratuitous com¬ 
ments offered by the busy neighbourhood. “Who over 
hoard of an inn prospering without a landlady ? ” Bavens- 
bird heard all with the coolest equanimity. 

Changes took place at tho Hall. Miss Bordillion was 
movingout of it into Cliff Cottage, taking Edith with her. 
She had saved a very little money out of her hundred a 
year, which she expended on furniture, and Mr. Lester 
desired her to send down any articles she liked from the 
Hall. Tiffle made a face over tho generosity, and bewailed 
it openly; though Miss BordiHion chose very few things, 
and those of the plainest. v 

On the day following Lord Dane’s funeral, Mr. and Lady 
Adelaide Lester quitted Danesheld for Jhiris; an unknown 
place to Adelaide, which she had long been wild to see, 
believing it to be neither more nor less {than the paradise • 



168 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


of the lower world. Mademoiselle Sophie Deffloe had re¬ 
peatedly assured her that it was frothing else. This gave 
Miss Bordillion time for her arrangements: as they were 
gono, there was' no immediate hurry for her quitting the 
Hall: btft she would leave it before they returned. 

Tiffle was playing her cards well. Upon Lady Adelaide’s 
coming homo in the unexpected manner related, Tiffle, though 
apparently all smiles and sweetness, was inwardly full of 
vengeance, and vowed to leave at the month’s end. But during 
the very few days that Lady Adelaide and Mr. Lester re¬ 
mained at the Hall, Tiffle began to discern that she might 
possibly malco it worth her while to remain. Lady Adelaide 
was young, careless, inexperienced, and yielding: when 
Tiffle went to hor for orders, she would say, “ Oh, I don’t 
know anything about it; do as you like; ask Miss Bor¬ 
dillion : ” and it dawned upon Tiffle’s mind that with this 
young lady at the head of the household she could do as 
she liked ; more effectually than she had done even during 
the timid sway of that other lady. And so Tiffle gave her 
cards a shuffle, and set about ingratiating herself with the 
new mistress, making things easy and comfortable for her 
on her return. 

The weeks went on. Miss Dane still inhabited hor former 
home, the little ivied house—very much to her own dis¬ 
satisfaction. Dane Castle seemed an enviable place to 
live at: it was very strange, she thought, that her brother * 
could not have her with him, and one day she told 
him so. She paid him a visit of many hours almost every 
day, and received, as the Castle’s mistress, any visitors who 
might call. She and her brother were standing together 
at the drawing-room window when she spoke, their eyes 
following a carriage that was rolling Away smoothly down 
tho road; a well appointed close carriage, whose inmates, 
Mr. and Lady Adelaide Lester, had just boon paying their 
first visit .to tho Castlo. Miss Dane stood by hor brother in 
deep mourning, with her drooping curls and pink cheeks. 

It was the first tiihe Lord Dane had seen Lady Adelaide 
since her marriage.’ He called at tho Hall after their return 
^—fulfilling punctually the social requirements of life-—but 
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they had gone out for a drive. The sojourn in Paris had 
lasted two months, and Lady Adelaide, who had plunged 
into all the gaiety that the season allowed, seemed glad to 
be at home again. 

“ How changed she is, Herbert! ” exclaimed Miss Dauo, as 
the carriage receded from their sight. 

« Shall you ever remember to drop that name of mine, 
do you think, Cecilia ? ” was the rejoinder of Lord Dane. 

“ Geoffry, then, to please you. I do forget; but it does 
not matter much, does it, dear? Don’t you think she’s 
changed somehow ? ” 

“ Not particularly, that I see.” 

“ Oh! but she is.' She’s thin and pale and worn; she 
looks like one who is wearied to death.”, 

lie mado no rejoinder. Ho was leaning against the deep 
window-frame, his eyes fixed on the distant waves beyond 
tho ruins, his fingers unconsciously playing with his watch- 
guard. Was he thinking of those happy meetings he used 
to hold with her, his best and dearest love; with her who 
was now the wife of another ? 

“ I hope she has not made a mistake,” resumed Miss Dane, 
in her little chirping voice. “ It must be very nice to be 
married, and have a beautiful home, and a husband of your 
own, especially if he’s handsome, and not too old ; but, oh 
dear ! if it does not turn out happily afterwards ! I should 
have a bower made of weeping willows, and sit in it with 
my guitar, and cry all day, if it wero my case. That would 
be a little relief, wouldn’t it, Geoffry ? ” 

Geoffry just moved his lips by way of intimating that be 
beard. But Miss Dane was one of those happy persons 
who can talk on with unruffled equanimity, answered or 
unanswered. 

“ He’s very handsome ; every one knows that. Sometimes, 
when I’m looking at him in church, I wonder whether there’s 
another face in the world as beautiful as his. But I never 
fell in love with him, Geolfry ; I never did, indeed ; he has 
had one wife, you know, and very nice she was, Jkough 
delicate : and his children are half as old as I am. Perhaps 
Adelaide thinks of that, now that it’s too la|c. Oh dear! ” 
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Lord Dai© took up a glass - that lay on the table behind 
him, and gazed attentively at a ship that was posing. The 
sun’s rays played upon his bright hair, upon his pale features, 
on which there sat a sad, subdued sort of expression, that 
Miss Dahe did not remember to hare previously seen. 

“ Geoffry, you look changed,” she said, shaking back her 
smooth ringlets: “and do you know, you are changed, now 
I come to think of it I- You are so much more silent than 
you used to bo, and you seem always to be thinking. I’m 
sure you did not say three words to Adelaide just now, and 
that was not polite of you; she’s a bride, you know, dear.” 

“I was talking to Mr.^Lester.” 

“ Not much. Herbert, I’ll tell you what it is—Geoffry, I 
mean—you are getting moped through living alone in this 
great place, not 'a soul to speak to, morning and evening, 
but the servants. And I’m sure. I’m moped at home.” 

“ That vessel has the Prussian flag flying, Cecilia,” ex¬ 
claimed Lord Dane, steadying tho glass. “She’s a queer 
build. Wouldn’t you like to look at her ? ” 

“ I don’t care to look at flags and ships. I want something 
else, Geoffry.” 

“ Well, what do you want ? ” he asked, looking down 
kindly on the weak, childish, but ever sweet-tempered face, 
turned pleadingly to his. 

“ I nevor teased you about it, Geoffry, but indeed I wish 
you’d let me. It’s hardly right, now that you are the great 
Lord Dane.” 

“ What is not right ? ” 

“ To leave me in that poor little house all alone, whilst 
you enjoy this large fine castle,” she answered, smoothing 
down the crepe trimmings on her gown, as we sometimes 
see a timid little maiden smoothing down her white pinafore 
as she stands shyly before us. “You might let me come 
and live hero, Geoffry. It is strange you should not. We 
always have lived together, and I am your only sister.” 

“ Whenever I settle down at the Castle, Cecilia, you shall 
come t^jit.” 

“ But have you not settled down ?” 

. “ No. I am going away from it almost immediately. It 
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lias been my intention to-travel ever since.my uncle died; 
but business, matters have delayed my departure. I shall 
soon go-away, and perhaps for a long time.” 

“ Oh dear 1 ” ejaculated Miss Dane. 

“ I have never had an opportunity- of visiting - Hie con¬ 
tinental world, beyond one or two brief visits to Paris; I 
have been.. too_ poor, as you know,” resumed Lord Dane. 
“ There’s nothing to prevent me now.” 

“ What am I to do ? ” she asked, piteously. 

“ Mako yourself hajipy at home with your birds and your 
dowers, Cely, as you will be. There’s not a woman living 
who possesses a more choorful and contented mind than you.” 

A But, Geoffry, can I stay all alone by myself? ” 

“ I should not trust you,” ho answered, with a faint attempt 
to bo gay. “ You. shall havo Mrs. Knox with you, and T’ll 
allow you any amount of income you may ask for.” 

“ I shall like to have Mrs. Knox,” returned Miss Dane, 
who was as easily pleased as a child. “ And how long shall 
you be away, Geoffry—three mouths ? ” 

“ Three years, more likely.” 

“ Oh, Geoffry! ” , 

He interrupted the startled scream. In truth, he had 
spoken in careless haste, not having intended to admit 
so much. 

“ 1 really cannot tell how long I shall remain away, Cecilia. 
Possessing no definite plans, it is impossible to say what I 
limy do, or where I may go. Of one thing you may rest 
assured—that I shall come back some time, Heaven per¬ 
mitting me; and when I do come, you shall make your 
home hero at the Castle, and be its mistress.” 

“ How nice that will be ! ” sho said, twirling her fingers in 
and out of her light-brown ringlets. “ But, Geoffry, you 
may be bringing home a wife. Yon may, you know.” 

Geoffry Dane shook his head. “ I think not,” he answered, 
and his tone was rather peculiarly decisive. “ But, Cecilia 
—about yourself, during»my absence. f You would like a 
pony-carriage, would you not ? And yoy must keoj^one or 
two additional servants; I should prefer it. You will be 
more comfortable. I know, in the small home, than you 
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would be in this rambling, gloomy old place without me. 
When I return you shall play the great lady in it.” 

Cecilia Dano clappod her hands; but even in tho very 
act, some feeling stole over her, which caused hor to bead 
her pink cheeks and droop her eyelids in confusion. 

“ What is it, Cely ? ” 

“ I may bo married myself by that time, Geoffry. Don’t 
you think so ? ” 

Lord Dane laughed. “ Of course you may. But, Cecilia ” 
—and his tone turned to gravity—“ you must promise me 
one thing: that you will not marry any one, that is, that 
you will not engage yoiu;self to any one, without first writing 
to consult me. I’ll never stand in your way, when it is for 
your real happiness; but you have money, and will have 
more, and you don’t know what sort of pretenders may be 
coming after it. Confide in Mrs. Knox, as you did when 
you wero a little girl; and write constantly to mo. You 
will promise all this ? ” 

“ I promise it faithfully, Geoffry; for I know I ain not 
wise.” 

And Lord Dano knew that ho might implicitly trust her. 
As slio said, sho was not wise, and she was older than he, 
but, sho was very easily guided; and sho yielded to his 
judgment always, with tho perfect simple faith of a child. 

Did you observe the romark made by Miss Dane in the 
above conversation which related to Lady Adelaide Lester V 
She was changed; was thin, and pale, and worn, looking 
liko one who is wearied to death. 

As the days and weeks wont on, others began to make the 
same remark : Lady Adelaide seemed to have something the 
matter with her. She was happy enough with Mr. Lester, 
so far as the world saw; but there was a listless apathy in 
her manner which does not generally accompany content¬ 
ment. There was one peculiarity that had never been 
observed in her beforo : when accosted suddenly, sho would 
start as if in fear, and be soma moments recovering her 
self-possession. liad she made a mistake in marrying 
George Lester ? Had the conviction come to her, now that 
it was too late ?{. Lord Dane, hor once betrothed lover, had 
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warned hor that her days, if she did marry him. would bo 
one long unsatisfied yearning—a yearning for escape from 
the existence she had imposed on herself. Had he spokon 
with provision ? That she was a disappointed woman, who 
had some dark shadow following her, a keen discerrfcr could 
not doubt. 

One, at least, did not see ol* suspect this; and that was 
Mr. Lester. That gentleman’s fondness for his wife was as 
a passion, in which all ordinary observation was lost. Ho 
only lived to love her, to study lxer wishes, to obey her as a 
slave. Her slightest will was made law; her most trifling 
wish was carried out. That it would render her imperious 
and exacting was almost certain; but Mi-. Lester was too 
completely absorbed in the present to think of the future. 
He never suspected that she was not happy. Since her 
marriage her health had been rather delicate; quito sufficient, 
in that fond man’s judgment, to account for her loss of 
spirits; and ho sujqiosod, as she regained her strength, and 
the past troubles at the Castle grow more distant, the old 
gaiety and the saucy repartee would return. She had no 
tins at tho Hall; Wilfred Lester had returned to llugby, 
and Maria was at Cliff Cottage, under the charge of Miss 
Bordillion. In Mr. Lester’s doting love for his new wife, 
the love of his children was fading to a very faint sentiment. 
He had never been a man to bestow upon them much tender¬ 
ness, and it is probable that his wife had it in her power to 
draw him effectually from them, if she chose to do so. 

“ Shall Maria remain at homo with a governess, or shall I 
place her with Miss Bordillion ? ” he had asked his wife on 
their return from Paris. 

“ Place her with Miss Bordillion,” said Lady Adelaide at 
once; “ there will bo no responsibility on me, and we shall 
be better alone. She can como and stqy with us at times, 
you know.” 

So Mr. Lester made the arrangement with Miss Box-dillion, 
paying her a liberal sum with Maria, and the Hall was free. 

One morning Sophie DefHoe came to her mistress. Sho 
would give warning, if my lady pleased—she hoped my lady 
would allow her to leave as soon as it was gonvonient. 
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Lady Adelaide,/.much surprised and annoyed,-for any¬ 
thing seemed to have power to surprise or annoy h^r now, 
inquired, with some asperity, what Sophie meant; and 
Sophie, with matter-of-fact equanimity, as became one of 
her natihn, replied that she had mado up her’mind to marry 
Richard Ravenshird. * 

“ Ravenshird has taken the Sailors’ Rest! ” exclaimed 
Lady Adelaide. . 

“ Oh dear yes, my lady, these three months past, and very 
well he is doing at it.” ' 

“ But, Sophie, you would surely never go to live there; to 
stand in the bar and draw ale for people! ” 

“ My faith; but I would,” said Sophie. “.Why not ? 1 
think it is just tho sort of life I should like, my lady.” . 

Lady Adelaide made a gesture of contempt: thoro was no 
accounting for taste. “ But should you like Ravenshird V ” 
she asked. “ He is very ugly.” 

“ As I tell him every day; hut for myself, my lady, I don’t 
find him so ugly. It has happened before now,” added tho 
hold Sophie, “ that wives have been happier with ugly men 
than with handsome - ones. Any way, I mean to try it, when 
your ladyship can suit yourself.” 

Tho retort did not altogether please Lady Adelaide, and 
she haughtily told Sophie Dcffioe that she was at liberty to 
leave at once. But Sophio knew bettor than to take her 
lady at her word, for Lady Adelaide could not have got on 
without hoi’, until she had some one to replace her. But at 
this juncture Tiffle stepped inTiffle with her deferent 
manner, and her smooth tongue. If my lady pleased, she 
would supply Sophie’s place for the present; she thoroughly 
understood the duties of a lady’s-maid, and her housekeeping 
offiee was not so onerous but that it left plenty of time on 
her hands. . • 

For Tiffle voluntarily to offer to saddle herself with a 
double - duty would have astounded her friends, had they 
hoarder make the offer. But Tiffle knew what she was 
about. To get Mademoiselle Sophie Deffloe and her inde¬ 
pendence out of the house, Tiffle would have worked her 
hands to the bofxe, so that she might acquire greater and 
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greater away over her yielding yoiing mistress. . There was 
not much chance of that whilst Sophie was-thero; so Tifflo 
made the offer sho did. She had; been living in a state of 
chronic rage with Sophie, for Sophie utterly repudiated, the 
authority of the housekeeper,, which was exercised with so 
crafty a hand over the rest of the household. 

Lady Adelaide accepted the offor. Anything for a change; 
and, besides, during the last few months, sho had fallen into 
a habit of shrinking from her maid, instead of reproving her, 
when the girl on. occasion spoke with unwarrantable freedom. 
In hor inmost heart she was perhaps glad to get rid of the 
French girland Sophie found sho was really at liberty to 
depart when she pleased. 

So the arrangement was carried out. Sophie Deffloe 
became the wife of Bicliard Bavonsbird, that newly-clovated 
lady taking up her post in the bar at nine o’clock on the 
morning after hor marriage-day} with all the cool and easy 
self-possession of a Frenchwoman; and Tifflo entered on 
her duties as maid to the Lady Adelaide. It was intended 
by the latter to bo only a temporary arrangement, whilst 
she looked out for some one to replace Sophie; but Tifllo 
became so delightfully useful, that Lady Adelaide was in 
no hurry to commence the search. Tifile made herself 
quite necessary to her mistress, and beguiled her listless 
ears with no end of insinuating gossip, touching the house¬ 
hold, touching Miss Bordillion, especially touching Master 
Wilfred Lester. Tifflo meant from the first to prejudice her 
mistress against that unconscious young gentleman, and 
Tiffle succeeded. 

And thus the months went on. Lord Dane had departed 
on his continental tour, Brtiff and one or two servants 
being left to take care of the Castlo. Miss Dane remained 
at the little ivied house with her birds and flowers, and her 
new pony-carriage and her guitar, and Mrs. Knox, a worthy 
middle-aged lady who had once been her governess. 
Bavensbird and his wife Aid well at the Sailors’ Befit, and 
Tiffle wormed herself further and further^ in to the confidence 
of her mistress. 

No little excitement was created one day, in Danesheld by 
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the arrival of a pa,ckman in eloso custody, who had been 
arrested at Great Cross. A zealous policeman, noticing 
that this man’s appearanoe tallied with the description of 
the one supposed now to have been the murderer of Harry 
Bane, ai-rosted him forthwith, and took him off to Danesheld. 
However, when Drake was sent for, he declared that he was 
not tho man whom ho had soen disputing with Captain 
Dane, and Squire Lester confirmed this. Both were tall, 
big men, it was true; but tho faces were quite dissimilar, 
said Mr. Lester: this was rather a pleasant-looking man, 
and seemed honest enough ; the other was evil-looking. 
So the man perforce was sot at liberty again, as Itavensbird 
had been. 

“ Shall you ever find the right one, do you think, Bent ? ” 
Mr. Lester stopped to ask the sergeant. 

Bent shook his head. “ I hardly know what to think, sir. 
Tho fellow has hidden himself effectually, that’s certain; 
but those things mostly do come out, sooner or later. I 
suppose, sir, you never hear your lady make any allusion to 
that night’s work ? ” 

“ Not any. It would not bo a pleasant theme for her to 
converse upon.” 

“ It was very odd, but I could not divest myself of tho 
notion at the time, that her ladyship knew more than she 
told us,” resumed the sergeant. 

Mr. Lester turned his face on the speaker,'the haughty 
expression, which had begun to dawn upon it, giving way to 
surprise. 

“ Lady Adelaide took an oath that she did not, sergeant.” 

“ I know she did,” answerod tho sergeant, biting the pud 
of a straw. 

“ Then you need not raise any furthor question on \hat 
score. Good-day, Bent.” 

“ I’m aware I needn’t,” said the sergeant to himself, as he 
gave his parting salutation to Mr. Lester; “ would it be of 
any use if I did ? But I knowone thing—that if any woman 
ever puzzled me since I joined, it was that one, oath or no 
oath. She’s a deep one, I’ll swear, is my Lady Adelaide.” 

Thus matters progressed at Danesheld. And for the next 
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nine or ten years no particular elmngo occurred that wo 
need pause to notice. A very long period, you will think, 
nine or ten years. True; hut they do not seem so long in 
passing to the actors on life’s stage, neither did these 
uneventful years appear to linger to the inhabitants of 
Panesheld. 


CHAFTEIl XIV. 

WILFRED LESTER COMES TO GRIEF. 

You would observe the term in the last chapter, “ uino or 
ten years,” and possibly think it more vague than it need be. 
But it was said with a purpose; for, though the narrative 
will finally and very speedily progress after the end of the 
tenth, we must first of all notice something that occurred at 
the end of the ninth. 

Daneslield Hull was alive with little feet, and merry voices, 
six children having been born to Lady Adelaide Lester and 
her husband. They bad not altogether brought peace with 
them ; they might have brought more had they entailed 
less expense. Mr. Lester was now a man of care and 
perplexity, scheming how lie might best meet the heavy calls 
upon him. But he believed in his wife still, and loved bet¬ 
as few men, arrived at his age, do love. 

And she ? Ah; well, I hardly know what to say. Were 
T to say that she had been a bad wife, it would not be quite 
true. A strictly faithful wife she was, but a very heartless 
one. 

Women, as well as men, must have some- object in life, 
whether good or bad, unless they would be hopelessly 
miserable. Lady Adelaide Lester had none. It seemed 
that she did not care sufficiently for existence to have one. 
The old listlessness had settled into a sta% of hopeless ennui, 
and she passed her frivolous days in escaping from it. From 
the very first she had run heedlessly iijto expense, and 

12 
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carried licr husband along with her ; the scale of expenditure 
that would liavo been moderate for the head of Dane Castle, 
was simply ruinous for the master of Daneshold Hall; but 
Lady Adelaido had not tho sonso to see this. Her dross 
alone cost, Heaven knew how much; ton times more than it 
ought to have done. They had a town house now, and 
entered into all the gaieties of the London season, year after 
year; they spent the early spring in Paris as a rule, and 
Lady Adelaide said she could not exist without it; indeed, 
the only time when they were tolerably quiet was the 
autumn of the year; and that was spent at Daneshold. 
How all this could bo supported on Mr. Lester’s compara¬ 
tively slender income of three thousand pounds a year, I 
will leave you to judge. It was not quite three thousand 
pounds now; he had been obliged to sell out capital, and 
so bad lessened it, and a large portion of this belonged «o 
Miss Lester. Tho fifteen thousand pounds bequeathed to 
Lady Adelaido by the late Lord Dane was as a drop of 
water to tho ocean, and had been spent long ag' - The. 
children, coming so quickly, wore no hindrance to tho rest¬ 
lessness, the extravagance of their mother; there was a 
temporary seclusion as each little being appeared,' and then 
it was turned over to a hired nurse, and tho Lady Adelaide 
was herself again. It was not that she did not lo”o her 
children; sho loved them with, a jealous, exacting love: 
hut she thought that io be with children was ono of the 
cardinal ills of earth, and, except at Daneshold, rarely 
had them with her. She loved them so much as to be 
blindly unjust; but she attempted no sort of training. 
She liked them to come in to dessert extravagantly 
dressed, and she would take them out in tho carriage, 
decked out like little dolls. At these times they wore 
ruinously indulged. Poor Mr. Lester thought all tho care 
that had come upon him was only tho natural result of a 
large family; and ho bemoaned his ill fate that the 
gods had not been favourable to him in curtailing the 
number. 

Tifflewas .at the Hall still, and Tiffle flourished. She 
retained her post as maid to Lady Adelaide, and she ruled 
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the servants with the hand of authority, strong, fmn, and 
indisputable. In the first years of the marriage, TifUo had 
accompanied Lady Adelaide in her journeys ; but, when the 
family increased, it was found necessary for Tiffle to remain 
at the Hall in control, and Lady Adelaide engaged a French 
maid; an airy damsel win- talked French with the little 
ones when she was at the Hall, and during these sojourns 
yielded very much of her place about her lady to Tiflle. 

Jn ono matter Tiffle had succeeded to her utmost satisfac¬ 
tion—that of stirring up a bitter feud between Lady 
Adelaido and Wilfred Lester. There was no open warfare, 
and Wilfred saw little of Lady Adelaide at any time; lm« 
it is not too strong an expression to say that there was 
mutual hatred in their hearts. In Lady Adelaide’s blind 
injustice, she regarded Wilfred as an interloper in the 
house ; as one who would inflict a grievous wrong upon her 
own children if Mr. Lester should bequeath to him -as it 
might reasonably ho supposed ho would—his due share of 
patrimony. Wilfred’s share would have been a large share, 
since half Mr. Lester's fortune came to him from his first 
wife. Wilfred, on his side, naturally resented in his heart 
the second marriage of his father, since it had resulted in 
virtually breaking up a home for himself and sister. They 
occasionally went to it, it is true, but as visitors more than 
children of the house—as interlopers, in fact 4 and it was 
made evident to both that they were so regarded; and more 
especially evident was it made to Wilfred. This injustice 
of courso created a very bitter feeling in Wilfred’s heart. 
His father seemed to bo weaned from him more and more 
as the days went on, and Wilfred knew that Lady Adelaide 
made mischief between them. 

Wilfrod went to college early, and when he had kept a 
few terms a commission was purchased for him in one of 
tho crack regiments. It will set him up, said Lady Adelaide 
to her husband ; and, she mentally added to horself, prevent 
him from being a nuisance here. Set him up 1 Lvory one 
knows what arc the expenses of tho oflfeers in an exclusive 
corps; not absolutely necessary expenses, but rendered 
essential by custom and example. The pay of one of these 
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officers is as nothing compared with his expenditure; and 
those who do not possess a reserved purse, and a tolerably 
heavy one too, have no business to join, for they are certain 
to come to grief. Mr. Lester ought to have weighed these 
considerations, and remembered how very little he could 
afford to allow his son. 

He did not weigh them ; and Wilfred entered. Careless, 
good-natured, attractive, and remarkably handsome, he was 
just the man to bo made much of by his brother-officers. 
Never was there a young fellow more popular in the corps 
than Cornet Lester; and—it is of no use to mince the 
matter—never was there one who ran more heedlessly into 
extravagance. Example is contagious, and Cornet Lester 
suffered himsolf to bo swayed by it—swayed and ruined. 
Had Mr. Lestor mado him a better allowance—as he ought 
to have done, or else not have placed him in the regiment - 
it would still have been swallowed up, though affairs would 
not have come to a crisis as soon as they did. Wilfred had 
been in it just four years, when Mr. Lester was summoned 
to London in haste. Mr. Wilfred had fallen into the hands 
of the Philistines, and was in durance vile. He confessed 
his position openly enough to his father, and laid the full 
statement of affairs before him. Money he must have ; and 
not a small sum either. 

“ T can’t give it you,” said Mr. Lestor. 

“ Then it will not be possible for me to remain in the 
regiment.” 

“ It is not possible. You will have to sell out, and apply 
' the money to the liquidation of your debts.” 

The young officer looked blank. 

“ It is a cruel alternative, sir.” 

“ It is an imperative one,” said Mr. Lester. “ I have not 
said a. word of reproach to you, Wilfred, as some fathers 
would have done, for I blamo myself as much as I blame 
you. I did know something of tho temptations you would 
have to incur: but it seems to me that young men—of 
necessity, as you have just told me—spend three or .four 
times as much as they did in my day. It is a most unfor- 
* tunate affair, and. will be utter ruin to your prospects. I 
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Would lielp you if I could, Wilfred—I would, indeed; but 
it is not in ray power, I am pressed for money myself in a 
way that I do not care to speak of oven to you.” 

“ Thanks to the extravagant career of my lady,” thought 
Wilfred in his heart. 

“ You must sell out,” continued Mr. Loster. “ My under¬ 
taking—which you will have to make good—will release 
you from here, I suppose, and things can he managed 
quietly. If this list comprises all your debts, the proceeds 
of your commission will be about enough to liquidate them.” 

“ And after that ? ” 

“ After that ? I’m sure I don’t know. You should have 
thought of the future before. I suppose you must come 
home for a time. Perhaps I maybe able to get you some 
government appointment.” 

And this alternative was adoptod. But having to sell 
out was a cruel blow to Wilfred Lester. Neither were the 
funds thus realized found to be wholly sufficient, and Mr. 
Lester had to screw out the rest in the best way he could. 
It is possible that he felt his son—his eldest son—had not 
been dealt with precisely as he ought to have been, and the 
fueling made him lenient now. Wilfred knew ho had not. 
lie saw his prospects cut off—his future hopeless—and 
when things wero finally settled, and he went home to the 
Hall, like bad money returned, he felt as a blighted man, 
caring little what became of him. The extravagant rate of 
home expenditure was kept up on his own mother’s money ; 
but for his father’s second wife and the second family, lie 
should not have suffered ; and he regarded himself as a sort 
of sacrifice at the shrine of everything that was unjust. 

Lady Adelaide received him with very little graciousness. 
Outwardly, she was freeziugly polite ; but she dispensed 
the politeness in her own way, and Wilfred had never felt 
himself so like an interloper. A tacit antagonism was 
maintained between them, in which Lady Adelaide, from 
her position, of course obtained the advantage. Tifflo 
fanned the flame. Tiffle’s prejudices hfjd not lessened with 
years; and her passive hatred of tho boy had grown into 
active hatred of tho man. Wilfred ^occupied himself, 
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listlessly with outdoor sports—hunting, shooting, fishing, 
according to the seasons—and at lengtlrhe took to spending 
his evenings at Miss Bordillion’s. 

It was yell he did so; at least in one sense of the word, 
for soon, Very soon, the ennui was dissipated. The dis¬ 
pirited, listless young man, who had been ready to throw 
himself into tho ponds instead of his fishing-line, and in 
truth cared little which of the two did go in, was suddenly 
aroused to life, hope, and energy. Far from the present 
time hanging about his neck like a millstone, it became to 
him as a sunny Eden, full of tho sweetest rapture. The indis¬ 
tinct future, so dark and visionless to his depressed view, 
suddenly broke from its clouds, and shone out in colours 
of the rosiest hue—for he Iwl learnt to love. Edith 
Bordillion. Not with tho unstable, fleeting nature of man’s 
ordinary love, but with a pure, powerful, absorbing passion, 
akin to that felt by woman. 

They had hot met for four years until he returned to 
Danesheld; never onco had Wilfred visited it during his 
soldier’s career. He had seen liis father and Lady Adelaide 
occasionally in London, and had found that sufficient. So 
that he and Edith met almost as strangers. Tho little fairy, 
whom he had rogarded as a sister, seemed altogether a 
different person now; this elegant young woman, and the 
laughing familiar girl of the days gone by, were distinct 
beings. 

A few months given to dreamy happiness, and then 
Wilfred spoke to Mr. Lestor. The appeal perplexed Mr. 
Lester exceedingly. He could have no objection to Edith ; 
she was of as good family as his son ; it may almost bo said 
of tho same family; and there was no doubt she would 
inherit a snug fortune at the colonel’s death, for she was 
his only child. Colonel Bordillion had been in India now 
for many years, spending little and making money. What 
perplexed Mr. Lester was his share in the affair. Wilfred, 
in his eagerness, protested they could live upon nothing— 
or as good as nothing. He did not wish to hamper his 
father; let him allow them ever so small an income, and 
'.they would make ft suffice. Edith had said so. 
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“ You aro both of you a great deal too young to marry,” 
said Mr. Lester. • 

“ I am twenty-three,” answered Wilfred. - “ Edith is only 
two years younger.” 

Lady Adelaide at first favoured the project, if Colonel 
Bordillion would allow them an income, and they' could ho 
contented, poor, creatures, with loyo in a cottage, why, lot 
them marry': it would bring forth one great good—the 
final departure of Wilfred from the Hall. Cunningly she 
put this to Mr. Lester; not saying that sho wished to get 
rid of Wilfred; she had been always cautious on that 
point; and brought. Mr. Lester round to her way 01 
thinking. He spoke to his son. 

“ But you will allow mo something, surely, sir?” remon¬ 
strated the young man.' “ I cannot ho indebted to my wife 
for everything, even though Colonel Bordillion were willing 
it should he so.” 

Mr. Lester fidgeted and grumbled. Ho was by no means 
of a mercenary nature, only he was so dreadfully embar¬ 
rassed. He pointed out to his son liow very little ho could 
allow him; he would try and manage a hundred and fifty 
pounds a year; it was the very utmost he could do. Wilfred 
had better write and explain to Colonel Bordillion why he, 
Mr. Lester, could not make It more, and ho would see what 
the colonel said. 

Wilfred took the advice, and, whilst the colonel’s answer 
was being waited for, lie hired tlio tiniest and' prettiest 
cottage in tlio world, uud began putting into it a few 
necessary articles of furniture. It was an exemplification 
of a young man’s prudence, no doubt, but lie did it; and 
meanwhile lie and Edith lived on in their golden dreamland. 
Alas! before the answer could reach them there arrived a 
letter from the colonel to Miss Bordillion. It hinted at 
somo overwhelming calamity,hut d id not give any particulars. 

The next mail brought them. • Colonel Bordillion was 
ruined. The Indian Bank, in which bo had hoarded tlio 
savings of years, had failed. Ho djd not know what 
dividend there would he, or whether there would be any at 
all: the affairs were in a state of dire cyufusion. A noto ’ 
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was enclosed to Edith and Wilfred jointly, in whieli the 
colonel said he should have been delighted with the pro¬ 
posed union, and cordially have given them his blessing,— 
nay, would give it them still, could it be carried out; but 
of assistance ho had none to give. If his old friend, Squire 
Lester, would make it right for them for a time, ho might 
be able to do something later on. 

Wilfred Lester sat on in gloomy reverie, the letter in one 
hand, Edith’s fingers imprisoned in the other. Sho was a 
bright-looking girl with golden hair. 

“Would you mind risking it on two hundrod a year, 
Edith?” 

Edith’s dimpled face broko into smiles. “ I will do any¬ 
thing you ask mo to do. Papa’s suro not to bo quite ruined, 
and ho will help us by-and-by.” 

“ Now, Editli, that’s a promise ; you will do what I think 
best?” 

“ Yes, I will.” 

She had such perfect faith in Wilfred that she would 
have leaped with him blindfolded into the deepest and 
darkest pit. Tho state of things at the Hall was fully 
understood at Miss Bordillion’s, and that lady, Edith, and 
Maria Lester were in a secret state of indignation against 
Lady Adelaide for her treatment of Wilfred. 

Wilfred took tho train for Scarborough, whore Mr. Lester 
and his wife wore temporarily staying. He placed Colonel 
Bordillion’s letters in his father’s hands, and asked what was 
to bo done. 

“ It would bo madness to marry now, Wilfred,” was the 
hasty remark of Mr. Lester. 

“ I can’t give her up, sir. I havo been building upon the 
marriage these two months, night and day, and I—I must 
marry. I have been thinking that if you would increase 
the hundred and fifty you promised to two hundred, wo 
might manage upon it until something turns up. Edith is 
willing. There’s plenty of game and plenty of fish, and 
house rent’s cheap in Danesheld. Dear father! it is not 
much that I ask you. Do not refuse me ! Eemember your 
. own early days.” 
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He liad taken his father's hand in liis emotion. Mr. Lester 
looked up at the pleading face. It was one of delicate 
beauty, just as his own had been before care and gray hairs 
came to him. He saw the earnest entreaty of the deep blue 
eyes, and his own suddenly became dim, and his voice 
husky. 

“ It would bo so terribly imprudent, Wilfred, I am afraid. 
Think of Edith.” 

“ I do think of her ; I plead for hor as well as for myself; 
Editli has been looking forward to the marriage as much as 
I have. You have said that you have no objection to her." 

“ Objection to Edith! Until to-day I have always 
thought you were lucky to got her. I should like to see 
you married at once, if means would allow. Two hundred 
a year would be nothing.” 

“ Not much for a permanency, but something is sure to 
turn up later. T shall get a post some time; and the 
colonel, it is to be hoped, will not lose all. Do not deny 
me, father! ” 

“ Well, Wilfred, I’ll see what can be done,” at length said 
Mr. Lester. “ It will be terribly hazardous, though that is 
your own look-out; and how I shall contrive the two 
hundred a year I hardly know. When do you say you want 
to go back to Dancshcld V to-morrow morning ? I’ll talk to 
you again, then, before you start.” 

Wilfred Lester looked upon it as settled, and felt himself 
upon a bed of roses. He mot with a friend, a former 
brother-officer who was staying at Scarborough, and the two 
fraternised, and were altogether happy. But what was 
Wilfred’s consternation the following morning when ho was 
met by Mr. Lester with a freezing look and with still more 
freezing words. Upon considering the matter well over, he 
found the imprudence of such a step so great that he must 
withdraw all countenance to it. 

Wilfred’s eyes flashed. 

“ And you will allow me only the hundred and fifty, sir ? ” 

“ I will not allow you anything,” said Jlr. Lester, coldly 
and calmly. “ I am sorry to say that in the first flush of 
tho subject yesterday I did not see the great impropriety of 
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the scheme. I cannot give my sanction to anything of the 
sort; for your sako as well as for Edith’s, I cannot and 
ought not. I am going to write to Lord Irkdale to-day, 
Wilfred, and ask if he can’t interest himself with' the 
Government for you. He has been Useful to them of late, 
and perhaps they will listen to him.” 

“ Then Lord Irkdale may keep the application for him¬ 
self,” flashed the indignant young man, not over dutifully. 
“ I know to whom I am indebted for this change—it is to 
Lady Adelaide.” 

Reproach would do him no good; neither would Mr. 
Lester listen to it; and they parted in coldness. Wilfred 
went rushing to the hotel and poured 011 t his wrongs to his 
sympathising friend; the officer, being a young officer and 
going to be married himself, was full of indignation, and he 
applauded Wilfred’s expressed determination—to “ marry 
Edith Bordillion in spite of it.” 

“ I should do it myself,” said tho captain —“ on my word 
of honour I should, Lester. And, look here : if a fifty-pound 
note’s of any uso to you, I have it with me, and you may 
borrow it for as long as you like.” 

No one need question tho acceptance of the offer. Wilfred 
Lester felt himself a rich man, and wont back to Danoslield 
in triumph with a marriago. licence in his pocket, and 
openly claimed Edith’s promise. 

The step they took was one of the most foolish that could 
bo imagined. Miss Bordillion remonstrated against it, 
urging them to consider its terrible imprudence, if nothing 
elso ; and to wait at least until fresh nows could arrive from 
Colonel Bordillion. Wilfred would not listen: a secret 
voico soomed to whisper to him that if he and Editli parted 
now they would be parted for years, perhaps for life; 
bosides, as he represented to Edith—as he really thought— 
when once they were married, his father would relent, and 
allow 1pm at worst the annual hundred and fifty pounds. 
And so the preparations went ,on; not for a positively secret 
marriage, but for nne somewhat equivalent to it. 

A few days, and tho carriage of Mr. and Lady Adelaide 
Lestev, which bad been to the station for them, dashed up to 
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Danesheld Hall. It was a,lovely September ovening, and 
the rays of tho western sun fell on the bright face of the 
Lady Adelaide as she descended from it. A bright face still 
in colouring—the cheeks delicately blooming, tho htpr like 
silken, threads of gold—but worn and weary in . expression. 

She went up at once to her chamber to dress for dinner, 
the French maid, Mademoisello Celine, hastily throwing oft' 
her own travelling bonnet and shawl, and coming in to 
attend upon her in a great bustle and with profuse 
apologies. Would my lady vouchsafe to excuse her 
deshabille ? A miserable accident had happened—she hud 
lost the. keys of her own boxes, and could not get at one of 
them ; would my lady pardon it ? 

My lady did not seem to caro whether Mademoiselle 
Celine was en deshabille or not. She had been impatient to 
kiss her children, and was vexed at finding them out with 
their nurses, and Lady Adelaide was not of a temper now to 
meet trifles calmly. 

“ Make haste with my hair,” she said, snappishly; and it 
was the only answer she returned. 

Celine had just finished tho hair and put on tho dross, 
when Tiffle entered. Tiffle had aged more than her lady; 
but those shrivelled, ill-tempered faces do ago wonderfully 
quickly. She had not lost her old habit of rubbing her 
mittened hands ono over the other, and she came in, doing 
it, with her soft mincing step and her rich black silk gown. 

“ How could you send tho children out When you knew I 
was expected, Tiffle ? ” 

. “ My lady, that they are out is thanks to somebody else, 
not to me,” was Tifflc’s answer. “ I’m of no authority beside 
Miss Lester, and she came here this aftornoon and told the 
nurse it was a. shaffle to keep the children in this lovely 
afternoon, and she ordered them out.—There, that will do; 
I’ll hand my lady her- gloves and fan.” 

The la^t sentence, ' delivered in sharp accents, was 
addressed to Celino. Glad to bo off, in *>areh probably of 
her keys, tho waiting-maid disappeared, ffiffle closed tho 
door upon her and came back to Lady Adelaide, her hands 
lifted, and tho whites of her eyes turned up. • 
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“ Oh, my lady ! tho iniquity that has como to my know*- 
ledge this day! I have boon turned inside out with indig¬ 
nation—if' I may say as much—to think how you and the 
squire are being deceived. Those two mean-spirited weasels 
are going to get married on the sly.” 

By intuition, as it seemed, Lady Adelaide knew of whom 
she spoke. Wilfred had been right in his surmise : it was 
his step-mother who had interfered and caused his father to 
withdraw all Countenance to tho marriage. Her motive was 
one of utter selfishness : she feared the new household would 
have to be supported by Mr. Lester; she begrudged the 
hundred or two a year it would take from her children, and 
from her own extravagances. 

“ What are you saying, Tifflo ? ” 

“ My lady, it’s Gospel truth. Mr. Wilfred and Miss 
Bordillion’s fine niece are going to get married under¬ 
handled. They are going to church by themselves alone, 
here in Danosheld; and of all the impident acts I ever saw 
done, that ’ll be about the most impident. Here in Danes- 
lield, my lady! ” 

“ Does Miss Bordillion countenance it ? ” breathlessly 
asked Lady Adelaide. 

“ She’s capable of it,” returned Tiffle, “ but I’ve not heard 
so far. French leave they are going to take, and fine luck 
may it bring ’em! I can’t como at the precise day, but I 
know it won’t be long first. It may bo to-morrow.” 

“ How do you come to know at all ? ” asked Lady 
Adelaide. “ How do you come at things ? ” 

“ I keop my eyes and ears open, my lady,” answered 
Tiffle, her countenance wearing an expression of simplo 
innoconco. 

“ You must listen at doors, Tifflo, and behind hedges.” 

“ My lady, whatever I do, it’s done out of regard for your 
ladyship; that you should not bo compressed in by a set of 
designing serpints. And I tell you for a truth—ho is going 
to convert that young lady into Mrs. Wilfred.” 

“ That can sqpn be stopped,” said Lady Adelaido with 
composure. “ Squire Lester will see to it. The gold 
bracelets.” 
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“ Begging your humble pardon, my lady, it can’t l>e so 
soon stopped. lie is his own master, and she’s of age. 
Squire Lester has no more power of them than I have. 
They determined to do this as soon as tho bad nows came 
from Injia, and they will do it.” 

There was a pause. Tifflc was clasping on the gold 
bracelets. Her fingers, it must bo confessed, were deft 
enough. Presently she spoke, not looking up from tho 
bracelets, the clasp of one of them ajipcaring to have some¬ 
thing wrong with it. 

“ Were it my case my lady—not that I should presume to 
give advice, and I’m sure your ladyship knows that— I should 
just let it go on. If it’s interfered with, there’s no knowing 
what Squire Lester may be persuaded into; perhaps giving 
them an illowanee of hundreds u year, to tho wronging of 
your ladyship’s self and tho dear lambs. But when master 
comes to find that they have gone and done it themselves, 
in defiance of him, as may be said, then«the fat will be in 
tho fire, my lady, and he won’t look at them or give them a 
farthing, and that will be just what they deserve, and the 
sweet lambs won’t bo wronged.” 

The interview was interrupted by the lambs themselves. 
Noises were heard outside, and on the chamber door being 
opened they came trooping in. Lamb tho first was a great 
boy of eight; George, a troublesome lamb, and much in¬ 
dulged ; lamb the last was a little one carried in its nurse’s 
arms; and there were four intervening lambs. Lady Adelaide 
was nearly smothered for a few minutes, and Tiffie with¬ 
drew. Tiffle, as a rule, had the greatest possible aversion 
to lambs ; but Tiffle dissembled in favour of these. 

Tt could scarcely be supposed that Lady Adelaide con¬ 
descended to take the woman’s advice; and yet in one sense 
she did take it, for not a word said she to her husband. 
The consequences were precisely what Tiffle foretold. 
Wilfred Lester was allowed to marry in peace, and a very 
fine thing Mr. Wilfred Lester thought he had achieved. 
But when the news reached the ears of Squire Lester, 
which was not until the following day, then consequences 
began. 
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Wilfred Lester had carved out a pretty little plan of 
appoaring before his father with his young wife lSdith, 
humbly to confess, and beseech condonation for the offence ; 
but Wilfrod found himself forestalled. Again he felt sure 
that h'o was indebted to^Lady Adelaide, as he had felt at 
Scarborough ; and in both cases lie was right. Neithor had 
she failed in this latter instanco to stir up Mr. Lester’s anger 
to boiling point. 

A furious interview succeeded between father and. son. 
Squire Lester hurled reproaches on the young man’s head; 
Wilfred retorted by sundry reflections, more pointed than 
polite, oh his step-mother. When they parted, Mr. Lester 
had openly cast him off, and protested that he was-glad to 
do it. He deelarod that Wilfred should have no further 
assistance from him whatever, in life or after death. 

Down strode Squire Lester to Miss Bordillion’s. Cliff 
Cottage was not situated near the sea, as might be sup¬ 
posed from its apjpllation, but was at the back of the Hall, 
beyond tho wood. Ho bounced into the pretty little drawing¬ 
room, where sot Miss Bordillion, a faded lady now with 
silvered hair. 

“ Did you know of this mad escapade of Wilfred’s, Mar¬ 
garet? ” 

“ Yes, I did,” she replied. “I said what I could against 
it, but it was of no avail/’ 

“ Said what you could against it!” retorted Mr. Lester, 
using a tone he had never used before to Miss Bordillion. 
“ Why did you not tell me ? You know I had come home 
tho night before, I suppose ? I think you must have been 
an accomplice in tho mattor.” 

“ I did not know that you had come home. But if-” 

“ Did Maria go to church with them ? ” he thundered. 

“ No. But I was going to say,” continued Miss Bordillion, 
“ that,, if I had known you were at home, I believe I should 
-not have put myself forward to bring you information. All 
that argument and persuasion could do I did; beyond that 
I did not think f it was my place to interfere. I do not 
belioye that even you would have succeeded in stopping tho 
marriage, for both Were bent upon it. It is lamentably im- 
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prudent, of course. Putting that out of the question, I 
think a great deal may bo said on both sides.” 

“ Then, perhaps, as you have not interfered to prevent 
this when you might havo prevented it, you will keep them 
when it comes to starvation, for that will be the end of it,” 
retorted Mr. Lester, as ho wont out in a fury. 

But for that loan of fifty pounds, Wilfred might never 
have ventured on tho hazardous stop. With gold in his 
hand, things look to a man all eouleur-dc-rose. Part of the 
fifty pounds added a few more trifles to tho pretty cottage, 
and. the rest, the largest portion of it, set them going in 
housekeeping. If we could only seo into the future as we 
seo into the past! 

Squire Lester continued implacable. When he met his 
son in tho street he did not speak to him ; he looked straight 
out over the head of his daughter-in-law if ho saw her 
coming. He would, not forgive Miss Bordillion, and inter¬ 
course between the two houses ceased, except what was kept 
up by Maria. How long Mr. Lester would otlicrwiso have 
suffered his daughter to stay on with Miss Bordillion must 
remain a question, but ho had her home immediately, and 
withdrew the income hitherto allowed with her. He forbade 
her to go near her brother’s house, but he had not as yet 
forbidden her Miss Bordillion’s. 

In tho spring of the next year, May, Mr. Lester and his 
wife departed for London, taking Maria to make her curtsey 
to the Queen. She was presented by her stepmother, and 
tasted for tho first time of that whirl, a London season. 
They returned to Dancsheld in August; but during their 
sojourn in town they had met an old friend, who had been a 
stranger to them for ten years. 

- It was Lord Dane, Greatly to the wonder of Dancsheld, 
somewhat to the discontent of Miss Dane, Lord Dane had 
never once visited his home since quitting it. It was ten 
years ago now. Ten years! Where he had spent them he 
could hardly have told, except that he had sojourned in 
nearly every unknown town in Europtf, avoiding the fre¬ 
quented capitals, and staying in none of them very long. 
He laughingly said to the Lesters that this London season 
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was liis return to life. He went down to Danoslield before 
they did, and was established in the Castle with a retinue of 
servants, and his sistor for its mistress, and had made his 
peace with the neighbourhood for his long absence. Tho 
only household, rich or poor, to which ho had not penetrated 
in his free, affable ugy, was Wilfred Lester’s. It might 
have been thought that tho stato of Mrs. Lester’s health 
kept him away, for poor Edith was very ill; a little baby 
had been born to her and died, and she could not recover 
her strength. Not so. When ho and Wilfred first met, and 
Wilfred had gone up to him with outstretched hand and a 
glow of welcomo on his handsome face, Lord Dane’s manner 
seemed chilling, though it is true he touched the hand with 
tho tips of his fingers. 

“ My father and her ladyship again,” thought Wilfred : 
and again ho was right. Mr. Lester and Lady Adelaide bad 
given Lord Dane a woful account of Wilfred and his ill- 
doings, known and suspected. 

What had the twelvemonth brought forth for Wilfred ? 
A great deal; and most of it very sad, very blamablc. 
Danoslield was beginning to whisper curious tales about 
him ; to say he was fast becoming one of its black sheep. 

As long as the residue of the fifty pounds lasted, Wilfred 
Lester was happy as a prince, never repenting the deed 
he had done, or believing he ever could repent it. When 
the money failed he took to credit; and when that failed — 
for there must bo a limit to it in these hopeless cases, and 
there was to his, although he was Squire Lester’s eldest son 
—then Wilfred began to taste a few of the annoyances of 
life on a reduced scale. It was currently believed that Mr. 
Lester had disinherited him ; indeed, Mr. Lester himself 
had not scrupled to say so, and people do not like to risk 
losing their money: where small shopkeepers are concerned, 
as was the case here, they cannot afford to lose it. And so 
the credit was stopped; and Wilfred, in his resentment 
against things in general, was beginning not to care what 
he did, or what became of him, or what tales to his pre¬ 
judice were circulated; which is a dangerous state of mind 
to fall into. He had spent the summer chiefly in fishing; 
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and some talked about unfair snares in the ponds; and, now 
that shooting had come in, Wilfred could not follow it for 
two reasons: one being that he had not the money for a 
licence ; the other, that lie had months ago pledged his gun. 

No help whatever had come from Colonel Bofdillion. 
He was not able to send it. In the la^t letter they received 
from him, he told them he was going down to some place 
with a name that had about twenty letters in it, and that no 
one could read. It appeared to be a formidable journey ; and 
meanwhile, he said, it would be of no use their writing until 
his return to Calcutta; of which he would send due notice. 

And now I think I have told you as much of the doings 
of the ten years as you would care to know. Old events 
were nearly forgotten : Harry Dane and his sad death, and 
its undiscovered author ; the mortality succeeding it in the 
Dane family, with the unexpected succession of the present 
peer, had lapsed into history; children had become men 
and women; men and women had gone on a decade towards 
tlie sere leaf of life. 

Lord Dane was rising ever in public opinion and in 
honour. The Lord-Lieutenancy of the county was conferred 
upon him, the nobleman, who had held it since the death of 
the late Lord Dane, having just died. It had been held by 
the Danes for many years, so that it had only returned to 
the family in the present peer: that runagate who seemed 
to be winning golden opinions from the world. 


CHAPTER XV. 

LOItn DANK HOMK AGAIN. 

It was stormy weather. The winds hod been high ever 
since September came iil, some ten days ago now ; and each 
day they appeared to bo gathering strength. Never had 
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n wilclor or More ominous day been experienced than tho 
one now passing; never did the trees sway, as now, to the 
blast. The sun was setting, with a lurid glare, the sea¬ 
gulls flew overhead with their harsh, screams, the waves of 
the sea'wero tossing mountains high: all signs seemed to 
predict a fearful night. 

Maria Lester stood before tho glass in her chamber, 
dressing for dinner. Rarely did glass give bade a sweeter 
face. Her features were the Lester features, delicate and 
clearly defined, with a soft flush of damask on her cheeks, 
soft dark, eyes, and silky dark brown hair. She was of 
middle height, graceful and elegant, very quiet and un¬ 
pretending in manner. 

People thought that so attractive a girl, if permitted, 
could not fail to marry early. Maria was twenty years of 
ago now, and had received one offer whilst she was in 
London. That is, Mr. Lester had received it for her, and 
he took upon himself to return a summary refusal. Maria 
laughed when she heard of it, and felt much obliged to him. 
If permitted! Tho scandal-talkers of Danesheld opined 
that she would not be permitted. Mr. Lester’s high rate of 
expenditure, and his inadequate income, were matters of 
public comment; little likelihood was there of his giving 
away his daughter when lie must resign nine hundred a year 
with her! 

A booming sound, more like a great gun going off than a 
gust of wind, drew Maria to the window. She could catch 
a glimpse of the far sea and its boiling waves ns sho stood 
looking out. Sho wore a violet silk dress, with some 
narrow wliite Jaco edging its low body and short sleeves. 
Suddenly her whito arms and hands wore raised in sup¬ 
plication. 

“ May God help all who are on the sea this night! ” 

Lady Adelaide was in the drawing-room in a costly and 
beautiful evening robe of whito brocaded silk, gleaming with 
jewels, when Maria entered. The manner in which she 
attired herself for e, quiet home evening without guests, had 
long ceased to appear absurd to the household: they had 
crown accustomed to it. Mr. Lester had encouraged this in 
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their early lijp.rricd (lays, before embarrassment eaino Upon 
him ; j>ossibly he felt its incovonience now. Maria sat down 
unnoticed, feeling as sho always felt, not at home : very little 
attention did she ever receive from Lady Adelaide. The 
oldest lamb, George, was lounging in an easy-chair.. 

Mr. Lester and the announcement of dinner came together: 
their hour when at the Hall was early, six o’clock. 1 le 
gavo his wife his arm, and Maria followed. No guests were 
with them that evening, and the meal was soon over. Lady 
Adelaido had chosen that George should be at table'; she 
very often did choose it: and the boy, indulged and •forward, 
allowed no one to be heard but himself. With dessert came 
two more of the lambs, and when the whole were well plied 
with good things there was a lull in the noise. 

Not in tho wind. A terrible gust swept past the win¬ 
dows, and Mr. Lester turned his head. 

“ How they will catch it at sea to-night! ” 

“ I thought once the ponies would have gone over tho 
cliff,” said Lady Adelaido, languidly. “ Ada, what’s tho 
matter ? Have you eaten too much ? Take her on your 
lap, Maria.” 

“ Did you vonturo on tho heights to-day ? ” asked Mr. 
Lester. “ Not quite prudent, that, Adelaido.” 

“ I soon came off again when I found what tho wind was,” 
answered Lady Adelaide, with as much of a laugh as she 
ever cared £o indulge in. “ I suppose you got no shooting V ” 

“ Impossible, in tho face of that whirling blast. Dane 
came out equipped for it, though ; I laughed at him. He 
said ho should look in this evening, Adelaide.” 

She raised her brow quickly at tho words, and a frown 
passed over it; but soon her voice assumed its usual listless 
tone. 

“ I should think the wind would keep him at home. Maria, 
is that child asleep ? ” 

Maria Lester hastily looked down at the little girl sho 
held; the child was nodding with a piece of,cake in her 
hand. » 

“ It’s time she was in bed,” said Mr. LeSter. “ The wind 
has tired her: I know it has me. Take her upstairs, Maria.” 



Gently gathering the little thing in her arms, Maria went 
to the nursery. The head-nurse sat undressing the youngest 
eliild ; two more were on the carpet, crying and fractious. 

“ Look at this child, nurse! She fell asleep on my lap.” 

“ Tirdsome little moukoy! ” responded the nurse. “ They 
all want to be undressed together, 1 think. Please to lay 
her down in the bassinet, miss.” 

“ But where’s Susan, this evening?” asked Maria, as sho 
stooped over tile berceaunette. 

“ Oh, Susan! Wliat’s the good of Susan for evening 
work ? I really beg your pardon, Miss Lester, for answer¬ 
ing you like that,” broke off the woman, as recollection 
came to her, “ but I am so put out with that Susan, and.my 
temper gets so worried, that I forgot who I’m speaking to. 
The minute the children are gone into dessert, Susan thinks 
her time is her own, and off she goes, and will be away for 
two mortal hours, leaving mo everything to do. I can’t 
quit the nursery to go after her, and I may ring and ring 
for ever before she’ll answer. Celine used to come in 
and help me, but sho has not done so this time.” 

“ Where does Susan go to? ” 

“ She goes off some where. I have no more control over 
her, miss, than I have over the wind.” 

“ But why do you not speak to Lady Adelaide ? ” 

“ I have spoken, but it is of no use. Susan makes her 
own talc, good to my lady, and TilHo up]mlds her. She’s 
Tiffle’s niece, and my belief is that Tiftlo sends her out. 
The fact is, Miss Lester, Tiflle is the real mistress of this 
house, and I don’t care much who hears me say it. You 
tiresome little thing, don’t cry like that! I’m going to take 
vou directly.” 

Miss Lester went to the bell and rang it. It was not 
.nswered: though, in truth, she scarcely gave sufficient 
hue, but rang again, a sharp, imperative peak. Of all the 
icrvants, who should appear then but Tiflle. She came in, 
oudly abusing the nurse, and asking what she wanted that 
she should ring th6 house down. 

“ It was I who rang,” curtly interrupted Miss Lester. “ I 
rang for Susan.” 
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Tiffle stood still and held her tongue, somewhat taken 
aback. Her manner smoothed down to meekness—false as 
it was subtle. 

“For Susan, miss! Does nurse want her? I ljave just 
sent her out to do a little errand for me, thinking the young 
ladies and gentlemen were in the dining-room, and that 
she couldn’t be required in the nursery. I’ll send her up 
the moment she conies in, miss.” 

“ You see that she is wanted, Tiffle,” gravely replied Miss 
Lester. “ Here arc throe children, all requiring to be ui: 
dressed at once, and it is impossible for one pair of hands 
to do it. Nurse tells me that Susan makes a point of being' 
away at this hour. I shall speak to Lady Adelaide.” 

“ Begging your pardon, Miss Lester, there’s no necessity 
for that, and it will do no good. My Indy has unlimited 
confidence in me and in Susan.” 

“ That may be true, Tiffle, but it is right she should know 
that the children arc neglected. Send Celine here to assist 
the nurse until Susan shall return.” 

The tone was imperative. Maria, gentle though she was, 
yet possessed that quiet, nameless power of command which 
few cared to resist. Tiffle stood aside as she left the room, 
and then followed in her wake, her eyes glancing evil. 

Miss Lester passed into her own chamber. She stood 
at it;, window, contemplating the weather, listening to the 
howling wind. The sun had set, but the remains of light 
lingered in the western sky, and the moon was rising. It 
could scarcely be called twilight even yet. “ I think 1 may 
venture to go,” soliloquized Maria. “In my long dark 
cloak I can bravo the wind. I must see Margaret; I must 
ask her if she has hoard anything of this report, which is 
turning my heart to sickness. Papa asked me at dinner 
why I did not eat. How can I cat with this dreadful fear 
about me? Yes, I will go. I will go, were it only to escape 
Lord Dane.” 

She put on a close straw bonnet, wrapped her cloak 
securely round her, and went softly downstairs. A man¬ 
servant was in the hall as she passed through it. It was a 
small, angular hall, various rooms, opening from it. Most. 
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of the apartments in the house wore old-fashioned, except in 
the drawing-rooms; they were charming, their side windows 
opening to the grounds. 

“ James,” said Miss Lester, as the man opened the hall- 
door for her, “ should any inquiries be made for me, say that 
T have gone to take tea with Miss Bordillion.” 

When Mr. Lester communicated to his wife the fact that 
Lord Dane might be expected that evening, the passing 
frown her brow assumed did not escape his notice, and he 
spoke of it as soon as the children had left the room, and 
spoke somewhat abruptly. 

“ Have you taken a prejudice against Lord Dane, 
Adelaide ? ” 

“ A prejudice against Lord Dane! I ? ” 

“ It has seemed to mo, once or twice of late, that you have 
looked annoyed upon finding he was coining here.” 

“ Oh, dear no! Lord Dane’s coming or staying away is 
nothing to me,” she answered, subsiding with an effort into 
her usual. languor of indifference, and turning away her 
still beautiful face, to hide its flush. 

“ I don’t wonder at his 1 icing fond of dropping in here,” 
observed Mr. Lester. “ The Castle must be very dull for 
him with no companion but poor, silly Cecilia. As your 
cousin——” 

“ Ho is no cousin of mine,” she interrupted. 

“ Strictly, no; hut he may almost be called one. And you 
know, my dear wife, you are given to be capricious on occa¬ 
sion.” 

“ Capricious! Yes, I think I am. When you married me, 
George, you married me with all my faults and failings, 
remember. I don’t suppost they have lessened witli 
years.” 

“ Dane has not given* you a ly offence, then ? ” 

“ None in the world. Ho\ r that wind howls and shrieks! 
Wo shall have an awful night.' 

“ The conversation took ano her turn, and by-and-byLady 
Adelaide went into the draV'ing-room. Only one of the 
rooms was lighted to-night; out it was a spacious room, 
furnished wjth all imaginable elegance, and not crowded., 
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with encumbrances—monsters, jars, and other useless or¬ 
naments, as some rooms are. 

She did not sit down! she walked about restlessly : now 
lifting a beautiful rose from its slender crystal glass ; now 
glancing at the title of a new uncut book; now standing 
before the pier-glass, which reflected herself. Not to 
admire her own charms, but in dreamy thought. 

There were times when the life, present and past, of the 
Lady Adelaide showed itself to her in its true, miserable 
colours. Marrying Mr. Lester had been a mistake, as Lo: i 
Dane once told her it would bo; and she did her best to 
escape from it. She did her best to escape from some other 
haunting phantom that was ever following her, more or less. 
Yery close indeed did it seem to-night. A dream, of what 
might have been, camo over her; now, as she stood there, 
with her fair and jewelled hand pushing back the flaxen 
hair from her brow. Had Fate been kinder, she might have 
been kinder also; might have grown to love her fellow- 
creatures ; whereas slxo had steeled her heart to all loving 
impulses; she had grown hard and harder, selfish and more 
selfish, false and very false indeed. 

At a slight sound at the door, she turned with a start, 
glancing over her shoulder with that scared look, at such 
moments observable in her; just as if she feared her pur¬ 
suing phantom was coming in visibly upon her. But it was 
only Tiffle who entered; entered with much softness and 
smoothing of hands, and penitential deprecation for the 
intrusion. 

“ My lady, with a thousand pardons for venturing to in¬ 
terrupt you hero, I thought I’d make bold to ask whether 
you would like a fire in your, dressing-chamber. The wind 
gets higher and higher.” 

“A fire! No, I think not; it is warm. I don't caro 
either way.” 

“ Then I shall have one lighted, for I think it will be more 
comfortable for your ladyship,” said piffle, with a curtsey 
as she turned to the door. But, instead of going out of it. 
she looked round agipn. 

“ There’s news abroad to-night that the keeper's dying if 



200 


I.APY APEPAIPK. 


your ladyship will excuse my waiting to mention it. And, 
my lady,” added tho woman, dropping her voice, “ the slender 
one, out with the others, was Mr. Wilfred Lester. It 
mayn’t be pleasant for any of the parties,-my lady, if Cattloy 
dies.” " 

“ Tiffle, I cannot altogether believe that story,” said Ln^ly 
Adelaide, seating herself on a sofa, with her gaze bent on 
the servant. . “ He would never run his neck into such a 
noose as that. Why, it would be transportation, at the least! 
The more I think of it, the less I can believe it; and for 
Heaven’s sake be ca-.iious in speaking, and don’t let it come 
to the ears of Mr. Lester! You must have found a marc’s 
nest somewhere.” 

“ My lady—craving your pardon—are the Hostesses I have 
already found mare’s Hostesses” demanded Tifile, with just 
tho least acidity in her tones. “ When I told you that those 
two deep ones were going to ignite themselves together in 
matrimony, did that turn out a mare’s nest, my lady ? Or 
did tho information I brought you a week ago, that lie did 
go abroad at night with a gun, though it's well known his 
gun is in the pawnshop ? And—not to go to other instances, 
which perhaps maybe called to mind— I must beg leave to 
say that I know my place too well, and what is due to your 
ladyship too well, to mention any news which I’m not sure 
and certain of, or any tales that could devolve into mares’ 
nestesses.” 

“But, Tifile, how do yon learn those things? You must 
lcecj) a detective at work.” 

“ The detective is my own eyes and ears, my lady, which 
is being exercised always in behalf of them sweet cherrybims, 
tho lambs upstairs, now sleeping in their little beds. Leave 
Mr. Wilfred and Miss Lester to their own dcrvices, and they’d 
run rough-shod over ’em. Never, while I have eyes to see 
and a tongue to tell.” 

Her mistress slightly bent her head, as a hint that it was 
sufficient, and Tiffle shuffled out with another curtsey. Lady 
Adelaide threw hdrself back in a chair, and foil into a 
soliloquy. *’ 

“ What can be-the reason for its having come back to me ? 
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Ten years! ten Iong^cary years; surely it was long enough 
to live it down! Is it sinco I have seen him again that the 
haunting fear has reasserted itself? No: for I found it not 
in London, and there we saw him as much as wo do hero. 
It has come upon me'since I returned to Danesheld ; it is 
upon mo to-night worse than it ever has been: a miserable 
conviction that the past is going to be raked up again; a 

dread fear that my sin-” 

“Lord Dane, my lady.” 

The announcement was Tifflc’s. A terrific blast had bloy 
the outer door open, and his lordship and the wind had 
entered together, meeting Tiffle in the hall. Ho was altered 
far more than Lady Adelaide. Could it be that the tall, 
stern man of ciglit-and-thirty, with some grey hairs mingling 
with his luxuriant locks, and the lines of care upon his broad 
white brow, was the whilom slender stripling of only ten 
years ago ? But ho was a very handsome man now, 
handsomer than he had been in those days, with the high 
Dane features and the proud carriage of the Dane family. 
As to the lines, what brought them on his brow ? Of 
distinguished position, of great wealth—for his coders had 
been accumulating since he went abroad—possessed of all 
the extraneous accessories for rendering life happy, one might 
indeed wonder how care fell upon Lord Dane—as one 
wonders how the flies get into the amber. 

She stood up to receive him, in her white dress, her 
glittering jewels, her conscious beauty. Very many times 
had they met of late ; but Lord Dane, as lie greeted her 
to-night, could not help thinking how little she was changed. 
Almost as attractive did she look as she had done in the time 
when she was his youthful love. There was no peevishness 
on her face now. 

“ What a terrible night! ” slio exclaimed, ns she reseated 
herself, and Lord Dane drew a chair near to her. 

“ Ay, indeed; and blowing right on to the const,” ho 
answered. “ I trust wo shall have no disasters at sea,” 

“ Did you walk here ? ” 

“ Walk ? Oh, yes, it is not far.” 

■ ( I was thinking of tho weather,” 
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“ I hare become inurod to that, whatever it may be. My 
nine or ton years’ travel did that good service for me.” 

“ I used to wonder what kept you abroad so long—-what 
the attraction could bo. But you did not remain long in one 
place.” 

“ I went everywhere; everywhere in Europe ; not out of 
it. Except—yes—except that I explored Turkey in Asia.” 

“ And your attraction, Lord Dane ? ” 

“ I had none. The very restlessness would imply the want 
of that. I wandered hither and thither, believing that I 
should never again have an object in life; certainly never an 
attraction.” 

“ A rash belief—at your age, with lifo almost all beforo 
you,” she remarked, speaking with an assumption of 
gaiety. 

“ Well, yes; since I have lived to find its fallacy. I came 
back to England, caring very little whether I came or 
whether I stayed away from it for good. And, very soon 
after my return, the old dead fibres of my heart, that I 
thought had withered to the roots, sprang again into vitality. 
It was here, at home, that I met with an attraction; an object 
in life that I believo will remain with and influence me for 
ever.” 

She lifted her eyes inquiringly towards him, and Lord 
Dane continued: 

“ When the consciousness of this first dawned upon me, I 
strove to combat it by every effort in my power; but, the 
moro I strove, tho less would it take its departure, and I had 
no resource but to yield to it. It has become my master, 
influencing every action of my life, present with me by night 
and by day. On my, sacred word of honour, I thought it was 
over for me, this love : that my heart and I had alike grown 
out of it; that ‘ the song had left the bird.’ I feel half 
ashamed to confess to it now.” 

She gave a slight start and eat more upright in her chair, 
her cheek flushings her oyos gazing at him in astonishment 
through their half* closed lashes. Lord Dano drew his chair 
nearer, and seemed somewhat agitate^. 

“ I have been thinking of speaking to you for two or three 
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weeks; but, I honestly avow, I have not liked to do so. If 
for an instant I have been alone with you, and would have 
rushed on my confession, a nameless feeling that perhaps 
you will understand, a sudden distaste for the task has 
intruded and held me back. But, as I walked here to-night, 
I vowed that I would enter upon it, if opportunity were 
granted. Forgive me; forgive mo what I would ask of 
you: that your own heart should, plead my cause. Adelaide 
—again forgive me, if I speak to you with the familiarity of 
former years—if you will bo my advocate, my suit canmd 
fail.” 

He spoke in the low, tender tones that had once been as 
the sweetest music to her ear; ho took her hand in his 
pleading earnestness. Will you excuse Lady Adelaide for 
the error she fell into ? With the remembrance of old days 
so vividly just then upon her, it was perhaps a natural one. 
She thought ho was pleading for her favour, not for her 
influence with another. A powerful emotion ran through 
her frame-—it was succeeded by a sort of deadly coldness. 

“ Have you forgotten who I am ? ” she asked in low, proud 
tones, not so much in resentmont, but as though she thought 
he really had forgotten it. “ Yon forget yourself, Lord Dane : 
I am the wifo of Mr. Lester; the mother of his children.” 

Lord Dane dropped' her hand; and an involuntary laugh 
broke from him before he could check it. Something in its 
tone jarred upon her ear. 

“ When you threw me away to marry George Lester, Lady 
Adelaide, I fully understood that I wus thrown away for ever. 
Believe me, I accepted the alternative thero and then, as 
irrevocable. I have never presumed to think that I could 
find favour with yon again, under any circumstances or con¬ 
tingency whatover, that the chances of the world might bring 
about. I beg your pardon a thousand times for having ex¬ 
pressed myself badly, as I conclude I must have done. I 
was but asking for your good offices in my behalf with your 
stop-daughter, Maria Lester.” 

A suffusion of passionate shame dyed the brow of Lady 
Adelaide. Never did woman fall into a more humiliating 
error, She could linvo struck herself for her vain folly; she 
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could have struck Lord Dane. Whon sho opened her lips to 
speak, no sound came from them. He had been honest, at 
any rate: he had not given a thought to the possibility of 
his words being so misconstrued : his mind was full of Maria 
Lester; and Lady Adelaide was no more to him, and never 
had been since her marriage, than any other man’s wife. Ho 
had then thrust her from his heart for ever, whatever sho 
might have done by him. A thought crossed her that this 
humiliating, this bitter mistake of hers must have three 
parts repaid him for all sho had made him suffer in the 
days gone by. 

He was good-natured, and strove to put her at her ease; 
telling her, in matter-of-fact tones, tli§t he wished to marry 
Miss Lester; and that his chief motive in speaking first to 
herself was, that sho might use her influence with her 
husband. 

“ People say that it is time I settled,” he observed : “ and 
of course it is time, if I am to settle at all. In addition to 
any predilection I may have formed, I have begun to see 
that it will be bettor for mo: poor Cecilia is not much of a 
companion. But before I found out this, indeed before I 
came down to the Castle, or had left Loudon, I had made up 
my mind in regard to Miss Lostor. I never met any one 
whom I so thoroughly esteemed,” ho added, with an emphasis 
on the last word, “ and I trust to induce her to become Lady 
Dane. Hence I come to you, as one old friend will go to 
another, to enlist your interest on my behalf with Miss 
Lester.” 

The past had become clear to her. She had wondered 
what brought Lord Dane so often to their house: perhaps 
had set it down within her own breast to a very different 
motive. Her face was burning still; but she strovo to throw 
off her shame defiantly, and drew up her head with a haughty 
gesture. 

“ Why do you not apply to Mr. Lester instead of to me, 
Lord Dane ? ” 

Lord Dane explored in the most delicate manner possible. 
In common with all Danesheld, ho knew that the prospect of 
having to relinquish his daughter’s fortune would act as an 
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almost insuperable barrier to Mr. Lester’s giving his consent 
to any marriage proposed for her. Lord Dane, however, 
wished for Maria alone, not for her fortune; that could 
remain with Mr. Lester: the settlement he offered would 
obviate the necessity for Mr. Lester’s relinquishing the other. 
It was this ho had wished fp. tell Lady Adelaide; for Mr. 
Lester’s sensitiveness on pecuniary matters was well known, 
and he might reccivo the communication better from his 
Avife than from the suitor. 

The thought was a generous one. Lady Adelaide could 
only feel it so ; and some of her frigid manner disappeared. 

“ Legal help can of course be called in to ratify the arrange¬ 
ment,” observed Lord Dane. “ You will be my advocate 
with them both, will you not, Lady Adelaide ? ” 

Lady Adelaide made no immediate reply. Some stifling 
weight seemed to oppress her, and she rose from her seat 
suddenly, in agitation that she could not wholly hide, drew 
aside the window-curtains, and stood jjoering forth into the 
boisterous night. Lord Dane watched her. Was her manner 
caused by any lingering regard for him 't he mentally 
questioned; or was she angry with herself for her unfor¬ 
tunate misapprehension, and with him for causing it ? 

“ Maria is too young for you, Lord Dane,” presently came 
her voice from the window ; but she did not turn. 

“ That is a question—I beg your pardon, Lady Adelaide 
— surely that is a question that may be left with herself 
and me.” 

“ You are double her age.” 

“ Not quite.” 

There was a long pause, broken at length by Lady 
Adelaide: 

“I would prefer to remain neutral in this affair, Lord 
Dane,” she said, returning to her seat. “ If I do not second 
your efforts to gain Miss Lester, I -will at least not impede 
them. Apply yourself directly to Mr. Lester; speak to him 
with the candour that you have now spoken to me, and I 
am sure he will hoar you. It is true thlit he is sensitive on 
pecuniary points; circumstances, chiefly tTiose connected with 
his son, have made lrim so. He must decide for himself. 
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Maria is his daughter, not mine; and I will not interfere. 
Your suit must proceed unbiassed, uninterferod with by mo.” 

“ You will not be against me?” 

“ I havo said so. My position in regard to it shall be one 
of strict neutrality.” ■ . 

Lord Dane bowed. In his inmost heart he had suspected 
she would have been against him in this—against Maria; 
and this secret fear no doubt caused him to speah to her 
first, and endeavour to make sure of her interest. Perhaps 
she conceded as much as he had expected she would. 

“ Is Miss Lester at home this evening ?” 

“Yes; but I don’t know where she is,” replied Lady 
Adelaide, ringing the bell. “Ask Miss Lester to come 
here,” she added to the man who answered it. 

“ Miss Lester is gone out, my lady.” 

“ Cfut! On this turbulent night! ” 

“ She wont out directly after dinner, my lady. She told 
me to say that she had gone to take tea at Miss Bordillion’s.” 

“ Maria does do things that no one else would think of,” 
cried Lady Adelaide, as the servant closed the door. “ The 
idea of her going out such a night as this! ” 

“ Some urgent motive must have taken her,” observed Lord 
Dane, who felt surprised himself. 

“ The urgent motive of her own whim; or possibly a 
promise to that antiquated piece of propriety, Miss Bordil- 
lion,” scornfully returned Lady Adelaide. “ I wonder Mr. 
Lester does not forbid Maria’s going there, after the 
countenance shown by that woman to her niece and Wilfred 
Lester at the time of their marriage. By the way, an 
association reminds me to ask after your keeper. I hear 
lie is dying.” 

“No, he is not dying. I hope he will get hotter oven now. 
He was going on very well until this morning, when the 
police called- at his house and subjected him to a cross- 
examination. I wish they would bo less eager in interfering, 
those fellows. Cattley was not in a state for it.” 

“ Has it been fuller decided who his assailants were ? ” 

“ Not at all. CaUley has a suspicion as to two of them, 
but ho cannot swear to it; and the police may sparo 
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their pains. That is how these offenders got off, Lady 
Adelaide.” 

“ I fancy you are inclined to be very leniont.” . 

Lord Dane laughed; ho hardly knew whether he was or 
not, and really did not care. “ Is Mr. Lester in the. dining¬ 
room ? ” he asked. 

“ I suppose so: I left him* there. He must have dropped 
asleep.” 

With a word of apology, Lord Dane left her, and went in 
search of Mr. Lester, whom he found. Not in the dining¬ 
room, but in a small room at the back of the hall, called 
the study. Ho was seated at his desk, a heap of papers 
hofore him, his spectacles on—which he had lately had to 
take to at night—and his face full of anxious care. Lord 
Dane sat down, and quietly asked him for his daughter, 
hinting" at the arrangement he had mentioned to Lady 
Adelaide. 

But for that one troublesome impediment, Mr. Lester 
would have jumped at the offer. It was a better one than 
lie had ever expected would fall to the lot of Maria. He sat 
perplexed in thought, giving no reply. It was impossible 
for him to resign her fortune on the one hand; on the 
other, he felt it equally impossible to accept any such 
arrangement as that proposed by Lord Dane. Mr. Lester 
had always been a sensitive man in regard to the world’s 
opinion, and it occurred to him to ask what would be said of 
him if he permitted this. 

“Surely you do not object to me, Mr. LesterV I can 
make the most ample settlements; and I love your daughter 
as I never thought to—to love any one.” 

“ I thank you for your offer, Lord Dane; it does us 
honour; but these things require mature deliberation. Will 
you allow mo a woek or ten days to consider it ? ” 

“ So long as that! ” 

“ You would rather have that than an immediate nega¬ 
tive ? ” 

“ Yes. But why a negative ? ” 

“ Indeed I am not prepared to discuss'it now,” said Mr. 
Lester, rising. “ Yoq must give me my own time for con- 
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sideratioil, and say nothing to Maria. Lot us join Lady 
Adelaide.” 

Ho glanced at his scattered papers, extinguished the light 
by which he had been writing, and locked the door upon his 
room of‘care. At the same moment the hall-door was 
opened and Maria was blown in, her bonnet in her hand. 

“ Oh, papa, it is such a night! ” she exclaimed, half 
laughing at the breathless state she was in, and the disorder 
of her dress. “My veil has been carried away, and,I was 
lucky to save my bonnet. Look at my hair! Is that Lord 
Dane ? Oh, pray don’t look at me.” 

Mr. Lester stared, as well ho might, and asked what in 
the world had taken her abroad. 

“ I did not think it was so bad, papa. I went to Miss 
liordillion’s. She would not let me remain, and sent me 
home again between Mary and the old gardener. I should 
like to see how they will get back; the wind grows worse 
every minute.” 

Laughing at the reminiscence, throwing her cloak and 
bonnet on a bench in the hall, Maria smoothed back her 
hair and went into the drawing-room on the ready arm of 
Lord Dane. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
rumours. 

Miss Lester had walked forth after dinner in the wild 
night—leaving the Lady Adelaide to her remarkable inter¬ 
view with Lord Dane -and was speedily blown back again 
by the wind: but, short as her absenco had been, it is not 
without its incident. 

Skirting the Hall to the right, Miss Lester struck into ft 
somewhat lonely ros'd : the pastures belonging to her father’s 
house were on the^Viglit, the dark wood on her left. Sho 
■was on her way to Miss Bordillion’s, And two roads would 
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take Iter to it: the ono she was pursuing, the other through 
a portion of the wood. She boro up bravely against the 
wind. The wood was soon reached, and she turned into it, 
as being the more sheltered. It was not yet dark*, or she 
would have chosen the open road; but, to people bom and 
bred in the country, fear when abroad is almost unknown. 

Nevertheless, as she wont swiftly along the narrow path, 
the gloom did strike upon her unpleasantly. The wind 
moaned and shrieked overhead, seeming to shake the trees 
to their very roots, and imparting a weird, ghostly loneliness 
to the scene. Maria began thinking of a certain story she 
had read in German, where a maiden was speeding through 
a dense forest, and- 

Some object suddenly started out from the trees before 
her, and she positively screamed. The next moment, how¬ 
ever, she burst into laughter. It was only her brother. A 
tall and very slender man of four-and-twenly, with the same 
delicately beautiful face he had in boyhood : the dark blue 
eyes, the long eyelashes,-the dark hair. But the joyous, 
impulsive manners of the boy had given place to an indiffer¬ 
ence that bordered upon apathy : some such a manner as 
might be seen in one out of conceit with the world, and who 
has nearly given himself over to despair. 

“ How stupid I am! ” exclaimed Maria, alluding to her 
cry. “ How you startled me, Wilfred.” 

“ I did not intend to startle you. Who was to think you 
would be in the wood to-night ? It's not the thing, Maria.” 

“ It is not night yet. I am going to Margaret’s, and 
chose this way as being more sheltered. I could not keep 
in the road for the wind.” 

He had turned to walk by her side. Maria seemed under 
some timid restraint, and cast a stealthy glance at the gun 
in his hand. 

“ Is that your gun, Wilfred V ” she at length asked. 

“ It’s one I have had lent me,” he replied shortly, and a 
silence ensued. A hundred doubts and ijuostions arose to 
Maria’s lips, but she dared not speak them.* 

“ I wonder they let you come out such a night as this,” ho 
presently said. “ I never remember one like it.”. 

Lmly Ailrl.i1.lfe 1* 
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“ I did not ask leave ; I came without. How is Edith ? ” 

The "question was put in a hesitating voice. Wilfred 
took it up. His mind was in that state of ultra-sensitiveness 
that warfare with the world frequently entails. 

“ What 11 suppose it is high treason to inquire after her! 
Have they forbidden you even her name? Come, Maria, 
confess; you cannot tell me more than I suspect.” 

Maria was silent. 

“ Perhaps they have forbidden your speaking to mo if we 
happen to meet ? ,f he pursued. 

“No, Wilfred, they have not done that yet. Tell me 
how you are getting on. Is Edith better ? ” 

“ We ore not getting on at all; unless going backwards is 
getting on. It is backwards with us generally, and back¬ 
wards with Edith. She will never grow strong whilst 
things remain as they are. If there is justice in heaven-” 

“ Hush, Wilfred! It will do no good.” 

“ And no harm. But have it as you like, Maria. The 
next interdict will be, I suppose, against your speaking 
to me.” 

“Should it come, Wilfred, it will be partly your own 
fault,” she answered. 

“ No doubt of it. I am all in fault, and they aro all in 
the right. But I did not expect to hear you say it.” 

“You are petulant with me without a cause, Wilfred. 
You know that I care for you more than for any one in the 
world. - I fear I do not care even for papa—though it may 
be wicked of me, and wrong to say it—as I care for you.” 

“ It would be a wonder if you cared much for him,” cried 
Wilfred. “ He has not allowed us to care for him. Occu¬ 
pied as he has been with his lady-wife and her children, 
showing neither common care nor affection for you and 
me- ” 

“ I don’t think we ought to speak of it,” camo the gontlo 
interruption. 

Wilfred disdained an answer. 

“You speak of the possibility of our intercourse being 
forbidden; I say that, if it is, tho fault will be yours, 
jVilfrod,” sho added, gathering ccfurage for a desperate 
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1 effort. “ Wliat are these tales that are being whispered 
about you ?” , 

“Tales?” 

“That you are taking to evil coursos; to poaching for 
game and fish; to going out at night with loose men. They 
are——” she stopped with a slight shiver, and then went on 
rapidly—“ talking of the attack on Lord Dane’s keeper.” 

“ The country for ten miles round is talking of nothing 
else,” returned Wilfred, carelessly. 

“ But they say—some say—that you w6rc one of them.” 

“ Oh, they do, do they ? It’s well my back’s rather broad 
just now. Who says it ? ” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ Who said it to you ? ” 

“ The rumour has reached the Hall in some way. I fancy 
through Tiffle. Lady Adelaide said a word or two to me, 
and it turned mo sick and faint. I was too terrified to ask 
a single question ; and, if I had, perhaps she would not have 
answered it. Oh, Wilfred, come to the Hall and deny it if 
you can! deny it to papa, and get him to stop the rumours.” 

■ “ If I can ?—what do you mean, Maria ? Do you think 1 
go out at night to murder gamekeepers?” 

“ Then you will come to the Hall and explain,” was the 
eager rejoinder. 

“ Not if I know it. The Hall has been forbidden to me. 
Don’t trouble yourself, Maria ; Lady Adelaide and Tiffle can 
say what they like ; my back is broad enough, I tell yon.” 

“ They talk of gins and snares; of entrapping game for 
sale,” she shivered. 

“I see; they turn me into a regular poacher. Well, 
Maria, let my father and his wife enjoy the scandal. Were 
I to get hung or transported, they would have the satis¬ 
faction of knowing that they had driven mb on the way.” 

Maria Lester pressed her hands to her chest as if she 
would still its pain. She felt herself so very helpless. On 
the one hand, her harsh stepmother and the husband whom 
she swayed; on tho other, this brotliiq being driven to 
desperation—tho brother she loved so dearly. 

“How does my father think T am to live, Maria, when ho 
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does not give mo anything to livo upon ? Put Edith out of 
the question—Margaret supplies her—had I not married, 
surely he must and would have allowed me something, if 
only a hundred a year. Let him, in justice, give me that 
now. I believe that they wish me to go wrong. I am suro 
Lady Adelaide does.” 

“ You are out to-night with that gun, Wilfred.” 

“ And, if I am, I can’t uso it in this wind.” 

“ But only the carrying it may be brought against you. 
You have no game licence.” 

“ Yes, I have.” 

For a single moment sho thought ho was uttering an 
untruth, and her countenance fell. 

“ I have takon one out; Margaret helped me.” 

To hear this was -a weight liftod from her heart, for more 
reasons than one. She was about to reply, when a move¬ 
ment amidst the trees attracted her attention, and sho halted 
in fear. 

“ What was it ? ” she whispered, pointing to the place. 

“ I heard nothing except the wind.” 

“ I did not hear—I saw,” answered Maria. “ Some face 
was peering out at us, and I saw it drawn back. It was 
like-a boy’s face.” 

Wilfred Lester strode to the spot indicated, pushing 
through the trees. Not any creature was in sight, human 
or animal: but a narrow path, striking off’ farther into the 
wood, favoured escape. 

“ I think you must have been mistaken, Maria.” 

She shook her head, and they soon came to the end of the 
wood. Farther on, on the open road, was the residence of 
Miss Bordillion; to the left, a by-way led to the cottage 
inhabited by Wilfred. It was close by, though a turn in 
the road hid it from view. As they stood a moment, Wilfred 
telling Maria that she had better return home, and not 
venture farther in the howling wind, a very curious-looking 
boy came running past them. Slim to a degree, with 
restless, wriggling Inovements, he was not unlike a serpent: 
and he had that ol&, precocious face sometimes seen in the 
deformed, and sly, very sly eyes. Not •that he was deformed. 
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but only very stunted for his years, which numbered nearly 
fiftoon. An ordinary spectator might have thought him ten. 

“ Hallo, Shad I Where are you scampering off to ? ” cried 
Mr. Wilfred Lester. 

The boy stopped. Bcjoieing in the baptismal'name of 
Shadrach, he had never, in the memory of the neighbour¬ 
hood, been called anything but Shad. His other name no 
one knew, and it did not clearly appear that he had one. 
Nearly fifteen years ago ho was first seen, a baby, in the hut 
of old Goody Bean. She said ho was her daughter’s, wh'- 
had been many a year away from home ; but Goody Bean 
was not renowned for veracity, and on the whole did not 
receive credence for her assertion of the child’s parentage. 
To whomsoever he belonged, there ho had been from that 
time to this. 

“ Please, sir, I’m going home. I’ve been getting sticks 
for granny.” 

He spoke with childlike simplicity; but, looking at his 
sharp face, it might be doubted whether the simplicity was 
not put on. It was one of two things : either he was a very 
unsophisticated young gentleman, or one of very unusual 
cunning. 

“ Have you been in the wood for those, Shad ? ” demanded 
Miss Lester, looking at the few fagots in the boy’s hand. 

“ I’ve been on’y on t’other side of the hedge, miss; I don’t 
like the wood when the trees moans and shakes.” 

“ Have you not been in the wood ? ” she returned, looking 
keenly at him. 

“ I was there yesterday, miss.” 

“ I spoke of this evening.” 

“ No,” he said, shaking his head from side to side, some¬ 
thing like the trees. “ Granny telled me to go into tlio 
wood, and bring her a good bundle o’ sticks, but I wouldn’t 
when I heard the winds; and I cxpec’s a waeking for it.” 

Ho shambled off. Miss Lester turned to her brother. 
“Wilfred, it was he who was watching us.” 

“ Very likely. Ho is oven less worthy of credit than his 
grandmother; and that’s saying a great cleal. Why! what 
does she want ? ” 
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A docent-looking woinan, with a sour face, was turning 
the angle of the path witha quick step. Wilfred knew her 
for his servant: the moment she saw her master her pace 
increase^ to a rim, and she called to him in some alarm. 

“ What now,, Sally ? ” quoth he. “ Is the house on fire ? ” 

“ Sir,” responded Sally, grimly, “ tho house is not On fire; 
but my mistress is lying in a dead faint, and I ran out to 
look for you. I’m not sure but life has at length left her.” 

A moment’s bewildered hesitation and Wilfred started off; 
but he had not gone many yards when he arrested his steps 
and turned to his sister. 

“ Will you not come also, in tho name of humanity ? 
Your entering my house to say a word of comfort to Edith- 
dying as she may be, as I fear sift is, for the want of kind¬ 
ness -will not poison Mr. and Lady Adelaide Lester. Judge 
between me and them, Maria.”^ 

It might have boon the ring of bitter mockery in his tone; 
it might have been that her own humanity prevailed; 
Maria, at, any rate, followed. The cottage was near at 
hand; a very unpretending cottago indeed, skirting the 
wood, the kitchen facing the road, the • sitting-room at the 
back. Edith was in tho latter, lying as Sally had left her. 

It was only a fainting-fit, and she was already reviving 
when they entered. Fainting-fits had been rather common 
with Edith since hor illness, but the usually staid servant 
Sally (her baptismal name, though people sometimes called 
her Sarah with a vague notion of being polite) had for once 
felt frightened. Maria, interdicted from going to her bro¬ 
ther’s, had not seen his wife for many, many weeks, nay, for 
months. • She stood over Edith, shocked at the change in 
her, and fully believing she could not bo long for this 
world. Maria burst into tears as sho kissed her; they 
cried "together; and Wilfrod whispered to his sister that ho 
was pfraid of the agitation for Edith. So Maria said a 
quiet word of farewell and withdrew. 

“ Sally,” she impulsively began to the maid in tho kitchen, 
“what has, reduced "your mistress to this shocking state?” 

“ Famine, more than anything else,” was the answer given 
in the woman’s customary blunt way. 
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“ Famine! repeated Maria, staring at the speaker in 
bewilderment, and feeling ready to feint herself. “ Famine ? 
Things cannot be so bad as that.*' 

“ They are hot much better, and haven’t been for some 
time, so fer as she is concerned,” was Sally’s • answer, 
motioning towards the parlour door; and, if tho woman 
spoke more familiarly than was consistent with the respect 
due to Miss Lester, it might be put down partly to her 
natural manner, partly to tho fact that she had formerly 
been nurse to Maria and Wilfred. She had also more 
recently lived as housemaid with Miss Bordillion, and waited 
on Edith and Maria when they were girls. “ Me and master, 
we can eat hard food; but she can’t: When folks are 
delicate and weak in health, they require delicate food. 
Beef-tea and jellies, and oysters, and chicken, or a nice cut 
out of a joint of meat, with a glass or two of good wine every 
day ; that’s what Miss Edith’wants. And she’s just going 
to her grave,for the want of it. 4 ’ 

The parlour door opened, and Wilfred’s voice was heard 
down the passage. “ Sally; is Miss Lester gone ? If she 
will wait an instant, I’ll see her safely to Miss Bordillion’s.” 

Maria laid her finger on her lips. “ Don’t tell him I’m 
hero, Sally,” she breathed. “ He shall not leave his poor 
wife to come out with me.” 

“ Miss Lester’s all right, sir,” was the response, delivered 
with the usual tartness. 

“ Then come here, Sally. Your mistress wants you.” 

Sally obeyed the summons, and Maria took the opportu¬ 
nity to steal away. As she wont on to Miss Bordillion’s she 
felt as perhaps she had never before felt in her whole existence. 
Suffering for want of proper food !—dying for it! Maria 
Lester had read of such things in fiction and sometimes in 
the newspapers; but to have them brought palpably before 
her, and in her own station of life, had certainly not been 
amongst her experiences. Two convictions gradually forced 
themselves upon her; one that an awful responsibility lay 
in some not yery definite quarter; the other, that she should 
be powerless to alter the state of things.' 

Cliff Cottage w'as. soon reached: a small, pretty, white 
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house, with greou Venetian blinds outside the windows. 
Miss Bordillion was a very gentle lady now, with a close 
cap and white hair. No tfaco of the heart-conflict she had 
done battle with was discernible on her smooth features— 
only in the hair: that had turned white before its time. 
She V.T.S surprised to see Maria come in; and looked up 
from her tea. Maria threw off her cloak and bonnet and sat 
down to the table; and the maid brought in a cup and 
saucer and some butter. 

“ Are you taking your toa without butter, Margaret ? ” 

“ I prefer dry toast sometimes, my dear.” 

But Maria remembered that Miss Bordillion had never 
cared for dry toastand she now saw her get up, and quietly 
take the sugar-basin from the sideboard, and place it on the 
table. A light, and a very uncomfortable one, dawned upon 
Maria. 

“ Is it starvation hero, Margaret ? ” she said, with emotion. 
“ I have just heard it is, elsewhere.” 

An explanation ensued, for Maria was urgent. It was 
not starvation, but it was very strict economy, an abstinence 
from everything except absolute necessaries. Since Maria 
and Edith quitted Miss Bordillion a year ago, she had been 
thrown upon her own resources ; an income of a hundred a 
year. It might have sufficed for herself and her servant— 
and she kept only ouo now—but unfortunately sho had also 
Wilfred and Edith on her hands. 

“ Are you helping them, Margaret ? ” exclaimed Maria. 

“ To what little extent I can. There is no one else to 
do it.” 

“ I had no idea of it,” breathed Maria. “ Wilfred said a 
word to-night in allusion to it; but I thought I might have 
mistaken him, your income is so very small.” 

“ My dear child, how do you suppose they have lived ? 
No household can get along without some ready money. For 
some time after their marriage I would not see them, not 
choosing to countenance the imprudent step. Their money 
went—what they had of it; and then their few littlo 
personal valuables yjent; next their credit went; and there 
they were. One day I met Edith—it was about three months 
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before the baby was born—aiul - she looked so worn and 
weak that I gave her my arm home, and Sally enlightened 
me as to the state of things. That girl is worth her weight 
in gold.” 

“Who is?” 

“ Sally.” 

“ Oh, Margaret! she was always the crossest old thing ! ” 
cried Maria, going back in thought to her own and Edith’s 
girlhood days, when-Sally had tyrannized over them. 

“ She is iron in manner, gold at heart. She had a little 
monoy saved up,” continued Miss Bordillion; “ not much, foi 
she has kept her mother and that bedridden sister; it was a 
few pounds only, and she spent them in necessaries -for 
Edith when the child came.” 

“ I’ll never call her cross again,” said Maria, in a flush of 
repentance. “ But, Margaret, don’t you think Wilfred is 
being very badly used? Surely the tradespeople might 
give him a little more credit! ” 

“ Ho is already in their debt.” 

“ To a trifling extent. But he is papa’s eldest son. Tho 
estate must bo his some time.” 

“ Must ? ” 

The word was spoken with significant emphasis, and 
Maria’s face flushed. It had touched a sadly sensitive chord 
in her secret heart. 

“ It would be so unjust to leave it away from Wilfred,” 
she said, her voice falling to a whisper, as befitted the 
subject in her own mind, for it was one she had never dared 
to allude to. “ He is the eldest son; ho was the only one 
for years until these others came. A great deal of pupa's 
income came from mamma ; surely he will at least not leave 
that away from Wilfred ! ” 

“ The tradespeople do not appear to think there’s much 
certainty either way,” observed Miss Bordillion, in con¬ 
strained tones. 

“ Yon won’t speak of this to me, Margaret! ” 

“ I do not care to say anything that may reflect on Lady 
Adelaido.” 

“ It is her fault, you, think ? ” 
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*• Yos, it is her fault. She has loti Mr. Lester into em¬ 
barrassment, and she most certainly excite® him against his 
son. Maria, I do not suppose she will allow Mr. Lester to 
assist Wilfred; or to beqnoath even his mother’s money to 
him.” 

“ She must bo terribly unjust. Has sho any conscience, 

Margaret ? ” 

“ Conscience is very clastic material in general,” replied 
Miss Bordillion, with a half-smile. “ And now, Maria, that 
is all I wish to say of Lady Adelaide, and I don’t know how 
I have come to say so much. It is a state of things 
sufficiently patent to Daneshold; and we cannot expect 
butchers and bakers to practise benevolence in opposition to 
their own interests.” 

‘•And yon have really been going without sugar and 
butter, Margaret, that yon may assist Wilfred and his 
wife ? ” 

Margaret had been going without many other things; but 
sho answered carelessly. 

i; A very small matter of self-denial, Maria ! Bo so kind 
as to guard the Kecrot carefully out of doors.” 

“ Why should it be a secret? Are you afraid of offending 
papa ? ” 

“ Yes. Though perhaps not exactly in the sense you 
mean. I should not like to offend him, and I ought not to 
like it. Remember, I live in this house of his rent-free. I 
spoke to him about paying rent for it after you left it, but 
he only laughed at ine. My fear is, that were it known that 
I, or any one else, helped Wilfred, ho would be thought of in 
his father’s house with all the greater harshness.” 

“ Margaret, what is to becomo of them ? ” 

“ I cannot say—I am afraid to think. You see, putting 
pecuniary considerations aside, there is no one to give a 
helping hand to lift Wilfred out of his present position. A 
Government appointment was talked of; and he would do his 
best in it, or in anything clso, I am sure: but how is lie to 
get it, now that hij father has turned against him? I wish 
Lord Dane would bo his friend! ” 

“ And meanwhile they are starving*! ” 
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“ With the exception of what little I can give them: and 
that isindeed little. With two genteel households to be 
kept out of a hundred a yew,” continued Margaret, with an 
attompt at gaiety, “ you must not wonder that my sugar and 
butter are too costly to he approached lightly. The worst 
is ”—and her tone went back to the very utmost gravity of 
which human tones are capable—“ Wilfred has taken up all 
this as barbarous injustice, and in heart is resenting it 
accordingly.” 

The words recalled Maria to a sense of what she had come 
out that night to speak about; though indeed it could not be 
said to need recall, since it had been making itself heard 
throughout, in a sort of underlying miserable current. 

“Margaret, I wanted to ask you—have you heard the 
rumours that are about touching Wilfred? That he— 
that lie has been seen abroad at night, on Lord Dane’s 
lands?” 

“ Hush! ” interrupted Miss Bordillion, glancing round 
with a movement that seemed born of fear. 

“Then you have heard it! Oh, Margaret, tell me!—do 
you think it is true?” 

“ I think rumour of all kinds, Maria, just as likely to he 
false as true. Our better plan is always to ignore it.” 

“ Margaret, 1 came out this boisterous night to ask you,” 
she piteously said. “ I was obliged to come; 1 could not 
rest. Do you know anything for certain?” 

“I do not,” was the calm reply—and it seemed to Maria's 
sensitive ears that Margaret had suddenly grown calm and 
cold. 

“ I met him just now with a gun. T don’t know what he 
was doing with it at this hour. Ho said it had been lent to 
him. Do you know if that is true?” • 

“ No, 1 don’t know anything about that. I dare say it is 
Iruo.” 

“ Ho told mo you had helped 1dm to take out a shooting 
licence.” 

“ That is true.” 

“ Should Wilfred do anything wrong, I think it would kill 
me,” murmured Marist, lifting her pale and pleading face. 
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“ It would kill Edith.” 

“ And you won’t put me out of my suspense, Margaret V ’’ 

“ Maria, understand me. I really know nothing of this, 
except that I have heard that rumours to Wilfred’s discredit 
are abroad. I do.not think that they are true—I hope they 
arc not: and it will be well that you and I should entirely 
ignore them.” 

“ It is not putting me out of suspense,” sighed Maria. 

“ I will tell you what I am going to put you out of— 
and that is out of my house,” said Miss Bordillion, laughing, 
“ or you will not get home to-night. Harlc at that wind.” 

Maria fell into a most disheartening reverie; revolving 
all she had heard and seen—-all she feared. But Miss 
Bordillion did not allow her time to indulge in it. She bade 
her maid call Mr. Lester’s gardener, an elderly man who 
lived close by, and despatched Maria home between them. 

And what with the elastic spirits of youth, and what with 
the pranks the wind played them, which seemed to grow 
higher as the moon rose, Maria arrived at the Hall in a 
state of struggling and laughter, her bonnet a close prisoner 
in her hands, her veil gone off on an aerial voyage, and her 
hair flowing. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

THE SHIPWRECK. 

Rarely had such a night been known within tho memory of 
the oldest inhabitant of Daneshold. Tho storm of wind 
was terrific, sweeping through the air with a rushing, 
booming sound; shaking old gables and tall chimneys, 
unhinging shutters, and crashing down outhouses. But for 
tho wind, the night would have been almost as bright as 
the day, for the clear moon was at the full; but tho clouds 
that swept madly'across its face constantly obscured its 
brightness, and threw a dark shadow upon the earth. 
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A knot of men wore congregated in. the tap-room of the 
Sailors’ Rest. They were sheltered certainly, but the house 
was exposed on one sido to the sea, and seemed to rock with 
tho blast. Richard ltavensbird, looking not a day older 
than when you saw him last—hard, composed, phlegmatic 
as over—was waiting on Ms customers, and saying little, as 
usual. Ravonsbird had done well at the Sailors’ Rest. He 
and his house were alike irreproachable, and he had earned 
—and gained—tho respect of Danosheld. If his object had 
been to live down the old scandal of suspicion attaching k 
his name, he had eminently succeeded ; and even that depot 
of gossip, the coastguard station, would have suspected any 
one in the town or county to be guilty of a great crime, 
rather than the landlord of the Sailors’ Rest. 

Mrs. Ravensbird was in the bar parlour. Her usual 
place in the evening was the private sitting-room ; but that 
happened to look on to the sea, and she had come out of 
it stopping her ears. Sophie did look older, in spite of her 
smart caps, Frenchwomen, after thirty, age unaccountably, 
and Mrs. Ravensbird was no exception to the rule. She had 
not changed in manner, but was free of tongue and ready at 
repartee, just as she always had been. There was one 
child, a boy, to whom they were giving an excellent educa¬ 
tion, and who was almost always away at school. He was 
bom a twelvemonth after their marriage; and it appeared 
likely that he would l>e tho only olive-branch. 

“ How is Cattley getting on ? ” inquired one of the 
company in the bar, as he began to fill a fresh pipe. It was 
the same bar in which wo once saw Mr. Hawthorne drop a 
brass ladle, when Ravensbird’s head rose above the screen, 
to the unhappy landlord’s consternation. The screen was 
there still, but considerably enlarged: it made the sweep 
of the room. now, shutting out only the entrance as a 
sort of passage. A great improvement; and few rooms 
wear a more comfortable appearance than did this bar 
of Ravonsbird’s with its well-kept furniture and bright 
fire. 

Ravensbird, whom tho speaker had addressed, took no 
notice of the questions no had just given a jug of ale to 
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another of the company, and was counting the halfpence 
returned into his hand. 

“I say, landlord, have you heard how Cattley is?” 
repeated the speaker, who was owner of a fishing-boat, and 
named Marls. 

“Cattley may be better or he may be worse,” was the 
short and not very gracious reply of Mr. Eavensbird; and 
one, skilled in tones, might havo suspected that tlio subject 
was not palatable to the landlord. “ I don’t meddle in 
business that does not concern me.” 

“ That’s as much as to say that I do,” said Marls, with good 
humour. “ Not that it’s much meddling, inquiring after a 
half-murdered man. When I went out, three days ago, it 
was thought he was dying.” 

“ A fine trouble your boat had to get in I ” interrupted a 
eoastguardsman. I was on duty this afternoon, and watched 
it alabouring against the gale.” 

“ Trouble! ” echoed Marls; “ I never was out in such a 
gale, and the wind blowing us right on shore. It took us 
all we knew, I can toll you, to make the port and not the 
beach. Has nobody heard aught of Cattley ? ” 

“ Cattley’s better,” spoko one who was sitting near the 
lire. “The police must put themselves into it, and nearly 
do for him though, with their worrying, wanting him to 
swear to Beecher and.Tom Long. But Cattley couldn’t 
swear to them, though ho said- he’d no moral doubt that 
they were two of- the lot. Old Beecher came forward with 
all the brass in the .world, and swore his son was at home in 
bed at the time. Nobody would believe old Beecher on his 
oath,.but there was no proof, as Cattley couldn’t swear. 
My lord's savage about it. It’s said he is going to be us 
sharp over his preserves as it was thought he’d be lenient. 
He told old Beecher that his oaths went for nothing, and 
regretted the evidence was not more conclusive.” 

“Have they got the third?” asked another fisherman. 
“ There was a third, wasn’t there ? ’.’ 

“Said to be: Qattley speaks of another who was watching 
at a distance. Keeping guard, no doubt.” 

“ That was Drake, then,” spoke Murls. Smuggling or 
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poaching, it all comes alike to him. I’d lay a crown it was 
Drake.” ' . 

“ You’d loose it, Marls. The third fellow was a tall, thin 
man. Drake’s short and stumpy. Landlord, there’s the 
missis calling you.” 

And, indeed, Mrs. Bavensbird’s voice was heard in some 
commotion, calling “ Richard, Bichard ! ” Ravensbird went 
out, leaving a smart maid to do duty for him. Sophie 
stood just inside the parlour, a candle in her hand, 

“ Bichard, I have been upstairs, and I protest I was afrai! 
to stop there. The house rocks as if it would fall.” 

“ The house is all safe,” returned Ravensbird. “ It has 
weathered out gales as bad as this.” 

“I don’t think we have ever had such a gale as this. 
Hark at it! ” 

She shivered as she stood. Ravensbird, who was a very 
good husband on the whole, though sometimes a little 
crusty, took the candle from her hand, and bade her sit 
down, drawing a chair near for himself. A short while and 
the smart maid came in. 

“ They are calling for more ale in the taproom, sir,” she 
said. “ Am I. to serve it ? It wants but two minutes to 
eleven.” 

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, Richard, let them stop on as 
long as they like to-night,” interpoged Sophie. “ Better be 
in danger in company than alone, and I’m sure I shall not 
dare to go to bod.” 

“ Not dare to go to lied! ” repeated Ravensbird, in 
surprise. “Why, Sophie, what’s the matter with you? 
Folks sleep best in windy weather.” 

“ It’s a worse wind than I’vo known since I came to the 
Sailors’ Rest,” returned Sophie, who invariably had the last 
word. “ For my part, I wish they’d stop on in the tap-room 
till morning.” 

Ravensbird returned to tho bar, and told the company 
it was eleven o’clock. They did not, however, seem inclined 
to move: and, whother it was the wiiijjl howling without, 
which certainly induces to the enjoyment of comfort within, 
or whether in compliance with his wife’s words, Ravensbird 
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proved less rigid than usual as to closing his houso tu 
eleven, and suffered more ale to be drawn. The servant 
was handing it round, when a fresh customer entered. It 
was Mitchel, the preventive-man. Ho took off an oil-skin 
capo he wore, and sat down. 

“ Why, Mitchel! is it the wind that has biown you hero ? ” 
were the words Ilavensbird greeted him with. “ I thought 
you were on duty to-night.” 

“ The wind won’t let me stop on duty, Mr. Ilavensbird, 
so it may be said to have blown me hero,” replied Mitchel. 
“ I saw you were not closed, through tho chinks in tho 
shutters. It’s an awful night.” 

“ Not much danger of a contraband boat-load stealing up 
to the beacli to-night,” laughed ono of the company. 

“No; the Flying Dutchman himself couldn’t bring it 
up,” said Mitchel. “ There’s a terrific sea rolling in.” 

“ The men have not been on duty below all day ? ” 

“ Couldn’t have stood it,” answered Mitchel; “ the sea 
would have washed them away. It’s great rubbish to liavo 
men there at all, now they have jrat us on to the heights. 
I’m afraid of one thing,” ho added, lowering his voice. 

“What’s that?” 

“That there’s a ship in distress. My eyesight’s un¬ 
common good for a distance, as some of you know, and I 
feel sure that I made her out, and even her very lights. 
I pointed her out to Baker just now, but he could see 
nothing and thought I was mistaken. Not I! ” 

“ And she’s in distress ? ” 

“ Could a ship be off the coast, in such a storm as this, 
and not be in distress ? ” was Mitchel’s answer. “ And tho 
wind blowing dead on shore! Mark me! if that is a ship, 
tlie’ll be on the rocks to-night. I-” 

The man’s voice stopped abruptly, and the assembly 
simultaneously started to their feet. A heavy, booming 
sound had struck upon their ears. Mrs. Ilavensbird rushed 
into tho room. 

“ Is that a canno$ ? ” she exclaimed, in alarm. 

If it was a cannon, it was firing off quick, sharp strokes, 
one after the other, as no cannon ov6r had been known to 
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do yet. Some of those startled listeners had heard that 
sound before; some had not. 

“ It is the great hell at the Castle! ” uttered Mitchel. 
“I am sure of it. The last time it rang out was‘for that 
fire in the stable, before the old lord died. What can bo 
the matter ?- ” 

With one accord the company left their seats and went 
into the road, peering towards the Castle with the thought 
of fire. Sophie accompanied them, holding on her real lace 
cap with her hands; the barmaid followed, holding hers. 
They could not sec anything alarming, but they talked 
and shouted to each other,'and might be heard above the 
howling wind. 

“ I wish you would be still for an instant,” interposed 
Ravensbird. “ Listen: as keenly as the wind and that bell 
will allow you.” 

They hushed their clamour and bent their cars in 
obedience to the injunction. And then they caught what 
the noise in the taproom had prevented them from hearing 
before: a minute gun fired at sea. 

“ It is the ship in distress,” eagerly spoke Mitchel; “ I 
knew she would be. She’s signalling for help. And the 
Castle bell is giving notice of it; as it used to do in old 
times.” 

At this juncture, one of the Dane retainers was discerned 
speeding past on the main road. They know him by his 
white and purple livery, and the group rushed up the 
by-way and seized him. 

“ Don’t stop me,” he exclaimed. “ I’m going in search 
of Lord Dane. There’s a large ship in distress. She looks 
like an Indiaman, and may bo filled with home passengers.” 

“ I said so,” observed Mitchel. “ How did you make her 
out ? ” he asked of the footman. 

“ Some of us fancied we hoard signals of distress from 
sea, and went up to the turret chamber, and there mado 
out the ship, and saw quite plainly the flnjh of her minute- 
guns, though the wind deadened the sound? Mr. Bluff gave 
orders then for the alarm-bell to bo rung, and sent me oft’ 
to Squire Lester’s in search of my lord.” 

I.ai|y AiHaM", 1 5 
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A very short time, and all Danoshold who could trust to 
their legs found themselves on tho beach, called there by 
the alarm-bell. The ship, drifting gradually in-shore, was 
nearer now, and her guns were louder. They could plainly 
discern 'a noble ship in tho intervals of bright moonlight. 
One old sailor who possessed fine eyesight, keener than even 
Mitchel’s, professed to make out her build, and declared 
she was an American. Whatever she might be, she was 
certainly drifting rapidly to her doom. 

Her position was a little to tho left hand as tho peoplo 
stood, and she would most likely strike just beyond tho 
village, towards Dane Castle. The wind was a hurricane, 
howling and shrieking, buffeting tho spectators, and almost 
taking away their breath; tho waves rose mountains high, 
with their roar; and the good ship oracked and groaned as 
she bent to their fury. 

And the scene on board! Awful indeed seemed the 
jarring elements to the spectators; what,, then, must they 
have been to those who were hopelessly in their power! 
Confusion reigned, distress, unbounded fear. Almost as 
terrible as that Great Day of the Last Judgment. For 
them that Last Day was at hand—time was over; eternity 
was beginning—and some were not prepared to meet it! 

Lord Dane and Mr. Lester camo up together, arm-in¬ 
arm, and the crowd parted to give them place. Mr. Lester 
carried a night-glass, but tho wind rendered it useless. 

“Why, she’s closo in-shorc! ” exclaimed Lord Dane, in 
accents of horror. 

“Another half-hour, my lord, and she’ll be upon the 
rocks,” responded a bystander. 

“ Heavens! how fast she’s i rifting! ” 

“My men,” said Mr. Lester, addressing himself to tho 
fishermen and sailors thoro congregated, “ can nothing be 
done?” 

One unanimous, subdued sound was heard in answer: “ No! ” 

“ If one of them could leave the ship and swim ashore 
with a lead line, ghat’s thoir only chance,” observed an old 
man. “Not that I think he’d succeed; the waves would 
swallow him long before he got to shore.” 
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“ There’s the life-boat! ” cried Lord Dane. 

The crowd shook their heads with a pitying smile. “ No 
life-boat could put off in such a sea as this! ” 

Nevor, perhaps, had been witnessed a more hopeless 
spectacle of prolonged agony. Again and again blue lights 
were burned on board the ship, showing, even more dis¬ 
tinctly than the moon had done, the crowd on deck, some of 
whom were standing with outstretched hands. And yet 
those on shore could give no help. Men ran from the beach 
to the heights, and from the heights to the beach, in painful 
excitement; and they could do nothing. 

On, on she came towards the shore. The night wore on; 
the hurricane raged in its fury; the waves roared and tossed 
in their terrific might, and the good ship camo on to her 
doom. Singular to say, now death seemed inevitable, the 
despairing cries had ceased. 

In two hours from the time that the Castle bell boomed 
out, she struck, and the first sea washed many overboard, 
who began battling with the waves as hopelessly as the ship 
had battled with them. Cries came over the water then, 
and were heard by those on shore; some of whom—women 
—fell on their knees in their nervous excitement, and 
prayed God to have mercy on the spirits of the drowning. 

“ She’ll go to pieces ! and no earthly aid can save her ! ” 

As these words were spoken, another person dashed into 
the throng—one who appeared not yet to have been amongst 
the spectators. It was Wilfred Lester. He wore his sport¬ 
ing clothes, as ho had done when Maria met him earlier iu 
the evening. Pressing through to the front, he leaned his 
arms on the rails of the little jetty, and contemplated the 
beating vessel. 

“ Good heavens ! ” he uttered, after a few' moments’ stead¬ 
fast gaze; “ she must have struck. What is that in the 
water ? ” he - continued, after another pause. 

“ Human beings, drowning. They arc being washed off 
the ship!” 

“Human beings, drowning! ” liorepeated, hisvoico harsh 
with emotion. “ And you are not attempting to rescue them ? 
Are you mad, all of you ? ” 
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A man by bis side j>ointed to tlio foaming sea. 

“ Lot that answer yon.” 

“ It is no answer,” said Wilfred Lester. “ Where’s the 
life-boat?” 

He turned in his impulsive indignation, and Mr. Lester 
drew himself away into the midst of the crowd: he had not 
cared latterly to come into contact with his son. Lord Dane, 
on the contrary, pressed up and laid his hand upon the 
young man’s arm. 

“You are excited, Lester,” he quietly observed: “and 
the sight is sufficient to stir the most stoical. But nothing 
can bo done. You might as well talk of a balloon as a life¬ 
boat : the one could no more reach the ship than the other.” 

“ The effort might be made,” returned Wilfred, in angry 
tones, as he dashed his wild hair from his brow. 

“ And the lives of those making it would be sacrificed,” 
rejoined Lord Dane. 

Wilfred Lester disdained further reply, and turned to 
where a group of fishermen were congregated. Ho was 
familiar with them all; and had been from boyhood. 

“ Gand, where’s the life-boat ? ” he asked of that weather¬ 
beaten tar, who looked sixty at the least, to judge by the 
wrinkles on his face. “ Is she ready ? ” 

Gand pointed to a small and snug creek at some little 
distance : he was not a man of many words. The life-boat 
was moored in the creek, and could be out at sea in a few 
minutes. 

“ Was made ready when the Castle bell tolled out, Master 
Wilfred,” answered he. 

“ And why have you not put off in her ? ” demanded Wil¬ 
fred, in a tone of command. 

“ Wouldn’t dare, sir. And the sea’s higher now, if any¬ 
thing, than it was then.” 

‘‘ Wouldn’t dare! ” scornfully echoed Wilfred Lester. “ I 
never knew a British sailor could be a coward until now; I 
did not think ‘ wouldn’t dare ’ was in his vocabulary. I am 
going out in the liib-boat: if there’s one or two amongst 
you who can overcome fear, you had better come with me.” 

lie turned to quit the spot and made for the creek, but 
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fifty voioes assailed him. “ It would be sheer madness to 
attempt.” “ Did he mean to throw away his life ? ” “ He 
and the life-boat would be swamped together! ” 

“Then swamped we will be,” retorted Wilfred. , 

How contagious is example; several “ good men and 
true,” influenced by the words, declared themselves ready 
to man the life-boat; and nearly the whole crowd trooped 
off in the wake of Wilfred Lester. 

He was fleet of foot, and was already busy with the boat 
when they reached him. A voice called out that if she 
must go out Mr. Wilfred had best not be one of those to 
man her; he was no sailor. Wilfred Lester caught,the 
words, and turned his handsome face towards the sjieakor: 
very pale looked his features in the moonlight—-pale, but 
resolute. 

“ Who said that ? ” he asked. 

It was old Bill Gaud. And Bill avowed it. 

“ You are not yourself, Bill Gand, to-night. Should I 
urge on others a danger I shrink from myself? ” 

“Venture in that there boat. Master Wilfred, and you 
wunna reach the ship alive,” cried Bill, “let alone come 
back. Nor the rest, nor the boat neither.” 

“ It is possible ; but I think we may hope for a better re¬ 
sult,” was the answer: and in truth Wilfred Lester seemed 
lifted out of himself to-night. “We are embarking in a 
good cause, and God is over us all.” 

The last words told: for, of all men, a sailor has the 
most implicit trust in God’s mercy—a simple, childlike 
trust, that many who call themselves more religious might 
envy. They were contending now who should man her, 
many being eager to do so; and there appeared somo 
clianco of its rising to a quarrel. 

“ This is -my expedition”’ said Wilfred Lester, and his 
voice had all that command in it that these moments of 
danger will sometimes bring forth. “ But for me yon would 
not have attempted it ; allow mo the priyilego, therefore, of 
choosing my men. Bill Gand, will you make One of us 
or not ? ” 

“ Yes,” answered the old sailor, “ if it’s onlv to take car". 
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of you. My wife’s in the churchyard, and my two boys 
arc under the waters: I shall be less missed nor some 
here.” , - 

The others were soon named, and thoy went into the boat. 
Wilfred was about to follow them, when some one glided up, 
and stood before him. 

“ Will it prove availing if I ask you not to peril your 
life?” 

The speaker was Mr. Lester. Wilfred hesitated a moment 
before he answered: 

“ I could not, for any consideration, abandon the expedi¬ 
tion : nevertheless, I thank you; I thank you heartily, if 
you spoke out of interest for my welfare. Father, this may 
be our last meeting: shall we shake hands ? If I perish, 
regret me not; for, I tell you truly, lifo has lost its value 
for mo.” 

Mr. Lester grasped the offered hand in silence, a more 
bitter pang wringing his heart than many of the bystanders 
would have believed: but the incident had' been almost 
unnoticed amidst the thronging crowd. Wilfred leaped 
into the boat, and it put off on its stormy voyage. 

What a fine picture the scene would have made, could it 
have been represented both to the eye and car—not unlike 
those old paintings of the Flemish school. The doomed 
vessel and her unhappy human freight, the life-boat 
launchod on her perilous venture, making some way in 
spite of the wind, and battling with the furious sea: the 
anxious faces of the spectators, and their breathless interest,. 
as thoy watched the progress of the boat, or the dim and 
dreadful spot farther on! The bright moon lighted up the 
whole sebne; cloud after cloud was hurrying along the 
night sky: the faint sound of a bell might be heard ever 
and anon from the ship, and the great Castle bell boomed 
out still at intervals. 

Would the boat reach the ship ? Those in the boat, as 
well as those on jfshore, were asking tho question. Bill 
Gand, the oldest of them, declared that ho had never 
wrestled with a gale' so terrific, with waves so furious. Tho 
mystery to .Bill then—and it would remain a mystery . 
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through all Ms after-life—was, that they did wrestle with 
them. Minute after minute, as they strove to labour ou, 
and the angry sea beat them back, did he believe would be 
their last; that the next must sec them in eternity: all who 
were- with them believed so, including Wilfred Lester. 
How was it that they did escape ? It appeared nothing less 
than a miracle; and, when endeavouring to account for it 
afterwards, they were wont to repeat the words Wilfred 
Lester had spoken on shore: “ It was a good cause, and 
God was over them all.” 

Ihit they did not reach the ship. No: too many poor 
wretches were struggling with the waves, nearer to them ; 
and they picked up as many as they could—picked them up 
until the boat would hold no more. It was a very small 
boat at the best, almost an apology for a boat, and was 
nearly filled by those who manned it. Danesheld had long 
cried out against it: but it was easier to complain than to 
get a new one. Shouting a cheering word of hope to the 
wreck, which the wind probably took to itself and kept, 
they turned in-sliore again. 

Going back was less labour, for they had the wind with 
them: but it was not less dangerous. Some of the men, 
powerful, hardy sailors that they were, felt their strength 
drooping ; they did not think they could hold out. Wilfred 
Lester encouraged them, as he had done in going, cheering 
tlicir spirits, almost renewing their strength. But for him, 
they would several times have given up the effort in despair, 
when they were first beating on for the wreck. 

“ Bear on with a will, my lads,” he urged; “ don’t let 
fatigue master you. I and Bill Gand are good for another 
turn yet; but we’ll leave you on shore to recruit your 
strength, and bring others in your stead. You shall join 
again the third time. On, now, with a will! ” 

One of the rescued spoke up in answer; apparently the 
only one yet able to do so. Tlio others were lying, hurt or 
exhausted, at the bottom of tho boat. He was a tliin, light,, 
nMc-bodiod seaman, and seemed none tho worso for immer¬ 
sion in the water. 

“It would take several'times, sir; but you’ll never have 
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the chimee of going to her a third time, if you do a second. 
She was parting amidships.” 

“ Parting amidships 1 ” 

“ The captain said so. I think she must have struck 
upon a rpek ; she was grinding and cracking awfully.” 

“ Where docs she come from ? ” 

“ From Now York. A passenger ship. A prosperous 
voyage we have had all along from starting, and this is the 
ending! A fine ship, eleven hundred tons register, her 
name ‘ Tho Wind.’ I didn’t like her name, for my part, 
when I joined her.” 

“ Many passengers ? ” 

“ Forty or fifty; about half-a-dozen of them first class; 
the rest, second.” 

Tho above conversation had beon carried on in snatches, 
as the howling wind and the struggling boat permitted. 
Soon it ceased altogether, for every energy had to bo 
devoted to the boat, if they were to get her to the 
shore. 

A low, heartfelt murmur of applause greeted their ears 
as they reached it; it might have been louder but for the 
remembrance of what tho brave adventurers had yet to do, 
and their small chance of success—the very small portion 
these few formed of those still to be saved. As Wilfred 
Lester stepped ashore, his face white with exertion, tho salt 
foam dripping from him, it is possible that he looked for 
a father’s hand to welcome him, a father’s voice to eneourago 
him. If so, he was mistaken. Mr. Lester was there still, 
but he did not press to the front; did not appear to recognize 
that Wilfred was even known to him. Ah, what a difference 
does it make in our feelings of regard for our friends—their 
resuscitation from probable death, compared with their 
embarking upon it! 

Another spectator had been added to the • scene: Mr. 
Lester’s wife. Lady Adelaido, braving the wind, had 
actually come forth in her woman’s curiosity, and was now 
standing on tho beach between her husband and Lord Dane. 
Was her presence trie obstacle that prevented Mr. Lester’s 
further notice of his son ?—or was he already repenting his 
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late greeting? Wilfred saw her standing there ; hut he was 
too busy to give it more than a passing thought. 

He stood, prepared to help the rescued ont of the boat, 
almost jealous, as it seemed, that any one else should touch 
them. Suddenly he turned his white face full >on the 
spectators, and his voice boro the nameless sound of command 
it had previously done, when urging the expedition. 

“ Have any of you thought to provide warm beds and fires ? 
Otherwise these poor rescued creatures might almost as 
well have been left to the water.” 

Richard Ravensbird was the first to respond, pressing 
forward a little beyond the crowd as he did so. 

“ I can receive two or three; my wife is at homo making 
ready for them. I have not been able to do anything towards 
saving, but I can towards sheltering. There’s a coach here, 
and Jessop is bringing down his omnibus.” 

Lord Dane spoke up, offering the Castle and every accom¬ 
modation it could afford. But the Castle was too far off to 
be of much use to men half drowned. As they raised one 
man from the bottom of the boat, he spoke faintly. He had 
very little clothing on, and seemed to be getting in years, 
for his wet hair shone white in the moonlight. 

“ What part of the coast have we been thrown on ? ” ho 
asked. “ What place is this ? ” 

“ Danesheld.” 

“ My head,” came the feeble rejoinder. “ I am cold. A 
shawl for my head.” 

One of the bystanders—it happened to be Mitchel— 
divested himself of a cloak, and it was put over the rescued 
man. He feebly pulled the cape over his head and face, to 
guard them from the wind; and another of the rescued, 
a young man fully dressed, as if he had flung himself 
into the sea without a moment for preparation, hastened to 
assist him. It seomed that he was in attendance on him, 
as friend or servant; or, it might bo, only as fellow- 
passengers. Both were passengers; -not sailors. 

“ I should be glad to have him conveyed to a decent 
inn,” said the young man, “if there is’such a thing at 
hand.” 
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“ Mine is an inn, and close by,” said Bavensbird. “ Wo 
will do all we can for him.” 

The coach was brought up close, and the man lifted into ' 
it. Thp younger was about to follow, when ho grasped 
Wilfrid Lester’s hand: 

“ That we owe our lives this night to you, under God, 
there is little doubt. I shall hope to thank you better than 
I can do now.” 

The voice proclaimed his condition. It was that of a 
gentloman, its tones remarkably pleasant, its accents refined. 
A third followed them into the coach; a sailor this, whose 
head was much cut; and the coach took its departure for 
the Sailors’ Best, Ravonsbird having gone on before to be in 
reudiness for the arrival. 

Wilfred Lester began mustering his second crow, Old Bill 
Gand again making one of them. 

“ Not you, Dick,”'cried Wilfred, putting back another man 
with his anil. “ I won’t have you.” 

“ And why ? ” said the man. “ I’m strong enough. I’ve 
boon stronger than ever since that illness in the summer.” 

Strong ? Well, perhaps he was; but it might be that 
Wilfred Lester was thinking of other reasons. The man had 
a wife and seven young children. 

“ I will not have you, I say. Stand back, Dick! We 
have no time to lose.” 

Scarcely had the words left Wilfred Lester’s lips, when a 
sound, as of a cry from many united voices, came to them, 
borne on tho wind. 

“ What’s that ? ” asked the crowd. 

Ah, what was it? Another cry went up from those 
questioners when they knew ; a cry of sympathy and horror. 
The rescued sailor’s words had been too surely and swiftly 
verified. The vessel had parted amidships, and was settling 
down in the water. 

Oh, for the life-boat now! One more voyage, and it may 
yet save a few of tlioso now launched into the sea. Before 
it could take a third, the rest will have been launched into 
eternity. 

And the life-boat hastened out Once more amidst loud 
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cheering upon its mad career. But it rescued only one. It 
, jvns blown back and buffeted, and all but, lost itsolf; and 
when there came a lull, and it still pressed on to its work of 
/mercy, there were no souls loft to be saved. The hungry 
waters had made sure of their prey. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

AT THE SAILORS* REST. 

A bustling night was that for Mrs. Ravensbird. She had 
all the tact of a Frenchwoman, and was equal to the occasion. 
Warm beds were in readiness for the shipwrecked, hot 
flannels, and other restoratives. The three mentioned in 
the previous chapter were alone conveyed to- the Sailors’ 
Rest, the others found accommodation in tlio guard-house 
and elsewhere. Ah, so few in all! for the boat could not 
make the wreck again. 

The middle-aged -passenger was placed in the best room: 
a comfortable apartment on the first floor. As he was assisted 
from the coach up to it, Madame Sophie cast a keen glance 
at him, and came to the decision that he was a tall old man. 
His hair was silvered, and his features looked white. But 
ho had recovered from liis exhaustion sufficiently to decline 
all assistance in his chamber, into which he shut himself, 
and when he had got into bed between the hot blankets he 
then rang tlio bell. 

He asked for a basin of hot gruel, with some brandy 
in it. 

When tho maid took it to him, she brought with it 
a message. The young man, his fellow-passenger saved, 
wished to know if he might come in, or whether he could 
do anything for him. » 

No, was tho answer returned. And the young man had 
better lose no time in’getting into bed himself. He might 
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come to him in the morning, if he would bo so good: and 
no one else was to disturb him unless he rang for them. 

Mrs. Ravensbird, in common with half Danesheld, did 
not go to bed that night. She had her hands full; and was 
glad also of tho excuse for sitting up. She busied herself 
attending to the rescued sailor’s head, which seemed to 
have been very much cut about, and in drying the younger 
passenger’s clothes, for he had been fully dressed when 
rescued. 

It appeared that these two were the only passengers 
saved. The others had all gone down: tho officers had 
perished; for the two or three others saved wore ordinary 
seamen. As Mrs. Ravensbird doctored the head of tho 
one under her charge, she inquired particulars of the 
two sleeping inrfri above, but the sailor could tell her 
nothing: they were first-class passsengers, he said, but he 
did not even know their names. 

“ Are they gentlemen ? ” asked the inquisitive landlady, 
who was learned in social distinctions, the result, possibly, 
of her residence at Dane Castle; “ or merchants, and people 
of that sort ? 

The sailor could not say, but gave it as his opinion that 
they wore most likely merchants, “ for lots of trading folk ” 
came and went between England and the States. 

“It’s odd you handful of folks should have been saved, 
whilst all the rest, except one, perished,” remarked Sophie. 
“ Quito a miracle, as one might think.” 

“ I don’t know about miracles,” answered tho man, rather 
obtusely. “ I think it was because wo took to the ship’s 
life-boat, and managed to launch her and get into her ; she 
swamped after a bit, and drowned some of them in her, but 
it brought tho rest of us, you see, nearer to the life-boat 
that put off from shore.” 

“ What a fight it must have been amongst you, on board 
ship, who should get into the life-boat ? ” 

“ Law bless you! ” cried tho man. “ A fight!—it was 
rather the other w$y. We could hardly get enough in her: 
of the two, the ship seemed the safest. Tho captain said 
she couldn’t livo in such a sea, even-if wo got her clear of 
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the vessel: and he was right; she didn’t live long. Don’t 
cut off moro hair than you can help, ma’am.” 

Soon after eight Mrs. Ravensbird was in the bar-parlour 
alone, rather angrily giving vent to some grievance in her 
nativo language, a custom she had never abandoned," when 
she suddenly found herself interrupted in French as fluent 
as her own, and rather purer. Turning round in her 
surpriso, she saw the younger passenger, attired in his dry 
clothes; by which, in fact, she recognised him, for she had 
scarcely seen him the previous night. And Madame Sophie, 
in that first moment, thought she had never scon so pre¬ 
possessing a man. He was about four or five-and-twenty, 
his figure very fine, his features clearly cut, his hair dark, 
and his countenance and manner singularly attractive. 

“Monsieur is French,” remarked the gratified Sophie, 
with a laugh. 

“ You are, I hear,” he replied, laughing also. “ And 
somewhat put out just now.” 

“ Ah, monsieur should have her servants just for a day,” 
was the rejoinder. “ That tiresome animal of a barmaid ; 
thinking of her finery, and not a bit of her work! ” 

“ Are you a clever needlewoman ? ” inquired the gentle¬ 
man in English — English as pure and good as his 
French. 

More and more won over by the attractive looks, the 
courteous manner, the pleasant voice, Mrs. Ravensbird 
protested that there was not a better needlewoman in the 
world than herself. She had been externe pupil for seven 
years in a French convent, she said; and let the sisters 
alone for making girls expert at their needle! “ Did mon¬ 

sieur want a button sewn on ? ” 

The gentleman smiled. Had it been only that, he thought 
he could have, managed it himself without troubling her, 
provided she had supplied him with nccdlo and cotton. “ I 
had those with mo,” ho continued, “ but they have gono 
down with my luggage.” 

“ You have saved nothing, sir ? ” 

“ Nothing except a pocket-book and a few papers which 
I happened to have about me. What I want you to do,” ho 
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continued, “ is something that requires rathor more skill than 
sewing on buttons. I want a sh^jle made for the eyes.” 

Sophie raised her glance to the eyes looking down at 
her; clear, bright eyes they were, of a dark grey; and she 
wondered what they could want with a shade. 

“ It is for my fellow-passenger,” he proceeded to explain. 
“ I have been to his room, and all his cry is for a shade for 
liis eyes. He suffered with them during the voyage, I 
observed, and the light of the room this morning affects 
them much. He.wishes it made large, ho says, of thin 
cardboard, covered with dark blue or green silk, and tapo 
to tie it on withi” 

“Tapo!” ejaculated Sophio, in reproof. “You mean 
ribbon, sir.” 

“ Anything you like. He will not care what the materials 
are, provided his eyes are shaded. I asked if I should 
order breakfast for him, but he seemed only anxious for the 
shade.” 

Sophie soon had her necessary materials in hand ; a sheet 
of cardboard, which she unearthed from somewhere, and 
some purple silk, the remnant of a dress; and set to work. 
The gentloman sat himself opposite on the arm of an old 
horse-hair sofa, and watched her fingers. His orders were, 
he said, laughingly, not to go up again without the shade. 

“Who is he?” asked Sophie, as she worked. “He 
seemed to mo last night quite an old gentleman. Do you 
know much of him, sir ? ” 

“ I saw a good deal of Mm on board.” j 

“ It’s curious how intimato fellow-passengers get on board 
ship! ” observed Mrs. Ravcnsbird, whoso tonguo never 
failed her. “ Is he a merchant ? ” 

The gentleman laughed. “You must inquire of him, 
Mrs. Ravensbird, if you wish to know. I have not been so 
inquisitivo as to do so.” 

“ I suppose he is an American,” she continued, nothing 
daunted. “ What is his name ? ” 

“ That question; I have just asked of himself, for I do not 
remember to have once, heard it mentioned on board,” was 
the reply. “He tells me it is Home.” 
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“Mr. Hornet” complacently continued Sophie, as she 
gave a turn to the purple shade, now satisfactorily pro¬ 
gressing. “ And I hope' you will give me the gratification 
of heari n g yours, sir. I am sure it’s a pleasant one.” 

“ Do you fancy so ? ” he laughed. “ I see nothing much 
in it myself. Lydney.” 

“Lydney!” repeated Sophie, after him. “That’s not a 
French name.” 

“ My father was not French. My mother went out to 
America from her own country; and she married him the’ * .” 

“ Ah,” said Sophie, “ that accounts for your speaking the 
two languages equally well. Then you would be called an 
American, sir, not a Frenchman. What a shame ! ” 

“I suppose I should be,” he assented, his bright grey 
eyes full of merriment. 

“ And have you come over here on business, sir ? ” 

“ In truth, I think I came for pleasure; to look about 
me—never having had the honour of seeing old England 
before,” he answered, with good humour. “How many 
more questions would you like to ask me, Mrs. Ravens- 
bird?” 

“ But it’s my French nature, and I must ask you to ex¬ 
cuse it,” she replied, with ready politeness. 

“Suppose I ask you one in return? Is there such a 
thing as a tailor in—wliat do you call this place—Dancs- 
held ? Look at me ! ” 

The salt water had caused his clothes to shrink, and lie 
certainly did not appear dressed in the height of fashion. 
Sophie laughed, and rattled on in her own tongue. 

But yes, there was a charming tailor, fresh from a London 
establishment. Ho had grown ill in the groat stilling 
metropolis, and he came down here, where his wife’s friends 
livod, and opened a shop, next door to Mr. Wild, the sur¬ 
geon’s, and his cut was perfect. My Lord Dane himself 
had honoured him with an order for a suit last week. The 
gentleman did not know my Lord Dane ? 

“Not I,” answered Mr. Lydney. “He, is your great man 
hero, I presume ? ” * 

“ The greatest of all for miles round,” Sophie answered. 
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“ and be lived at Dane Castle. He was down on tlio jetty 
last night when the lifo-boat brought in Mr. Lydney and 
the rest. Ah, heaven ! what a wreck it was! ” 

All the pleasure went out of Mr. Lydney’s face as she 
recalled it, to bo replaced by true and earnest pain. 

“ I awoke three times in the night, and each time that I 
slept I had the whole scene before me,” he said in low tones. 
“ I feel that it will haunt my dreams for weeks to come.” 

“You must he thankful that you are amongst the few 
saved, sir.” 

“ I am,” ho answered, very quietly. “ When the boat was 
being launched, the gentleman upstairs touched mo on the 
arm. ‘ I shall risk it,’ he said, * it may give us u chance ; ’ 
and I leaped into it with him; not, however, thinking that 
any chance remained to us, either in the boat or the ship.” 

“ What did he do with his clothes? ” asked Sophie. 

“He ran up on deck without them, washed out of his 
berth. A large, warm cloth cloak, that lie had flung on, 
was lost in the water.” 

“He seemed ill last night, I thought, apart from the 
shipwreck.” 

“ He has been very ill all through the voyage. Some 
inward complaint, I believe. Ah, thank you.” 

Mrs. Ravensbird was holding out the shade completed. 
He said a few words of gallant admiration for her and her 
quickness, as he took it from her hand. 

“I have not put my best work into it,” she observed. 
“ You hurried me too much for that. When would you like 
breakfast, sir ? ” 

“ Presently. Let us see what this sick gentleman wants 
first. He is older than I am.” 

Mr. Lydney went upstairs with the shade, and Mrs. 
Ravensbird began searching her memory for its records of 
her own country. That she had somewhere seen handsome 
features to which his bore a resemblance, she felt certain, 
and had little doubt that in her own young days she must 
have known his number in France. “My heart warmed to 
him from the first,” quoth she. “It may even turn out that 
his mother was a friend.” 
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In the course of the morning, Lord Dane walked into the 
Sailors’ Best, to make inquiries after the rescued. Richard 
Ravensbird was not in at the moment, but his wife was 
quite oqual to receiving his lordship. She did not forget 
the old days when he, the poor and obscure Herbert Dane, 
was fond of chattering to her, Sophie Deffloe; and her 
manners towards him retained far more of ease than did 
those of some of his dependents in Daneshcld. She began 
pouring into his ear all the news she had been able to 
collect regarding the two passengers, coupled with her ovv 
additions; for Mrs. Ravensbird was one of those who form 
conclusions from their lively imagination, and then assume 
them to be facts. 

“ They'were coming over from America,” she said: “ the 
elder one, a Mr. Home, travelling for his health, especially 
for a weakness in the eyes; the other, a Mr. Lydney, for 
pleasure. They had met on board as fellow-passengers, and 
become friendly, and the younger one seemed inclined to be 
grateful and attentive to tho old one, for it was through him 
lie entored tho boat and was saved.” 

“ Both Americans, I presume ? ” observed Lord Dane. 

“ Mr. Home, yes, certainly; Mr. Lydney was half American, 
half French,” was Mrs. Ravensbird’s answer. “Ah, le 
malheur! when she had taken him for a pure Frenchman, 
if over there was one on earth. Never was such an accent 
heard out of Paris. And he was tho pleasantest man in the 
world; charming in manners; affable and free as my lord 
himself used to be in the bygone days.” And Madame 
Sophie cast a half-saucy glance to my lord when she said it. 

“ Are they gentlemen ? ” inquired Lord Dane. 

“ Without doubt; the younger one at least,” answered Mrs. 
Ravensbird warmly, “ every inch of him. There is no 
taking him for anything inferior. ' And, do you know, his 
face puts me in mind of some lady I must have known in 
Franco in my early days; but for the lifo of mo I can’t 
think who, though I’ve been ransacking my memory all tho 
morning. Wouldn’t it be curious, my loiV, if it should turn 
out that I was acquainted with his mother ? ” 

Lord Dane smiled. • “ Is he up ? ” he asked. 

Lady Adelaide. 16 
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“Up!” echoed Sophie; “he was up hours ago; at seven 
o’clock this morning.' He went out after breakfast to put 
a lotter in the post, and to find the new tailor; and Til 
be bound he then went down to the wreok, for he is in a 
great way at his luggago being lost, especially some par¬ 
ticular box that was amongst it; and wants to know 
whether there’s any chance of thin being got up. Does 
your lordship think there is.” 

“ A few things may be, perhaps. I cannot tell.” 

“ The other one is not up,” ran on Sophie. “ I thought 
I would take his breakfast in myself, and inquire after 
him, but it wasn’t much he would answer. All I could 
seo of him wa& his gray hair and the purple shade I made 
him. He was lying buried in 1 ”s pillow, under the bed¬ 
clothes, with his face to the wall; and ho just told me to put 
the tray down by his bed and leave it, and he’d help himself.” 

“Poor man! I daresay he was thoroughly exhausted. 
Will you convey a message to him for me, Mrs. Ravens- 
bird? Say that I shall be happy to render him any 
assistance in my power; and if he would like mo to pay 
him a visit, I can do so now.” 

Mrs. Ravcnsbird ran up to the invalid’s chamber, and 
came back, shaking her head. 

“ I’ll lay any money he’s a cross-grained old bachelor,” 
cried she; “ he seems afraid to look at us. And lie won’t 
seo you, my lord. I call it quiteT-ude of him. 1 My service 
to my Lord Dane,’ said he, ‘ but tell him I am a private 
individual, seeking nothing but repose, and am not desirous 
of making acquaintance with any ono at present. I’ll pay 
my respects to his lordship when I’m better.’ Some of 
those Americans know nothing of courtesy.” 

“ Ob,.very well,” returned Lord Dane, not at all gratified 
at his friendly offers being rejected, “ I won’t "trouble him 
again; he can call on me when he choosos, if it pleases him 
so to do.” 

As Lord Dane turned from the Sailors’ Rest toward tho 
town, Mr. Lydney 4as approaching it from the beach. Lord 
Dane did not happen to look that way, and consequently 
did not observe him. 
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u Who was that gentleman? ” inquired Mr. Lydney of 
the landlady, who had attended his* lordship to the door, 
and stood looking after him. 

“ It’s Lord Dane, sir.” 

“ Lord Dane! ” came the answer, spoken in surprise. 
“ How young he looks 1 ” 

Sophie felt rather Tended on Lord Dane’s account. 
“ Did you think ho was old ? ” she asked. “ Why should 
you have thought that ? ” 

A short pause, and Mr. Lydney broke into a laugh. 

“ Now that’s .the force of association,” he cried. “ You 
had spoken of this Lord Dane being the chief of Daneslxeld, 
and my mind at once pictured a venerable man, with lian¬ 
as white as the invalid’s Vpstairs, or whiter. He is a tall, 
line man, and looks' quite young.” 

“All the Danes were that. Ho came to inquire after 
you and the old gentleman, to offer a visit and his services. 
I took up the message to Mr. Home, but he would not see 
him, and his lordship’s gone off in dudgeon.” 

“ Perhaps he’ll see him when he’s up.” 

“ Perhaps he won’t,” answered free Sophie. “ Lord Dane 
said he should not come again; if Mr. Home wanted him 
he might go to him. I must say, sir, it is not very polite 
of your friend.” 

“ I don’t suppose politeness had anything to do with it 
one way or the other, Mrs. Kavensbird. Mr. Homo may 
have felt physically unequal.to receiving a visitor; he 
certainly seemed so this radhiing.” 

“ Why doesn’t ho call in a doctor then ? ” 

“ I suggested that to him the first thing to-day, but he de¬ 
clined ; saying all he wanted was rest and quiet. I think 
lie’s right; he is not in any way injured.” 

“ And about his dinner ? ” continued Mrs. Ravensbird, 
rather resentfully. “ I wont in myself, just before my Lord 
Dane arrived, asking whether he would like slops, or a nice 
little chicken, but he growled out something about wanting 
no dinner at all, and would hardly answer me. Perhaps 
you’ll try, sir.” 

. Mr. Lydney laughed, and ran lightly up the stairs. 
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It was a most comfortable room, the one in which 
Mr. Home lay, and Mrs. Ravensbird was. in the habit of 
calling it the state chamber. The apartment occupied by 
Mr. Lydney was at the opposite side of the passage; a 
small room scantily furnished. Mrs. Ravensbird secretly 
wished the respective occupants had been reversed. She 
hinted at this in her liking for the young man; and he, in his 
free, good-humoured way, said his chamber was paradise after 
his borth in the life-boat. At the end of the passage was a 
sitting-room, looking out over the sea. Mr. Lydney took 
possession of this, and his meals were served in it. 

The invalid lay in bed the whole day. 'Towards dusk, 
Richard Ravensbird went in and found the chamber almost 
in darkness. The heavy curtains were kept drawn boforo 
the windows, on account of the invalid’s weak eyes; the 
fire had gone down. Ravensbird stirred it into a blaze, and 
was quietly sweeping up the hearth, when Mr. Home sud¬ 
denly addressed him: 

“ What sort of a neighbourhood is this ? ” 

“ Sir ? ” he cried, turning round. 

“ What sort of a neighbourhood is this ? ” 

Mr. Ravensbird px*obably wondered in what light ho was 
to take the question, whether as to its natural, social, or 
political features. But he did not inquire. 

“ It is rather a dull neighbourhood,” said he, “ except 
when we have an event like the one last night.” 

“ Lord Dane is your great man of the locality, I hear 
from my fellow-passenger in file next room.” 

“ Yes, sir. Tho Danes have been the lords of Danesheld 
from times unheard of. And plenty of state they havo kept 
up. But, to have the Castle closed, or as good as closed, 
has been like a blight upon tho place. The present Lord 
Dane has not lived at it.” 

“ Why so ? ” 

“ He went abroad almost as soon as ho came into the 
title, and has not Jong returned. Eight or nine years he 
must havo been Kway. Perhaps more; time flies. It’s 
thought ho will remain now, and I dare say he will; ho 
has made changes in the establishment at tho Castle.” 



AT TftB HAILOKS’ KE8T. 


245 


“ He is not married, is he ? ” 

“No, sir. His sister, Miss Dane, is with him at tho 
Castle at present, acting as its mistress.” 

“Perhaps you will inform me what you are talking 
about,” cried the invalid, after a pause. “ Lord Dane has 
no sister.” 

“ Yes he has, sir. And she is with him, as I tell you, at 
tho Castle.” 

“ Then I tell you he has not a sister,” was the sick man’s 
irritable answer, though his tone was, and had been, re¬ 
markably low and subdued throughout. “ I met a Mr. I)uik. 
once in Paris, I remember; it was the present peer; there 
was no sister then.” 

It was Richard Ravensbird’s custom, when people insisted 
upon a proposition that he knew to bo a mistaken one, to 
let them hold their own opinion uncontradicted. He did so 
now. He stretched his neck to get a sight of the invalid’s 
face, feeling sure it was an obstinate one, but did not 
succeed: the upper part was under the purple shade, the 
lower part under tho bed-clothes. 

“ Yes, I met tho present peer in Paris, and had a sort of 
acquaintance with him,” continued the invalid. “ I heard 
afterwards that he had succeeded to the title, and of the 
accident to tho younger sou, Captain Harry Dane. Has he 
ever been heard of ? ” 

“ Who, sir ? ” asked Ravensbird. 

“ Captain Dane! ” ; 

Mr. Ravensbird did not answer at once. He was wonder¬ 
ing whether the stranger could bo cognizant of his having 
been charged with the murder—a point on which ho was 
still sonsitivo—and was saying this deliberately to insult 
him. 

“ Did you know the particulars of that accident, sir ? ” ho 
at length asked. 

• “Yes, I did. I did not get them from Mr.D|>ne, though. 
A nasty pitch over for him. Was he ever heard of? ” 

“ Ho was heard of, sir, in so far a^ that his body was 
found. He lies buried in the family vault,” 

h -Where was it found ? ” 
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“ At sea. It was picked up by one of our fishing-boats. 
Not that it had been in the water all the time. But for me, 
I doubt if they would have recognized it. I knew it by 
certain marks the moment I put my eyes on it, and I 
happened to be on the beach when it was brought in.” 

“ Why should you recognize it more than other pooplo ? ” 

“ I was Captain Dane’s servant, sir; had been with him 
several years.” 

“ Oh, ay; then I must have heard of you,” remarked Mr. 
Home. “ Was there not some quarrel talked of? I’m suro 
it was reported so.” 

Richard Ravcnsbird came to the conclusion that the 
gentleman had heard the other report, touching him—the 
accusation-‘-and was leading up to it. Ho therefore set 
himself to speak of it calmly and openly, as he always did, 
to those aware of his arrest; otherwise ho preferred to 
maintain a complete reticence on all points relating to that 
night. 

“ Yes, it was a fatal fall, a nasty struggle,” Ravcnsbird 
observed: “ and who the adversary was remains a mystery 
to this day. Two or tlmee were suspected. I, for one, and 
was takon up on suspicion: and a packman for another, 
who was seen in angry contest with the captain on the 
heights just about the time. In my own mind, I suspected 
somebody very different.” 

“ Pray whom did you suspect ? ” 

“ I should be sorry to tell,” answered Ravcnsbird. 

“ And what were the grounds for suspecting you ? ” 

“A quarrel I had had with Captain Dane. It occurred 
in the morning, and ho kicked me out of the Castle; the 
catastrophe took place the same evening, and people’s 
suspicions—naturally enough, I acknowledge—flew to me. 
But they were wrong. I would have saved my master’s 
life with my own: I would almost bring him back to life 
now at the sacrifice of my own, were it in my power. I 
was much attached to him, and I am faithful to his 
memory.” f 

“ In spite of his turning you away ? ” put in Mr. Home. 

“ 'Push! ” returned Ravcnsbird, nettled. “ T beg your 
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pardon, sir. A dispute of a moment, in which we both lost 
pur tempers, could hot destroy the friendship of years. 
Yes, sir, I presume to' say it—friendship. He was the 
Honourable Captain Dane and I but his servant; and 
though he never lost his dignity any more than I forgot my 
place, there was a feeling between us that might bo called 
friendship. No man ever had a more faithful servant than 
I was to my master.” 

A silence ensued. Eavensbird mended the fire, which 
was getting low, and the invalid turned in his bed. 

“ What has become of the cousin, Herbert Dane ? I us 1 
to hear of him. He. was to have married some young lady 
staying at the Castle—at least it was thought there was an 
attachment between them.” 

“Lady Adelaide Errol,” said Eavensbird, who had not 
clearly heard the first part of the question, through some 
noise with the fire-irons. “ Yes thero was an attachment, 
but she would not have him after all, and she married 
a gentleman whom we call Squire Lester. Ah, she was 
another mystery.” 

“ In what way ? ” 

“ Well, I thought so at the time. She has a whole troop 
of children now. The young man who was chiefly instru¬ 
mental in saving you last night, sir, was Squire Lester's 
eldest son, Mr. Wilfred Lester: his mother was Squire 
Lester’s first wife. But for him, the life-boat would never 
have gone out. Ho is under a sad cloud, poor fellow ? ” 

“ What sort of a cloud, pray ? ” 

“ More sorts than one, sir. He is out at pockets and out 
at elbows; tales are told that lie aud his young wife are 
starving; and when a gentleman is reduced to that con¬ 
dition, he’s apt not to be too particular as to what he puts 
his hands to. . It’s a miserable business altogether, and 
Lady Adelaide’s at the bottom of it.” 

“ You are speaking in riddles, landlord.” 

Eavensbird explained. Telling briefly the circumstances 
that led to Squire Lester’s son being reduced to his present 
position, and certainly not sparing Lady Adelaide in the 
recital, • . 
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“ It’s a pity,” was the comment of Mr. Home, when he 
had listened! “ I did not take much notice of him last 
night, was not in a condition to do it, hut he seemed a fine 
young fellow. We were speaking of Mr. Herbert Dane. 
What has become of him ? Is ho at Danesheld ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, ho is now at the Castle.” 

“ At the Castle! What for ? ” 

Ravensbird gave his neck another stretch, thinking if ho 
could get a tolerable glimpse of the face under the bed¬ 
clothes, he might bo able to draw some deduction as to 
whethor its owner was in his right mind. In vain; ho 
could see nothing but tho tip of the noso—a thin and 
handsome nose, it’s true, but what of that ? 

“ He has come to tho Castle to reside there, sir.” 

“ He! Does Lord Dane tolerate him in it ? ” . 

The usually impassive face of Mr. Richard Ravcnsbird 
was for once blank with astonishment. Light dawned 
on it. 

“ Why, sir, is it possible you do not know that Herbert 
Dane is the present peer ? Lord Dane, that wo have been 
speaking of, he who called to inquire after you to-day, was 
formerly Herbert Dane. He succeeded the old lord.” 

Mr. Home raised himself on his elbow, and peered at 
Ravensbird from under the purple shade. 

“ Then what on oartli has become of the oldest son— 
Geoffry—lie whom I was with in Paris? Where was he, 
that Herbert Dane should inherit ? ” 

“ He died at the same time as his brother,” answered 
Ravensbird, shaking his head. “ Before the body of my 
master was found, the remains of Mr. Dane wore brought 
home for interment in the family vault.” 

“Where did he die? What did he die of?” reiterated 
Mr. Home, who appeared unable to overcome his astonish¬ 
ment. 

“ He died of fever, sir. I can’t take upon myself to 
say precisely where, for I forget; it was near Romo, and I 
know ho was put)>u board at Civita Vecchia. My lady 
went almost as quickly; and tho old lord did pot live above 
a month or two,” 
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1 know, I know,” cried the stranger, with an impatience 
that seemed almost feverish; “ I saw their death's announced 
in the newspapers; and I saw the succession of the new 
peer, ‘ Geoffry, Lord Dane.’ Not Herbert.” 

“His name is Herbert Geoffry, sir,” explained Bavons- 
bird. “ As soon as he became heir, he was no longer called 
Herbert, but Geoffry. It is a favourite name with the Lords 
of Dane.” 

Mr. Home lay down again and covered his face. Eavens- 
bird waited in silence, rather wondering, 

“It has been quite a shock to me, look you, landlord. 
I had thought to renew my former acquaintance with the 
Geoffry Dane I once knew, never supposing but that ho was 
the present peer. When they brought me word up to-day 
that Lord Dane had called, I took it to be him; but I did 
not care that he should see me in my present state. Herbert, 
Lord Dane! I can’t believe it now.” 

“ Indeed ho is, sir; and has been for this ten years past.” 

“Is he liked?” 

“ Yes, very much. Not that he lias given great oppor¬ 
tunity to be liked or disliked, stopping away so long,” 
added Bavcusbird. “He has made himself popular since 
he did come back; and lie behaved generously in the matter 
of Lord Dane’s will. The will loft a large amount in 
presents and legacies, but my lord died before lie signed it, 
consequently it was null and void. The new peer, however, 
fulfilled all the bequests to the very letter, as honourably as 
though he had been legally bound to do it.” 

“ That was well.” 

“Fifteen thousand pounds were left to Lady Adelaide 
Errol: a large sum, but it was paid with the rest.” 

“ Why did ho not marry her ? ” rather sharply put in the 
invalid, as if. forgetting his former question on the subject. 
“ He was rich enough and great enough then.” 

“ She turned round, sir, as I tell you, and would not have 
him. It was a whim, I suppose. My wife was maid to 
Lady Adelaide at the time, and she ln|ird of the refusal 
and told me, but we did not talk of it. In fact it was not 
generally known that there was ever anything between them.” 
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“ Perhaps there never was much.” 

“ 0 yes, there was, sir; when he was plain Herbert Dane,” 
significantly replied Ravensbird. “Ah, he little thought 
then, or my Lady Adelaide either, to he what he is now-— 
the Lord of Danesheld.” 

“ And he has not married, you say ? ” 

“ Not yet; and there’s no heir. If he were to die, the 
titlo would become extinct. People think ho may perhaps 
marry now, as he has come back to settle down.” 

Mr. Home made no reply. He turned his face to tho 
wall; and nothing more was to be seen of him but his 
silvered hair, and tho purple shade. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

THE BOX THAT THE SEA OAST HE. 

It was a stirring scene; the sun shone down on it in all i(s 
brightness, as if in very mockery. One might have thought 
a fair was being held on the heights of Danesheld, for people 
elbowed and jostled each other in pager curiosity: rich and 
poor, old and young, gentle and simple—all had congregated 
there on the morning after the wreck; and if wo did not 
speak of this scene quite in its proper time and place, it was 
because other things claimed our attention. Venturesome 
spirits had come out to tho beach by daylight, but the 
heights were unapproachable then from tho violence of the 
wind. Below was tho wreck of tho once good ship, partially 
visible at low tide, lying with her larboard side to the 
shore. Quantities of chips and pieces of wood were floating 
about. Tho masts, the yards, tho bowsprit wero gone; all 
in fact had gone that could go, savo tho old hull which 
might disappear ivith the next tide. Mr. Bill Gand, an 
authority on such matters, gave it as his opinion that 
“ nothing was left inside of her,” meaning that stores, cargo, 
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anil passengers’ luggage had alike been washed away; but 
that was not altogether certain. Something more than wood 
or spars floated in occasionally: not near enough, however, 
to scare away the watchers on the heights, quite half of 
whom were of the timid sex. 

Mr. Lydney was amongst them, very anxious:-a box that 
had been on board contained valuable papers, and he was 
very eager to recover it. 

Standing imprudently near the edge of the heights in 
their sympathy and sad curiosity, were Miss Bordillion and 
Maria Lester. A confused story had reached Maria’s care 
that morning of her brother’s heroism; she had hastened 
with it to Miss Bordillion’s, and they came out together. 

“ Margaret, do you think it is true that papa shook hands 
with Wilfred, and begged him not to risk his life?” re¬ 
iterated Maria, as she stood on the brow of the heights. 

“ My dear, you have asked me that question three times 
over, and I can only repeat to you that I do not know,” 
calmly replied Miss Bordillion. 

“I cannot help being anxious; I do hope it is true. 
Why, Margaret, it might lead to a reconciliation between 
them.” 

“ I will tell you what I heard, Maria: that when Wilfred 
came in with his boat of rescued men, saved as from the 
grave, and people were pressing round to clasp his hand in 
congratulation, Mr. Lester and Lady Adelaide held aloof 
from him.” 

“ It is very unjust,” cried Maria, passionately. 

She took a step forward as she spoke, and bent over the 
heights,, partly in her petulance, partly to see what some 
noise might be about that had arisen below; wholly without 
thought. At that moment a blast of wind, more furious 
than any experienced for the past hour, swept over them. 

“ Take care, Maria! ” shrieked out Miss Bordillion, in an 
agony of terror. 

Whether Maria could hrye-'Skon care must remain a 
question. That tho wind caught her, (fid that sho might 
not havo boen able to recover her balance was certain; 
when at tho very moiqont of peril a strong arm was thrown 



252 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


around her, and unceremoniously snatched her back to 
safety. A moment’s pause, and then Maria turned hex- 
face, whito with terror, to her preserver. She had felt her 
own danger. 

She saw a stranger. A gentleman about the age of her 
brother Wilfred, who had nobility stamped on every linea¬ 
ment of his face. 

“I thank you very much,” she said, greatly agitated. 
“ I did not know the wind was still so high.” 

“ Let me thank you,” exclaimed Miss Bordillion, putting 
her hand into the stranger’s in her gratitude. “ I do believe 
you havo, under God, saved her from destruction.” 

Poor Maria, rather overcome altogether, burst into tears; 
which, of course, she felt very much ashamed of, and 
hastened to dash away. 

“ I was saved from much more certain death last night,” 
remarked the stranger to Miss Boi-dillion. “ I was a passenger 
in that ill-fated ship, and was one of those rescued by the 
life-boat.” 

“Is it possible!” cried Miss Bordillion. “Wo heard 
that only an old gentleman was saved, besides some of the 
crew.” 

“ Yes, I was saved also. But for a gentleman who took 
command of the life-boat, and shamed (as I hoar) some 
sailors into manning hex-, we should all havo perished. He 
was only a young landsman. I must find out where ho 
lives and thank him.” 

“Shall I tell you who it was?” spoke Maria, looking up 
to him in her love for the young landsman he spoke of. 
“ It was my dear brother, Wilfred Lester.” 

The stranger smiled as he gazed down at the glowing 
damask cheeks, the earnest eyes, and thought he had never 
seen a face half so beautiful.” 

“Lester? Yes, that is the name I heard.” 

Miss Bordillion interrupted: she was as much taken 
with the stranger as sho had ever been at first sight with 
any one in her lffo, setting aside his having rescued Maria 
from peril. 

“ I am Miss Bordillion,” she said; “ the nearest relative 
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Wilfred Lostor and this young lady hare, except their 
father. You will allow us to hear your name ? ” 

“ William Lydney.” 

And continuing to converse, in a few minutes it seemed 
as though they had known each other for years. There are 
seasons and events that break the barriers of restraint more 
effectually than time can do. 

The next to appear on the scene was Wilfred himself. 
Tho two young men clasped hands, and William Lydney 
spoke a few low, heartfelt words to the other. “ I r :ri 
thanking you for both of us,” ho said; “ for myself and tho 
other passenger, who is now at the Sailors’ Rost.” 

Again Miss Bordillion interrupted, telling of the danger 
just incurred by Maria, and of Mr. Lydney’s ready hand to 
save. When Wilfred’s first alarm was over, he laughed 
and said: “ If I saved him, you have saved my sister, so the 
obligation on either side is over.” But Mr. Lydney merely 
shook his head in reply. 

The wind seemed to be rising again, and Miss Bordillion 
and Maria were glad to leave the heights: Margaret giving 
her addross to Mr. Lydney, and with it a cordial invitation 
to call upon her. Ho shook hands, and said he should not 
fail to avail himself of it. 

As they turned away, Squire Lester happened to bo 
passing. Ho was merely lifting his hat to Miss Bordillion, 
to whom he had been very distant since his son’s marriage; 
but Margaret arrested him, telling of Maria’s escape, and 
that tho shipwrecked young man had probably “ saved her 
life.” Mr. Lester rather laughed at that; but reprimanded 
his daughter for boing so imprudent. Lord Dane came up 
as they were speaking, and heard tho news. 

“ Who is tho young man, I wonder ? ” cried Mr. Lester. 
“ I must say a word of thanks to him.” 

“ He is some young American,” said Lord Dane, who had 
then como straight from his interview with Mrs. Raveus- 
bird. “ The old man we saw lifted out of the life-boat last 
night was also a passenger aud an American.” 

“ Relatives ? ” 

“ Oh no; follow-passengers only. I expect most of tho 
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people on board were Yankees,” continued liis lordship. 
“ But I am glad he happened to be near you, Miss Lester, 
when you imprudently ran into danger.” 

“ She would not be standing here now,'had he not been,” 
warmly observed Margaret Bordillion. 

The days went on. The wind gradually fell to a calm, 
and Dancsheld regained much of its usual quietness. 

People were busy trying, to get up articlos from the 
wreck.' The preventive-men remained on active duty day 
and night, keeping guard over anything that might be 
saved or washed up, so that no depredations should take 
place. The divers’ exertions, however, appeared likely to 
meet but with very little reward. 

One visitor tho boaeli constantly had; and that was the 
young stranger, William Lydnoy. In fact, it may be said 
that he passed three parts of his day there, in anxiety about 
that missing box, already mentioned. One day, when 
Wilfred Lester had strolled down, he rallied him on his 
disquietude. 

“ One would think all your worldly wealth was entombed 
in that chest, Lydney. Does it contain gold ? ” 

“ Neither gold nor bank-notes,” was Mr. Lydney’s answer. 
“ But it contains valuable deeds and documents, some of 
which could not be replaced to the owner.” 

“ To the owner! Was tho box not your own ? ” 

“ No; I was only in charge of it. The fact makes me 
doubly anxious.” 

“Suppose it never turns up! Would tho loss bo 
irremediable?” 

“ Upon my word, I cannot say. Some of its papers could 
be replaced; but others—I would rather not dwell on tho 
possibility,” he broke off. . • 

“ Well, I don’t know; it seems to me, that the chance of 
its recovery is a very faint one,” remarked Wilfred. “ A 
hundred to one against it.” 

“ True; but I fpi of a hopeful nature, and something 
whispors to me it will turn up yet. A few boxes have been 
got up, larger than that one.” 

“ How large is it ? ” 
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“Not large. About two feet square; but it is heavy 
from its casing, which is impervious to water.” 

The two young men reached the spot where the divers 
wore at work, and gazed at the relics the sea had cast up. 
They wore of various kinds; things most opposite, as may 
well be imagined. Part of a beam of wood; a gold Albert 
chain; a small cask containing salt meat; a sealed case, 
holding letters; and a few boxes. 

With an eager step, when he saw a few fresh things, did 
William Lydpey hasten to inspect them. Owners had been 
found for uono of them; not for one of those articles lying 
on the beach. Their owners would awaken no more in this 
world. 

“Is it among them, sir?” asked the preventive-man, 
coming up as Mr. Lydney stood over the boxes; for his 
anxiety to recover the chest was no secret. “ There’s one 
japanned case, you see, sir, but I fear it’s larger than you 
describe yours to be.” 

William Lydney lifted his head, his face expressing keen 
di suppointment. 

“ It is not there,” was all he said. 

Ho and Wilfred Lester walked away together. They had 
become very friendly, and in the daytime might sometimes 
be seen arm-in-arm, as now. But Wilfred had never 
invited Mr. Lydney inside his house; his wife’s ill-health 
was the ostensible excuse; but in reality, it was a homo of 
privation, that might not be laid bare to strangers. The 
only house to which Mr. Lydney had been welcomed was 
Cliff Cottago. He had hastened to respond to Miss Bor- 
dillion’s invitation, and soon became ultimate there, almost 
going in and out at will. Thus he frequently saw Maria 
Lester—had more than once escorted her home in the 
evening, when there was no one else to do it. The timo 
was to "come when Miss Bordillion took terrible remorse 
to herself for so imprudently admitting a stranger, of whom 
she know positively nothing, to intimacy.. The imprudence 
did not strike hor now. She must have been blind, she 
was wont afterwards to say when Danesheld nearly drove 
her mad with its reproaches. That Mr. Lydney was a 
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thoroughly well-read man, an accomplished gentleman, was 
indisputable; that there was a peculiar attraction in himself, 
and in his manners, was also truo; Miss Bordillion had, 
unthinkingly, assumed all this to be an earnest of his 
worth, his truth, his honour—and that was tho best that 
could ho said of it. Unfortunately, it happened that 
another was also assuming it, and was, unconsciously, 
becoming fascinated—one to whom it could bring more 
danger than to Miss Bordillion. 

“ How long shall you remain in Danesheld ? ” questioned 
Wilfred Lester, as they left the beach and came in view of 
the Sailors’ Rest. 

“ How long will it be before the box turns up ? ” retorted 
Mr. Lydney. “ I can’t go without it.” 

Wilfred just suppressed a shrug of the shoulders. In 
that case, his private opinion was that his new acquaintance 
would remain on for ever and a day. 

“Does that old American' get better?” he suddenly 
asked, as they halted at the door of the inn. 

“Mr. Home? He is better, but not well. I think ho 
fluctuates. Some chronic complaint, I believe. He has not 
left his room.” 

“ Good-day,” said Wilfred. “ Better luck to you.” 

He walked away, and Sophie, in her gossiping pro¬ 
pensities, came out to the door. She, at any rate, had as 
yet found no fault in Mr. Lydney, for her manner to him 
waS decidedly more respectful than at first. 

“Is thero any news yet, sir?” she asked in French. 

“ No,” replied the young man, knowing that she alluded 
to the box. “ I don’t lose heart, though.” 

“Mr. Homo has been asking twice, sir, whether you’ve 
come in.” 

Mr. Lydney went straight to tho invalid’s room, to whom 
he was exceedingly attentive. Ho continued very unwell 
indeed, and he was making the young man’s trouble about 
the box his own. It tended to excite him, and that was 
not good for the iAlady under which he laboured. 

William Lydncy’s hopefulness did not fail him. On the 
day following this, when he went as usual dou;n to the 
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beach, he found the divers in the act of bringing up 
another relic. Mitchel, the preventive-man, now standing 
there on duty, was looking on. 

“ Is that it, sir ? ” 

But the man, glancing at Mr. Lydney, need not have 
asked the question. Intense joy was lighting up his face, 
proving the box to bo in truth the One so coveted. In the 
moment’s excitement he took it, single-handed, from the 
grasp of those who bore it. William Lydney was a strong 
man, but scarcely strong enough to lift that heavy case in 
ordinary moments. 

“ It’s him you’ve been looking for, master ? ” came a 
diver’s question, as it fell on to the beach. 

“ Yes it is. You shall bo well rewarded, my men.” 

It was a japanned box, about two feet square, just as 
Mr. Lydney had described it. The initials, Y. Y. V., 
surmounted by a Maltese cross, were studded on it in gilt 
nails. Mitchel was almost as pleased as Mr. Lydney, of 
whom he had seen a great deal upon the beach. His liking 
for Mr. Lydney had begun when that gentleman brought him 
a handsome gratuity from his elderly fellow-passenger for 
the loan of the cloak the night of the wreck; and it had 
increased for Mr. Lydney’s own sake. 

“ Those are not your initials, sir,” remarked Mitchel. 

“ I never said they were,” returned Mr. Lydney, with a 
laugh. 

“ But the box is yours, sir.” 

“ No, it is not. I am only in charge of it. Just as I now 
leave yon in charge of it, Mitchel,” he added, “ whilst I go 
and get liavensbird to send some men down with a truck or 
barrow; Take you care of it, for it’s very precious.” 

“I’ll take good care of it, sir,” answered Mitchel, with a 
smile. “ It’s all in my duty and my day’s work. Where you 
leave it there you’ll find it.” 

But Mr. Preventive Mitchel had reckoned without his 
host. 

Hardly had Mr. Lydney. sprung away—with a light step 
and a lightor heart—when Lord Dane appeared upon the 
scene. Ho was in a bhtek velvet coat and dark leggings, his 
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usual sporting attire, and many in Daneslield thought his 
fine figure never appeared to bettor advantage than when 
this was donned. His keeper had gone to the preserves 
with the guns and dogs, and Lord Dane was on his way 
there also, but turned off for a moment to the beach, and 
came up to Mitchel. Mitchel stood over the things in 
pursuance of his duty, and over tho box especially, as he 
promised Mr. Lydney. 

“ Is this all V ” exclaimed Lord Dane, in an accent of 
surprise. “ I thought they must have got up half the 
shipful. That young boy you call Shad came grinning up 
at me, saying the beach was covered.” 

“ A light-fingered young rascal,” apost.rojdiised Mitchel; 
“ I have just driven him off the beach. It would take a man 
with a dozen eyes to watch him. No, my lord, they have 
not got up much, as you sec, and I don’t suppose they will. 
That box has turned up at last, that the gentleman has been 
in such a worry over. He said all along ho was sure it 
would! ” 

“ What gentleman ?—what box ? ” inquired Lord Bane, 
who lived in too exalted a sjdioro to become readily 
cognizant of the interest of temporary sojourners at tho 
Sailers’ Rest. 

“ That fino young man who was saved in the life-boat, and 
is staying at Ruvensbird’s, my lord. I should say nobody 
was ever so anxious over a lost box before : as if it was full 
of thousand-pound bank notes: .and this morning it has 
turned up. That’s it behind your lordship.” 

Lord Dane turned at the words, and stood gazing at the 
box. That something in it particularly attracted his 
attention, was apparent to Mitchel, for he remained as one 
transfixed. When he lifted his head it was to walk round 
it, and attempt to lift it; in short, he looked at it just as 
a curious child looks at a new toy, and as if he would 
very much enjoy pulling it to pieces to see what was 
inside it. 

“ To whom do fou say this belongs, Mitchel ? ” 

“ To that young American, my lord, who was brought 
ashore in the life-boat. Your lordship must have scon him 
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about the place. A line, handsome man, he is; pleasant to 
speak to. I mean Mr. Lydney.” 

“Lydney—Lydney? Oh yes; I remember the man 
now,” observed his lordship. “ Lydney ! ” he repeated to 
himself. “ The name docs not at all strike upon my 
memory, as one I have known. And he claims this box, 
does he, Mitchel ? ” 

“ Yes, my lord. It’s the one he has been in such a fever 
over. The letters don’t stand for his own name,” continued 
Mitchel, observing the peer’s keen glance at the initial, 
and fancying he discerned the drift of his thoughts. “ I 
remarked to him at once that they didn’t, and he answered 
me that he had not said they did. He is gone to send a 
baiTO'w to remove it to the Sailors’ ltest.” 

Lord Dane examined, the rest of the tilings, suffering 
his keen glance to linger on each one individually. The 
scrutiny ended, lie turned to Mitchel. 

“ Docs any of this belong to him ? ” 

“ No, my lord; nothing but that japanned box. He says 
Jie had a good bit of luggage on board, but he has not 
seemed in the least to care for any part of it except this box.” 

Lord Dane walked away very quickly, and Mitchel 
remained on guard. Presently, to the coastguardsman’s 
surprise, ho saw Lord Dane coming back again, followed 
by an empty cart and two men. The cart belonged to a 
miller on the Dane estate, and had been on its way to fetch 
wheat to be ground. Lord Dane encountered it as ho 
turned off the beach into the road, and pressed it into his 
own service, for what purpose you will see. 

Down came the cart, its two attendants, and his lordship; 
halting close to Mitchel and the. recovered debris. Lord 
Dane pointed to the things, and spoke curtly to the miller’s 
men. 

“ Hoist them in.” 

The men did so, to the astonishment of Mitchel, and 
made short work of the process. None ^>f the articles were 
heavy, except the japanned box. That*went in with the 
rest. Then the cart and its contents proceeded to move 
away again, and Mitchel found his tongue. 
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“ My lord,” cried lie, in a perfect ecstasy of consternation, 
“they must not take off the things; especially that tin 
chest. I am left here to see that nobody does so.” 

“ I have ordered them to the Castle for safety,” said 
Lord Dane. 

“ But that tin caso, my lord—its owner is coming down 
for it directly. And I passed my word that he should find 
it here safe and untouched. If he complains to the 
supervisor I may lose my placo, your lordship.” 

“ Lose your place for yielding to my authority! ” 
returned Lord Dane, in a good-humoured tone. “ We don’t 
know yet to whom these things may belong, and they will 
be in safety at the Castle.” 

“ But—I hope your lordship will pardon me for speaking 
—this tin box has its owner,” persisted Mitchel. “ When 
the gentleman returns for it, what am I to say to him ? ” 

“Mitchel,” replied his lordship, quietly, “you must 
understand one thing, whieh you do not yet appear to be 
aware of. As lord of the manor, I possess a right to claim 
all and everything fished up from that wreck, whether the. 
owners be alive or not. I do not wish to exert this 
privilege: I should not think of doing so; but I do choose 
that these things shall, for the present, be placed in the 
Castle, that they may be in safety. You may say that to 
Mr. Lydney.” 

The cart was half-way off the beach by this time, and 
Lord Dane strode after it, leaving Mitchel mute and motion¬ 
less. The procedure did not meet with his approbation at 
all, either on his own account or Mr. Lydnoy’s. In dctianco 
of the lord of tho manor’s assurance, ho did not feel clear 
that no trouble would arise to him in consequence, and ho 
was sure it would make Mr. Lydney angry. There ho 
stood; and there he remained staring and wondering. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

VANISHED ! 

Down came Mr. Lydney almost directly, Ravonsbird with 
him and a man with a truck. The former cast his eyes 
around. 

“ Why, whore arc the things—where’s the box ? ” ho ex¬ 
claimed, turning about. “Mitchel, what have you do. j 
with the box ? ” , 

“ I don’t know,” replied Mitchel, c ' speaking as helplessly 
as he looked. “ I have not done anything with it. Lord 
Dane came down, and sent it away; and the other things 
also.” 

“ Sent it where ? ” asked Mr. Lydney. 

“ Up to the Castle, sir. Ho was lord of the manor, and 
possessed a right to claim what was got up from the wreck, 
he said. Not that he should think of claiming them, but 
they must bo put in the Castle for safety till the owners 
turned up—which, of course, they are never likely to do. 
But perhaps he meant their friends.” 

“The owners of that japanned box had turned up,” 
cried Mr. Lydney. “ His lordship had no business to 
interfere, so much as to put his finger upon it. How 
could you think of allowing it, Mitchel? You are to 
blame for this.” 

“ If you were not a stranger here, sir, you would never 
think of asking that question,” was the reply. “ Lord 
Dane is.master of everything—Daneslield, and the people 
in it. I had no more power to keep your box back, when 
Lord Dane said it was to go, than I have to stop that sea 
from flowing.” 

“ Nonsense,” said Mr. Lydney, who appeared much pro¬ 
voked. “ Lord Dane cannot be allowed to play the 
martinet over all the world.” 

“ Well, sir, I assure you it was &o fault of mine,” 
answered the aggrieved Mitchel, “ He happened to come 
on the beach and sec the things, and he went and brought 
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down a miller’s empty cart, that I suppose he met, and sent 
the things away in it. He seemed quite struck-with your 
box, sir; I suppose ho thought the cross on it looked odd.” 

“ Mitchel, I tell you, you should not have allowed even 
Lord Dane to touch my box,” said Mr. Lydney quietly. 
“ I left it with you in trust; in trust, do you understand ? ” 

“ I’m more sorry than you can be, sir ; and I wish Lord 
Dane had chanced to walk any other way than on this 
beach,” was poor Mitchcl’s answer. “ But, of course, he’ll 
give it up, sir, as soon as you apply for it.” 

“ Not so sure of that,” put in Itavensbird, who had 
listened in silence. 

“ Why ? ” asked Mitchel. 

“ Well—when my Lord Dane gets crotchety on the score 
of his own ‘ rights,’ lie’s rather difficult to deal with,” was 
the reply. “ I don’t think you’ll get it readily, sir,” turning 
to Mr. Lydney. “ You’ll have to go to work cautiously.” 

With a curl of the lip, and an angry toss of the head, 
but without saying another word, William Lydney strode 
off in the direction of the Castle. The man and the truck 
followed him, in obedience to orders. Itavensbird turned 
away to his own home. 

Ringing a peal at the gate, it was opened in the same 
minute by the butler, Bruff, who was still in the service, 
and happened to be coming forth. 

“ I wish to see Lord Dane.” 

“ His lordshii> is out, sir.” 

“ I was informed he had just returned here, in charge of 
some property got up from the wreck. Let mo in, if you 
please.” 

Bruff looked at the spcakei', who was thus presuming to 
speak in those scornful tones of Lord Dane and his doings; 
and Bruff came to the conclusion that no man had ever 
come to that Castle yet, possessing in an equal degree the 
l>earing of a master. Bruff bowed low, and threw wide the 
gate. 

“ My lord did return here, sir, with the men who brought 
the things, but he went out again directly, as soon as they 
wero put away.” 
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“Amongst those things was a box, which I claim,” 
proceeded Mr. Lyduoy. “ I must request you to deliver it 
to me.” - 

“ It is uot in my power, sir. I daro not meddle with the 
things against tho ordors of Lord Dane.” . 

“ I say that I claim tho box,” quietly returned Mr. Lydney. 
“ I must have it given up to me.” 

“I am sure, sir, when you remember that I am Lord 
Dane’s servant, you will see how impossible it is that I 
can meddle with anything contrary to his lordship’s 
orders.” 

“ The things are in tho Castle ? ” 

“ Certainly they are, sir. His lordship had them put in 
the death room that they might he in safety. He gave mo 
the key, and charged me not to let them bo touched.” 

“ The death room ! ” echoed Mi - . Lydney. 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir, the strong room, I ought to have 
said—as it is called now. We used to call it the death 
room, and the name comes naturally to me,” 

“ Do you know that you may do me an irreparable injury 
by refusing to deliver up that property ? ” pursued Mr. 
Lydney. 

“ I am sorry to hear you say so, sir; but my lord charged 
mo not to allow anyone access to the room, on any pretence 
whatever.” 

Mr. Lydney felt nonplussed. Ho saw how useless it 
would bo to argue the point further with the retainor. 

“ Is there anyone who holds authority at the Castle, to 
whom I can apply V ” he inquired. 

“ Miss Dane is at tho Castle, sir, my lord’s sister : but as 
to authority—you can see her if you please, sir.” 

Tho visitor motioned with his hand in reply, and Bruff 
ushered him indoors, and led tho way up to tho drawing¬ 
room. 

“ What namo, sir ? ” ho asked, pausing with his hand on 
tho door. 

“ Mr. Lydney.” 

Miss Dane was there, playing with a canary bird, and 
turned at his entrance. She had not aged very much since 
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we last saw her; the lines of the face were deeper, and the 
hair was perhaps a little thinner, but luxuriant still. She 
was in her forty-second year, but would have gone into a fit 
of hysterics, had she supposed Danesheld remembered it. 
She assumed still the dress and manner of a girl of twenty. 
Her cheeks woro pink, though perhaps less pink than of 
old; her features were small and protty; her brown glossy 
ringlets fell low on her nock, and her blue eyes had a habit 
of shyly shrinking from the gaze of other eyes, especially 
of gentlemen. Putting her vanity and her affectation aside, 
Miss Dane’s real simplicity had something pleasing in it. 
She was attired in a light-blue silk gown and jacket to 
match, set off with silver buttons. At the first moment, 
William Lydney really thought she was a young girl. 

“ I have the honour of speaking to Miss Dane ? ” 

Miss Dane shut tho canary bird into its cage, and curtsied 
and simpered. She retained her old propensity for admiring 
attractive strangers, and had never seen one more attractive 
than this before her. “ What a noble-looking man t ” quoth 
she to herself, and fell in love-with him forthwith, hoping 
lie was returning the compliment. 

Mr. Lydney, however, was too much engrossed by his tin 
liox and its appropriation to admit softer impressions just 
then, even though he had been as susceptible as the lady. 
Ho gave her a concise history of the affair, and inquired 
whether she would not issuo orders that his box should lie 
restored to him. 

“ I never heard of such a procedure,” cried she, in her 
pretty little weak voice, as she shook her ringlets affectedly. 
“ Geoffry—my brother—wont down to the beach, and 
ordered the recovered things up here, you say ? Why did 
he do that ? What did ho want with them ? ” 

“ That is precisely what I should be glad to know, Miss 
Dane.” 

“ I don’t think they can have come here; I fancy there 
must be some error. I will ring for Bruff.’* 

She tripped to the bell before Mr. Lydney could forestall 
her ; and Bruff appeared in answer to the summons. 

“ Bruff,” asked Miss Dane, “ have any boxes and tilings 
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been brought here this morning belonging to that wrecked 
ship?” 

“Yes, raise,” answered Bruff, for Miss Dane, though 
living at the Castle as its mistress, never would submit to be 
addressed as “ madam.” It might have made her look old. 

“ Is this gentleman’s box hero ? ” 

“ I suppose it is, miss, if it was in the cart with the rest 
of the things. They were all put in the strong-room.” 

“ It is of the very utmost consequence that I should havo 
this box, Miss Dane,” struck in the claimant. “ Lord Dane 
would surely not object to its being returned to me were he 
at home ? ” 

“ Of course not, sir,” warmly acquiesced Miss Dane. 
“ Bruff, you cannot do wrong in giving up to this gentleman 
his own property.” 

“ My lord’s orders were that the things should not be 
touched under any pretence whatever, miss,” remonstrated 
Bruff. 

“ Yes, I can understand that. When there were no 
claimants for them, he naturally would wish them to remain 
in security. But this gentleman claims his box and requires 
it. You must givo it to him, Bruff.” 

“ Not upon my own responsibility, miss,” returned the 
butler. “ If you order me to do so, that of course alters 
the case.” 

“ Dear me, Bruff, how tiresome and precise you are ! ” 
ejaculated Miss Dane, with her childish simper. “ It stands 
to reason that his lordship, in taking possession of the 
property, could only have had regard to the interests of the 
owners; therefore we cannot do wrong in delivering up to 
this gentleman what belongs to him.” 

Mr. Lydney turned to Bruff. “ It is a japanned box, with 
initials and a.cross on the lid in gilt; you cannot mistake 
it. But I may as well go with you and point it out.” 

But Mr. Bruff scarcely saw his way cleaf, even now. 
The man was willing enough to give up the box: he knew 
it ought to be given up; but he did nbt care to risk his 
master’s almost certain displeasure. He stood looking 
almost as helpless as Mitcliel had done, 
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“Miss Dane,” lie said at length, with much deprecation, 
“you know what my lord is, when disobeyed. Now, I 
really dare not deliver up this box myself; if you will do 
it, that’s a different thing.” 

“ But I am doing it, Bruff. I am ordering you to do it.” 

“ Yes, miss, I know. Perhaps you’d not mind coming to 
the strong-room and taking the matter into your own 
hands. If you give tip the box there to tlio gentleman, my 
lord can’t well blame me.” 

. Miss Dane did not mind it at all; she rather liked the 
expedition, especially when the handsome young stranger 
gallantly offered his arm as an escort. Down the broad 
staircase they went, leaving the lino hall to the right, and 
straight on through the passages to the strong-room, Miss 
Dane mincing and chattering as she walked. Bruff pro¬ 
duced the key and unlocked the door. 

Tho cold, gray room was just what it used to be; the 
floor of stone, the windows high ; no furniture whatever was 
in it, but the things from the wreck lay indiscriminately on 
the flags as they had been hastily thrown down. Releasing 
Miss Dane witli a bow, Mr. Lydney turned to tho heap, his 
eyes rapidly scanning the articles one by one. A look of 
stern anger arose to his face. 

“ My box is not hero ! ” he exclaimed. 

It was a contretemps that neither Miss Dane nor Bruff 
had expected—and it may bo that the latter felt rather 
relieved by it than otherwise. Certainly no japanned chest 
was amongst the articles lying there. Mr. Lydney turned 
to tho butler. 

“ Where has it been carried to ? ” he demanded, and his 
voice, though perfectly quiet, boro an unmistakable sound of 
command to tho man’s ear. 

“Tf it is not hero, sir, it was not brought to the Castle,” 
was the prompt reply. “ The things woro carried from the 
cart straight to this room, and I can bo upon my word that 
nobody has been near them since.” 

“It was brought to tho Castlo safe enough,” returned 
Mr. Lydney. “ If yon saw the things takon out of the cart, 
you must remember it.” 
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“ A small japanned box you say, sir,” cogitated Bruff, 
casting liis thoughts back. “I don’t remember to have 
seen it. The fact is, I took no particular notice of the 
things, though I can attest that they were all placed in 
this room.” 

“ Then it has been removed since,” was the rejoinder of 
Mr. Lydney. 

Bruit' shook his head. “ Indeed, sir, I can equally attest 
that that could not be. The key has never been out of my 
own possession.” 

Mr. Lydney said no more. He felt sure the box had 
been removed, and he began casting his eyes around in 
search of hiding-places. They fell upon the door of a 
closet, and he pulled it open by the key which was in the 
lock. Excepting a pair of trestles that leaned against the 
wall, it was empty. There were no signs of the box. 

“It is like magic,” observed Miss Dane. “If the box 
was positively brought up in the cart, as you affirm, dear 
sir, the cart must have taken it away again; that’s the only 
sohition I can come to. My brother, hearing it was yours, 
may have sent it to your lodgings.” 

But this hypothesis was destroyed by Bruff, who declared 
that when the cart drove away from the gate it was perfectly 
empty. 

Mr. Lydney appeared to consider, and then inquired at 
what hour he could see Lord Dane. Bruff, and Miss Dane 
also, said thoro was no certainty of his being in much 
before dinner. They were going to dine early that day— 
at six o’clock. 

Wishing Miss Dane good morning—to her great re¬ 
luctance—Mr. Lydney was shown out by Bruff, and went 
in search of the cart and the miller’s men, Bruff having 
readily told him where he was likely to find them. He 
found them without difficulty, but the fact did not servo 
him. They were a couple of dull, stupid clodhoppers, of 
that species of rustic whom wo arc apt to marvel at, and 
almost question whether they can hS human beings; 
possessing just sufficient brains to get through their day’s 
work at the miller’s. 
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“ A tin box, japanned, wi’ gilt marks outside on’t ? They 
didn’t know: my lord tolled ’em to pick up the things what 
laid on the shingle and take ’em to the Castle, and they 
did so. There couldn’t be no box missing out of ’em, 
’twam’t likely,” 

“But I tell you that it is missing,” said Mr. Lydncy. 
“ As to your not recollecting it, if you lifted it into the 
cart, and then removed it from the cart to Lord Dane’s 
strong-room, you must have observed it. It was a peculiar- 
looking box, very heavy.” 

The men could not remember. They moved the things 
for sartin theirselves, but they didn’t mark one thing more 
nor another. By token, my lord liisself had watched the 
cart safe up. 

“ And you left all the things at the Castle ? ” questioned 
Mr. Lydney. 

They left ’em all, and come away with the empty cart to 
fetch their sacks o’ wheat. 

And nothing more definite than this Could William 
Lydney draw from them : it was all they knew. And *he 
went home to the Sailors’ Rest in anything but a satis¬ 
factory state of mind. 

Mr. Bruff entertained an idea that there was no policy equal 
to that of “ taking the bull by the horns.” Accordingly lie 
quitted the Castle, after the visitor’s departure, and contrived 
to cross that portion of the Dane preserves whore he deemed 
it most likely he should find Lord Dane. Upon seeing him 
(as if by accident), he went boldly up and related the oc¬ 
currences of the morning, dwelling upon the fact that the 
room had been opened by Miss Dane’s orders, against liis 
own remonstrance. 

Lord Dane was sitting on the stump of a tree, solacing 
himself with a sandwich and something from a flask. BrulV 
stood humbly before him, expecting little less than that his 
head would be snapped off. Pew people visited disobedience 
more sharply than Lord Dane. 

“As a general''rule, Bruff, you know that what I say 
is law, and may not be violated with impunity,” cried his 
lordship. “ In this instance the matter was not momentous; 
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but I shall speak to Miss Dane, who appears to have been 
more in fault than you. Did you give the young man his 
box?” 

“ The box was not there, my lord ; at least the one ho 
said he was looking for,” replied the amazed and relieved 
Bruff. “ A tin box, japanned, with gilt initials, he described 
it. There was nothing answering to the description, your 
lordship.” 

“ Then What brought the fellow intruding at the Castle ? ” 
cried his lordship, testily. “ That’s just what I expected it 
would be,—that every man, woman, and child, who might 
have ever so remote an interest in the ship, would be coming 
up to look at the relics; and it was for that reason I ordered 
you to keep the room closed.” 

“The young gentleman says the box was found and 
brought to the Castle, my lord,” returned Bruff, believing 
Lord Dane was mistaking the facts. “ But, as I told him, if 
the box came with the other things, there it would now be, 
with them.” 

“ And of course it is with them,” carelessly returned Lord 
Dane. “ It could not sink through the floor. You must 
have overlooked it, J Sniff'.” 

“ If I could overlook it, my lord, the gentleman wouldn’t: 
he was too eager about it,” was Bruff’s rejoindor. “Ho 
said ho should call at the Castle and sec your lordship 
about it.” 

“ He is welcome to do so,” replied Lord Dane, rising to 
resume his sport. 

Bruff went home again. A little before six, Mr. Lyducy 
again made his appearance at the Castle, and was shown into 
the great hall—or, as they more often termed it now, the 
audience chamber. Lord Dane sent word he would be down 
immediately.. His lordship had but just returned home from 
shooting, Bruff said, and was dressing. He soon appeared 
and rocoived the stranger with frank politeness. As they 
stood together, that young applicant and the lord of the 
Castle, one might have almost fancied iJ likeness between 
them; both were tall, fine, upright men, noble men, as they 
have already been called, and both had features cast in a 



270 LADY ADELAIDE. 

noble form: Lord Dane was the bettor-looking, according 
to tho lines that are supposed to constitute beauty, but in 
the other countenance thore was a good sense, a keenness of 
intellect, a nameless power, that might have adorned a face 
older than that of William Lydncy. 

“ My butler has been telling me some rigmarole about a 
box vanishing out of tho strong room,” began his lordship, 
in free cordial tones. “ But tho thing is impossible. If 
the box was placed in the strong-room, it must be there 
still.” 

“ Tho box was certainly put into the cart to be brought 
to the Castle—to that Mitcliel can testify,” returned Mr. 
Lydney, in a tone as independent as his lordship’s, though 
somewhat more haughty. And Lord Dane wondered who 
the young fellow could be, presuming to address him on an 
equality. “ The question is, where was it placed after it 
reached the Castle ? ” 

“ Did Mitehcl take notice of the box ” 

“ Yes,” emphatically replied Mr. Lydney. “ And Mitcliel 
says that your lordship also took notice of it; something 
passed about the initials not being my own.” 

“ Is tho,t the missing box ?—the one with throe V’s upon 
it ? ” exclaimed Lord Dane. “ Oh, that was certainly placed 
in the cart; I saw the men put it in.” 

“ May I inquire why your lordship should have meddled 
with tho box at all ? ” 

“I had the tilings brought up for security,” replied Lord 
Dane. 

“But I had claimed that particular box, had left it in 
Mitchel’s care, whilst I went for means to remove it; and 
this was represented to you,” said Mr. Lydney. “ It appears 
to me that it could not be any concern of your lordship’s. 
As to safety—Mitchel, I say, was in charge of it.” 

“ Wore you accustomed to see much of wrecks, which I do 
not imagine you are, you would know how next to impossible 
it is for any preventive-man to Stop the pilferers that infest 
the coast. It was*my duty, as lord of the manor, to take 
care that tho things recovered remained intact,” continued 
Lord Dane, loftily, for the benefit of tho American; who 
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could not be supposed to know much about the rights of 
lords of the manor, or of lords cither, for that matter. 

“ I want my property,” said Mr. Lydney. 

“ And you are at liberty to take it,” was the candid answer, 
spoken in a kindly tone. “ Bruff might have given it to 
you, -under the circumstances, without waiting for my 
permission.” 

“ But where is it ? ” questioned Mr. Lydney. “ It is not 
with the rest of the things brought up from the beach.” 

“ Sir, to reiterate such an assertion makes me quite angry,” 
tartly rejoined Lord Dane. “ A box locked up safely in a 
strong-room could not vanish from it: it must be there still. 
I told Bruff so.” 

“ It was not there to-day, when I was introduced into the 
room.” 

Lord Dane would not contend further. Ho opened the 
inner door of the hall and conducted his visitor to the 
passage, calling to Bruff to bring the key of the strong¬ 
room. The butler did so, and the two gentlemen entered it 
together. 

“ Your lordship must perceive that tho box is not here,” 
said Mr. Lydney, pointing to the things as they lay on tho 
floor. 

Lord Dane glanced at them with a keen and curious eye. 
When he found beyond doubt that the box was really 
missing, he looked confounded and appeared on the point of 
losing his temper. Striding to tho door, he shouted for 
Bruff, and the man came back in haste. 

“ Whom have you dared hi admit to this room ? ” demanded 
Lord Dane. “ This gentleman’s box must have been 
removed from it.” 

“I declare, my lord, that not a soul has entered it 
except tho gentleman himself and Miss Dane! ” exclaimed 
the unhappy Bruff, confused at the tables being turned on 
him in this unexpected manner. “ The key was never out 
of my pocket, The box could not have been brought to the 
room.” 

“ To which other room was it taken'? ”■ asked Mr. Lydney 
quietly of Lord Dane. 
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“ I assure you, on my word of honour, that oVery individual 
thing taken out of the cart wa.s brought to this room and 
to no other,” was the peer’s emphatic answer; and even Mr. 
Lydnoy, prejudiced though he was, could only acknowledge 
that it sounded like a true one. “ The men had no oppor¬ 
tunity of entering any other, and did not enter one.” 

“ I can bear my lord out in that, sir,” interposed Bruff, 
turning his honest face upon the stranger. “The things 
were brought straight to this room through the outer 
passage, not -the inner; had the men wished to enter 
another room, they could not have done it. Besides, I 
was with them all the time, and my lord also was looking 
on.” 

“ I surmise how it is, ” said Lord Dano : “ the men must 
have omitted to removo the box from the cart.” 

“ No,” said Mr. Lyduey. “ I have questioned the men, 
and am satisfied that it was brought into the Castle.” 

“ My lord,” put in the butler, “ I watched the cart go 
away from the gates, and it was quite empty.” 

“ Well, I cannot understand it,” returned Lord Dano, half 
testily, as if he would give up the affair as hopeless. “ I 
can certainly affirm that the box was put into the cart; I 
saw the men lift it in, and thought how heavy it seemed; 
and 1 can also affirm, if necessary, on my oath, that every¬ 
thing in the cart was brought direct to this strong-room. 
The men must have lost it on the road.” 

“ Did your lordship notice the box after the cart reached 
here ? ” asked Mr. Lydney. 

“ No, 1 did not; I paid no particular attention to the 
things then. The truth is, I was impatient to be gone, for 
my keeper had been waiting for me some time. Were its 
contents - of value ? You appear to set great store 
by it.” 

“Its contents were of groat value: they consisted of 
documents which cannot be replaced.” 

“ Was it your own box ? ” 

“ It was not mine; but I was in charge of it, and am 
responsible - to the owner, who entrusted it to me in 
America.” 
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« Who is the owner ? ” a@ked Lord Dane, some curiosity 
in his tone. 

“ That question is superfluous to the present matter,” was 
the reserved and haughty answer. 

Lord Dane, smiled. 

“ I allow for your vexation, sir, and all I can say is, 
that I hope the box will soon bo found. Lost it can¬ 
not be.” 

“ It shall be found if there bo law or justice in England,” 
warmly spoke the young man: 

“ A moment, sir. You appear to throw blame jon me ; 
surely that is not just.” 

“ It is in my nature to be candid, even where unpleasant 
suspicions are concerned, and therefore I avow my opinion 
that your lordship has possession of the box,” was young 
Lydney’s bold rejoinder, and Mr. Bruff stared to hear it. 
“ Had it been lying on tho beach unclaimed, as the other 
things were, when you ordered it to the Castle, I could have 
understood it; but that you Bhould do so in the face of 
Mitchel’s assurance that it was mine, and that I was then 
bringing assistance to remove it, does appear to me to be a 
procedure fraught with suspicion. I can only believe that 
your motive was to obtain possession of tho box, and that 
you have yourself removed it from tho room.” 

“ Why! what do you suppose I wanted with the box ? ” 
exclaimed Lord Dane. 

“ I am unable to say.” 

“You are smarting under this loss, sir, which I confess is 
vexatious, and therefore I excuse your language,” returned 
his lordship with equanimity. “Perhaps you have not 
reflected how void of foundation your suspicion must of 
necessity be. That the things were all brought to this 
room I have testified to you; my servant has done the same, 
and you say you have questioned the miller’s men. Now 
this room is not near tho other rooms in tho Castle: it is 
some distance from any one of them ; and I ask you how it 
would be possible for me to carry a heavy box, which most 
likely I could not even lift, through the passages. You may 
bo capable of deeming that my servants helped me, or 

Lady Adelaide. 18 
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carried it by my orders; but I give you licarty leave to 
question them.- No, Mr. Lydney, I saw the things put into 
this room, and I locked the door upon them, and gave the 
key to Bruff. Since then their safety lies with him.” 

Bruff lookod up deprocatingly, but did not again defend 
himself. Ho thought it very unreasonable of the gentleman 
to cast suspicion on his master, but excused it on the score 
of his youth and inexperience. 

There was nothing to be gained by lingering in the 
strong-room, and Mr. Lydney quitted it, Lord Dane follow¬ 
ing and Bruff remaining to lock the door. Mr. Lydney 
was sorely perplexed, and it may be that the good sense of 
Lord Dano’s defence was making its way within him. Only 
—whore could the box be ? 

He had to return to the hall, for he had left one of his 
gloves there. Standing just inside it, close to the dining¬ 
room door, was Miss Dane, apparently having run in after a 
little pot dog, in reality watching for the handsome stranger. 
Her ringlets were now interspersed with blue ribbons, and 
her white muslin dinner dress, sweeping the beautiful 
mosaic pavement, was made in a girlish fashion, and also 
decorated.with blue. She came forward with a little start 
of surprise, dropping her hands and eyes like a timid 
child. 

“ Oh dear, sir! is it you again ? Oh, I do hope you have 
found your box! ” 

“ It cannot be found,” was the answer. “ It appears to 
have vanished in some unaccountable maimer from Lord 
Dano’s strong-room.” 

“Vanished as the ghosts do,” she said with a pretty 
simper. 

“ Exactly. Only that the days of ghosts aro over, Miss 
Dane.” 

She put out her hand when he was bowing his adieu, and 
he frankly met it, and gave it a hearty shake. Lord Dane 
drew down the corners of his lips at the young man’s 
presumption. If his sister was absurd, ho had no right to 
take advantage of it; and would not, hod ho been a 
gentleman, was the peer’s thought.. Ho condescendingly 



VANISHED! 275 

bowed him out of the hall on his own score, and into the 
charge of Bruff. 

“Is his box quite gone, Geoffry?” sighed Miss Dane, 
gently shaking back her curls and her blue ribbons. 

“ Gone! It can’t bo gono. It seems to hove disappeared 
in some inexplicable manner.” 

“ What a pity! Geoffry, did yon over see anyono so 
good-looking before ? ” 

“H-m,” returned Lord Dane, laughing at his sister. 

“ Not a bad figure though.” 

“ Of whom does he put you in mind, Geoffry ? ” 

“ I can’t think. He does put me in mind of some one ; 
there’s no doubt of it.” 

“It’s his face,” she cried. “It is like Lady Dane’s, 
Geoffry.” 

“ What Lady Dano’s ? ” exclaimed Geoffry in surprise. 

“ I never knew but one, Geoffry. Old Lady Dano, my 
aunt and yours.” 

“ Nonsense, Cecilia! ” 

“But, Geoffry, dear, it isn’t nonsense. I’ve rarely seen 
such a likenoss in my life. It struck me when ho first 
came in.” 

Poor Cely ! As Lord Dano took her kindly on his arm 
to lead her into the dining-room, he thought how very 
many foolish things had struck her in the course of her 
simple lifo. 

“ I wish you had asked him to stay to dinner, Geoffry! ” 

“ Ask Mm to stay! ” echoed Lord Dane. “ My dear 
Cecilia! ” 

“ Wouldn’t it do, Geoffry ? ” 

“No, indeed, it would not do,” said Lord Dane. “A 
doubt is dawning on my mind, Cecilia—and I have cause 
for it—whether this young American, this Lydney, is not 
an adventuror.” 

“ Oh, Geoffry! But he is so good-looking! He is just 
like a prince in a fairy-tale.” 

“ That’s just it. I fancy he means to trade on his good 
looks.” 

Miss Dane gave a* little cry of mortification. It was 
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genuine; not affected, as her cries were in genoral. She 
knew how clear-sighted her brother was; how generally 
right in his judgment; how charitably-judging as a rule; 
and therefore she accepted the opinion as a fiat. But, apart 
from it, she had never seen any stranger in whom sho could 
have put so much trust as in William Lydney. 


CHAPTER XXL 

SEARCHING DANE CASTLE. 

Brijff, meanwhilo, was showing out the said adventurer, 
or gentleman, or whatever he might be. The butler felt 
a littlo uncomfortable at this singular disajipearanee, and 
could not allow Mr. Lydney to leave without attempting an 
excuse. 

“ I hope, sir, you do not attribute this loss to any fault 
or carelessness of mine ? ” 

“ I do not,” was the ready answor. “ But you must 
admit that the disappearance of the box is strange in tho 
extreme.” 

“ I can’t make it out in any way, sir. Turn it about as I 
will, I cannot possibly see where the box has gono to.” 

“ Lord Dane delivered the key to you immediately after 
the things were put into the room ? ” 

“He did, sir,” was Bruffs hearty answer. “Aftor tho 
men had put the things in, I followed them to the gate, 
and saw them drive away with the empty cart. I then 
turned back along the passage to the room, and there stood 
my lord, outside the door, waiting for me. He locked the 
door just in my sight, gave me the key, and charged me to 
allow no person to enter. He went out as he spoke, and 
returned but now : 1 and as for the key, it has not been out 
of my pocket, except when I opened the door for you and 
Miss Dane, Now, sir, even allowing that my lord had an 
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inclination to remove that box elsewhere, as you seem to 
suspoef, he could not by any possibility have had tho tiino, 
either to do it himself, or to get it done: and my own 
moral persuasion is, that the box never did come into tho 
Castle. I should not say so much, sir, but for your thinking 
my lord must be in fault.” 

“ At any rate, I do not think you are in fault,” was the 
rejoinder, given with a pleasant smile, and Mr. Lydney 
slipped a heavy gold piece into the man’s hands. 

“Oh, sir, indeed you are too good. I-Holloa, you 

young eavesdropper! What do you do here ? ” 

The interruption was addressed to a boy, lingering in 
close proximity to tho Castle gate. It was Shad. Mr. 
Lydney turned hastily, and thought he had never seen so 
queer a specimen of young humanity. The butler pointed 
his finger of authority, and the boy shuffled off. 

“Had the box been light, I might have thought that 
young reptile had pilfered it from the cart,” observed 
Bruff. “He must have stolen up after tho cart when it 
came here from tho beach, for I saw him hovering close by 
as tho men wore taking tho things from it. A box of that 
weight of course he could not take.” 

Mr. Lydney strode away, overtook Shad, and laid his 
hand upon his shoulder. “ What is your name ? ” 
asked he. 

“ Please, sir, it’s Shad.” 

“ Shad— what ? What’s your othor name ? ” 

“ Please, sir, I never had none.” 

“ Tho divers recovered somo things this morning from 
tho wreck, and a cart took them up to Dane Castle. You 
followed it, I believe. Did you see the cart unloaded ? ” 

“ I didn’t finger nothing,” was the response of tho boy. 

« That is not what I asked you. Can you speak truth ?” 
proceeded Mr. Lydney, a doubt crossing his mind whether 
one possessing such a countenance os that he was gazing 
on could do so. 

Shad made no reply, except that his wide mouth parted 
with a grin. 

Mr. Lydney took a «ixponco from his jtocket, and hold it 
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up. “ You boo this, Shad ? I am going to ask you a question 
or two ; answer me with strict truth, and it shall be yours. 
Equivocate only a word, and instead of the sixpence, you 
shall got something of a different character.” 

“ I know what you’d ask me,” burst forth the boy, for¬ 
getting his usual rule of “ simpleton ” in the fascination of 
the sixponco. “ It’s about your lost box, that a row’s being 
made over, her with the three brass letters on it, and t’other 
thing a-top of ’em. I see it took into the castle.” 

“You did?” 

“I see it with these two eyes o’ mine,” avowed Shad, 
lifting his sly orbs, sparkling now, to the face of Mr. 
Lydney. “ It was almost the last thing left in the cart; the 
two millers carried of it in, and Mr. Bruff went a’ter ’em up 
the passage.” 

“ Where was Lord Dane, then ? ” 

“I didn’t soo him. I think ho was a-gone into the 
Castlo afore.” 

“ What made you follow the cart to the Castle ? ” 

“ ’Cause Mitchel had dmv me off the beach, and I’d got 
nothing to do. I didn’t follow it for no harm. I see ’em 
unload it, and I see it go away empty.” 

“ You are sure it was empty ? ” 

“ I’se certain; thore warn’t a thing left in her,” replied 
the boy, earnestly. “ I’ve tolled ye the truth, sir, and now, 
please, for the sixpence.” 

“ Should I find later on that yon have not told the truth, 
it shall go hard with you,” said Mr. Lydney, dropping the 
sixpence into his hand. “ But if'yon could only learn, Shad, 
how much bettor it is to speak the truth than the contrary, 
what a great amount of trouble it saves, you would never 
say another false word again.” 

Shad’s only roply was to shamblo off, his arms flung about 
in wild delight at possession of the sixpence: and Mr. 
Lydney went down to the Sailors’ Best. There he at 
once sought an interview with his elder fellow-traveller, 
and asked his advice on the state of affairs. Ravensbird was 
called into the room, and certain questions were put to him, 
chiefly touching on the disposition and habits of Lord Dane. 



SEARCHING DANE CASTLE, 


279 


Sir. Homo’s opinion—sitting with his purple shade on 
whilst he gave it—was that Lord Dane had taken possession 
of the box, and concealed it somewhere. A doubt certainly 
crossed him, whether it might not have been abstracted, 
w/jlilst the cart was on its way to the Castle, by some liglit- 
jfjgevcd gentry, plenty of whom, Ravensbird said, prowled 
about Daneslield; and this doubt also arose to Mr. Lydney. 

“ It was a conspicuous box, you see,” the latter observed 
tp Mr. Home; “ the cross and initials rendering it so. I 
am, therefore, surprised—if the box really did go to the 
Castle—that the butler, Cruft', should not have noticed it. 
Lord Dane also says he did not observe the box amongst the 
tilings when they arrived at the Castle.” 

“If Lord Dane is concealing the box for any purpose of 
his own, he, of course, would not confess to having seen 
it there,” remarked Mr. Home. “What do yon think, 
Ravensbird V ” 

“ I think it amounts to this, sir : lias Lord Dane a motive 
for possessing the box, or not? If ho has why then no 
doubt he has secured it; if he lias not, I should be inclined 
to fancy it was taken from the cart on its way to the 
Castle.” 

“ There’s a suspicious phase in the affair, and it’s one I 
can’t get over,” said William Lydney, warmly, to Mr. Homo; 
“ and that is, ordering the box to the Castle at all. Mitchel 
told Lord Dane the box was claimed by me, that I had gone 
for assistance to move it away; nevertheless, he conveyed it 
at once to the Castle, and that in the teeth of a remon¬ 
strance Mitcliel ventured to speak. I’d lay any money he 
has the box.” 

But, even allowing this hypothesis to be correct, what was 
to bo done ? Mr. Lydney felt himself in the position of a 
bird with its wings clipped. Lord Dane was a man not to 
be approached lightly, or accused without due reason : and 
he really appeared to know nothing of the box. William 
Lydney walked about the invalid’s room in a fever of un¬ 
certainty, and the commotion could not lravo been altogether 
agreeable to the elder man. 

“What would you ^dviso, sir?” ho sullenly asked. 
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“ If you will sit down quietly, I will tell you,” answfon 
Mr. Home. “ I incline to the belief that my Lord I us . 

has the box; and in that case-1 can’t talk unless yot-ou 

down.£ 

Lydney closed the door, and sat down, controlling , r _ 
impatience. They were alone then, for the landlord l 0 f 
boon called away; and Mr.-Home quietly discussed the 
matter, and tendered his opinion and advice. And as he 
talked, the younger man became more fully impressed with 
the conviction that the box was in Dano Castle, in the secret 
keeping of its lord. He did not ask himself how this 
could be, in the face of the improbabilities mentioned by 
BrnfF; he only succeeded in persuading his own mind that 
it was so. 

Later in the afternoon he took his way to Danesheld Hall, 
on a mission to Squire Lester, and met that gentleman coming 
out of it with Lady Adelaide. The carriage waited at the 
door, and they were apparently in a hurry. 

“ I fear I have come at an unseasonable hour,” remarked 
Lyduoy. “ I wished to speak to you, Mr. Lester, on a matter 
of business.” 

It happened that Lady Adelaide had not mot the young 
stranger bofore. She had seen him in the street, and thought 
him a very attractive man. Attractive men had charms for 
Lady Adelaide still, and she was gracious to Mr. Lydney 
now. 

“ I hope your business can wait,” site said. “ Mr. Lester 
is going out with me, and we ’are already late. Will this 
evening not do for it.” 

“ Certainly, it shall do,” replied Mr. Lydney. 

“Step in this evening, then,” added Squire Lester. 
“ Any time; eight o’clock or nine; when you like. Lady 
Adelaide will give you a cup of tea.” 

Mr. Lester’s feeling towards young Lydney was a kindly 
one. He had thanked him for the service rendered to Maria, 
and a speaking acquaintance had sprung up between them. 
Mr. Lester supposed him to be a gentleman; otherwise, ho 
would never have dreamt of giving the invitation just 
proffered. 
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Ami 1A 'j eight and nino William Lydnoy duly arrived. 
But as th<^ vA^it was showing him to the drawing-room, he 
arrested th\ ^ ’s stops, saying that he would first of all see 
Jiis master , Private. So he was taken to Mr. lister's 
study, and th gentleman came to him. 

“ It is not a Svy seasonable hour for business, and I must 
ask you to excuse my entering on it,” observed young 
pydney, as they shook hands, and sat down. “ You are, I 
believe, in the commission of peace for the county ? ” 

Mr. Lester nodded. 

“Then I have to proffer a request, which—which will, 
perhaps, surprise you ; nevertheless, I hope you will accede 
to it. I want yon to grant me a warrant to search Dane 
Castle.” 

Had Mr. Lester been asked for a warrant to search his 
own house, he could not have evinced more intense surprise. 
For a few moments he only stared at tho applicant. 

“ Search Dane Castle ! ” ho echoed at last. 

Young Lydney entered on the explanation. The un¬ 
accountable loss of tho box was already known to Mr. 
Lester, as it was to all Danoshold, for the placo had lost 
none of its propensity for tale-bearing. 

“ Rely upon it, Mr. Lester, that box is in Dane Castle, 
purposely concealed there.” 

If anything could have added to Mr. Lester’s surprise, it 
was that assertion. But he resented the insinuation. 

“What grounds can you possibly have for such an 
opinion ? ” he questioned in tones of remonstrance. 

“ I draw my deductions from facts,” was the lxqdy. “ What 
right had Lord Dane to interfere with that box at all? 
Mitehel told him it was mine; that I was most anxious 
about tho box; that I had gono for people to tako it up to 
the inn whei;e I was staying. In the face of that, he took 
possession of it, and sent it to-'hjs Castle. I ask what his 
motive could have been ? ” 

“I do not myself see the necessity for his doing so,” 
reflectively replied Mr. Lester. “ As* to his motive, it 
must have been zeal—over-zeal that no harm should happen 
to the things—your box amongst tk*!n.,, He can have no 
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reason for detaining or concealing your box. If it were in 
his hands he would be only too glad to restore it to you 
as the claimant.” 

“ One would think so,” was the reply, tinctured with 
sarcasm. 

“ Wore I to hazard a conjecture, I should say the box fell 
from the cart unseen, on its way to tho Castle.” 

“ I think that would scarcely be your conjecture if you 
know how heavy the box is, Mr. Lester. 'It could not fall 
unseen or unheard; and one of the mon walked behind the 
cart. Lord Dane, as I hear, was also behind, keeping the 
cart in view. This supposition may be wholly put aside, 
for tho box was seen carried into the Castle. 

Mr. Lester pricked up his cars. The last bit of informa¬ 
tion was new to him. 

“ Seen ! By whom ? ” 

“ A somewhat noted young gentleman 'of your vicinity, 
Shad, saw it taken in there.” 

Squire Lester interrupted with a laugh. “Pardon me, 
Mr. Lyduey, but the romark i>rovos what a stranger you 
are. Shad! Why, lie’s the falsest boy you can conceive; 
he tells more lies in an hour than anyone else would in a 
life-time. I doubt if lie ever spoke a word of truth yet, 
knowing it to be truth.” 

“ I agree with you in all that,” replied Mr. Lydncy, who 
had sat perfectly composed until tho laugh was over. “ My 
landlord has told me what he is; and from my own limited 
observation of the boy, I should judge him to be an exceed¬ 
ingly bad boy, an habitual and systematic deceiver. Never¬ 
theless, I avow my belief that in this instance he has told 
mo truth. He says tho two men carried the box into tho 
Castle, that it was nearly the last thing taken out of the 
cart, and that Lord Dane’s butlor followed them in.” 

“ But I thought you convinced yourself that the box was 
not in the Castle.” 

“ I convinced myself that it was not with the rest of the 
things. That it was token into the Castle, I feel certain.” 

“ Then what can have becomo of it ? You surely doA’t 
suspect any of tlie servants of haying taken it?” hastily 
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added Mr. Lester. “ Bruff is as honest as the day; a most 
respectable man: was butler to the late lord.” 

“ I do not suspect the servants. From what I can gather, 
none of them, except Bruff, went near the things.” 

Jt was an unlucky admission, destroying all semblance of 
a plea for granting the warrant; at least in the opinion of 
the magistrate before him. 

“ Then whom do yon suspect ¥ ” rejoined Mr. Lester,' fixing 
his eyes on the young man. “ Surely not Lord Dane ¥ ” 

“ It is a nice question, Mr. Lester; one that I am not 
entirely prepared to answer. I do believe the box to bo in 
Dane Castle, either inadvertently concealed there, or 
purposely concealed, and therefore I am asking you to grant 
me a warrant to search for it.” 

“ I cannot grant it you,” replied Mr. Lester. “ I am sorry 
to refuse it; but—putting other considerations aside—I 
really believe neither law nor circumstances would justify it. 
All the evidence yon have, that the box went into the Castle, 
is from Shad; scarcely one upon whose word we could 
venture to thrust the insult of a search-warrant upon Lord 
Dane. Besides, I am not sure but that ho would have power 
as the lord-lieutenant, to draw his pen through .it. You 
will never get it from me or from any other magistrate. 
And now let us go and have some tea.” 

Lord Dane was in the drawing-room with Lady Adelaide 
and Miss Lester. He had come to spend the evening, and 
leamt that Squire Lester was just then engaged with Mr. 
Lydney. 

“ With Mr. Lydney! ” echoed his lordship. “ Oh, ay; the 
young American lodging at the Sailors’ Best; ” and there 
was a patronizing tone in his comment that somehow caused 
Maria’s cheeks to bum. “ What is his business with Mr. 
Lester ¥ ” 

“ I know nothing about it,” said Lady Adelaide. “ Wo 
asked him to come to us for an hour this evening.” 

“ Hore ? Lydney! ” was the surprised question. 

“Yes.” 

Lord Dane drew down the comers of his lips, and 
mentally wondered in what Bort of guise the American 
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would present himself, to tho ovouing society of English 
gontlowomen. 

Sis dpubts on the point were speedily solved. Mr. Lester 
came in, and his guest with him, in evening attire as orthodox 
and simple as my Lord Dane’s. 

Again, let it he remarked, they did not look unlike oaeh 
other, allowing for the difference in age. Of the same 
height; .the same noble cast of feature; wearing the same 
sort of quiet evening dress. Maria Lester’s heart fluttered 
when Mr. Lydney shook hands with her as it had never flut¬ 
tered for Lord Dane. 

It may ns well be stated that Lord Dane had not as yet 
spoken formally to Miss Lestor, or personally urged his own 
claims. That she knew he wished to prefer them, he was 
aware ; but her manner gave him no encouragement, and he 
deemed it well to wait a little. 

She was a fair prize. None could feel that more deeply 
than Lord Dane felt it as she stood before him to-night, in 
her evening dross of light-blue silk, with a necklace and 
bracelets of crystals set in gold, and a single white rose in 
her hair. Far more lovely in Lord Dane’s eyes than even 
Lady Adelaide had been in those bygone days. Adelaide 
Errol had novel- possessed the sweet countenance, the gentle 
spirit, that characterized Maria Lester. 

One thing gave displeasure to Lord Dane, and that was 
the manner of Mr. Lydney. Far from appearing to feel his 
inferiority of position, he'held his own just as though ho 
were an equal. Had he been ennobled as my Lord Dane 
himself, his manner could not.have been easier or more 
self-possessed. Ho seemed accomplished, too, at least in 
music; played with a soft skilful touch, sang with tho 
quietest and sweetest melody. 

Lady Adelaide suddenly asked if he could sing a certain 
duet; he said yes, if Miss Lester would sing it with him 
and play the accompaniment. Maria sat down to tho 
piano. 

“ A trifle quicker than you played it last night,” said 
Mr. Lydney to Maria, as he bent over her to look at tho 
music. 
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“ Quicker?” 

“ I think it would bo better.” 

Lord Dane, standing by, caught the colloquy, aqd rather 
opened his eyes. “ Were you singing this with Mr. Lydney 
last night ?—here ? ” he inquired of Maria. 

“ Not here; at Miss Bordillion’s,” said Mr. Lydney, 
answering for her. 

And the answer by no means pleased Lord Dane. It was 
not at all the thing for Miss Lester, whether as the daughter 
of Mr. Lester of Danesheld Hall, or as his future wife, to 
he subjected to the chance companionship of unknown 
young Americans, cast up by the sea; especially of those 
who assumed the manners of gentlemen. 

“ What do you know of him ? ” abruptly asked Lord Dane 
of Mr. Lester when the evening came to an end, and Mr. 
Lydney had departed. 

“Know of him? Nothing. The young fellow called 
hero about his lost box, and I asked him to come in to tea.” 

“ Is it wise of you to admit a stranger indiscriminately ? ” 

“ Oh, I don’t know,” indifferently answered Mr. Lester, 
who hated music and was feeling tired to death. “ It’s only 
once in a way. I dare say he’ll never be inside the house 
again. But I think he is a gentleman.” 

The morning came. And Mr. Lydney, bearing in mind a 
remark of Squire Lester’s, that he would not get a magis¬ 
trate to grant a search-warrant for Dane Castle, went direct 
to the police-station and asked to see the chief officer. It 
was a roomy station, newly built, containing cells for 
refractory prisoners, and a large front room, in which was a 
railed-off compartment with two chairs and a dosk, and 
taking in one of the windows; the windows looking out on 
the street and the opposite shop of Minn the tailor. 

Mr. Bent was at Danesheld still: formerly sergeant,*now 
inspector. He had grown portly, and rather bald. Bent, 
however, was not in when Mr. Lydney called, and one of 
the subordinates invited him to a chair inside the rails, and 
listened to what he had to say. The purport of the appli¬ 
cation was tho lost box; and a demand that Dane Castle 
should be searched for.it. 
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The policeman sliook his head with a faint smilo. Ho 
could not take tho responsibility of answering such an 
application himself, he observed, but would report it 
to his superior, and . tho gentleman had better call 
again. 

Little was William Lydney acquainted with tho usages of 
the neighbourhood, and with Lord Dane’R sway in it, if he 
supposed tho police could receive such an application and 
not mako his lordship acquainted with it. The inspector 
himself carried it to the Castle in the course of tho day, and 
Lord Dane accorded him a private interview. 

“ Search the Castle, forsooth! ” ironically cried Lord 
Dane. “ Search it for what ? For that lost box of his ? 
Docs the American suspect my servants ? ” 

Mr. Bent presumed that the American did. 

“ It were more to tho purpose that ho permitted himself 
to be searched, for who he is, and for what ho is,” cried his 
lordship angrily. “Look at the facts of tho case, Bent. 
Here’s a Yankee saved from a wreck with what he stands 
upright in; he is sheltered in a public-honso and remains 
there; dresses up in new clothes like a gentleman, and 
worms himself into the best houses in the neighbourhood. 
All very well this, provided he is a gentleman ; but who is 
to prove it ? Ho is silent as to his antecedents ; has been 
asked of them, to my knowledge, but docs not answer ; and I 
say it is altogether fraught with suspicion. How do we know 
that ho is not an adventurer ? For my own part, I bolievo 
him to be one; I have my reasons for thinking so. He 
spent last evening at Squire Lester’s.” 

Mr. Bent, who had gained experience and was moreover a 
tolerably shrewd man, was struck with the argument. 
Coming, as it did, from Lord Dane, it made all the more 
impression on him. 

“ He has become positively intimate at Miss Bordillion’s 
—intimate,” went on the peer impressively, “ and possibly so 
at other houses. He came up here, to the Castle, and got 
admitted to my sister, just as boldly as though ho carried 
his credentials in his hand.” 

“ Why, there’s no knowing what, it may end in, your 
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lordship, if the man is really an adventurer! ” exclaimed the 
dismayed inspector. 

“It will end in the neighbourhood’s having cause Jto 
repent its credulity; at least, that is my opinion,” said Lord 
Dane. “ Stay, don’t go yet, Bent; we have not finished 
about this box that he claims: a box which ho acknowledged 
to me was not his own. Between ourselves, it is just us 
likely to have belonged to some other passenger, who has 
gone where he can’t claim it.” 

Summoning Bruff, Lord Dane went with Bent to the 
strong-room. The butler unlocked it, and Lord Dane 
pointed to the floor. 

“ Hero the tilings arc, Bent, lying just ns they were 
thrown down yesterday. Does it stand to reason that if the 
box had been put here, it could have vanished V— -and Bruff - 
will testify to you that no one could have come in to 
remove it; he has not suffered the key to go out of his own 
possession. Why, it was not, as I hear, five minutes after 
the articles had been brought in, that this Lyduey came up, 
and saw for himself that the box was not amongst them. 
Who is to know that he did not contrive to get it from the 
cart himself, and is making this fuss to throw the.police off 
the scent ? No end of unpleasant suspicions are suggesting 
themselves to my mind.” 

As they were to Mr. Bent’s. “ A pretty fellow, my lord, 
to talk of getting a search-warrant for the Castle ! ” 

“I’d see him hanging from the yard arm of the tallest 
ship in the harbour before he should execute it,” haughtily 
spoke his lordship. 

And Mr. Bent nodded approvingly. 

“ But,” resumed Lord Dane, “ I am far from wishing to 
impose the same restriction on the police. If you, Bent, 
would like, for your own satisfaction, to go through tivery 
room and oxamino every nook and corner of the Castle, you 
are at liberty to do so. Bruff will guide you, or you may 
go alone, just as you please. Here’s ^the trestle-closety” 
ho added, throwing open the door. “ Begin with that.” 

“ Certainly not, my lord ; I should not think of doing so. 
Unless it would be fos your lordship’s satisfaction,” added 
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Bent, a thought striking him. “ Your lordship does not 
east a doubt on any of the servants?” he added in a low 
tone. “The men, down at the station, thought that must 
be what the American was aiming at.” 

“No, I do not cast suspicion on my servants,” coldly 
returned Lord Dane. “ But there, you had better go 
through tho Castle,” he concluded; it will set the matter at 
rest.” 

And accordingly Inspector Bent did go through, the Castle, 
searching it thoroughly, without finding any trace of tho 
lost box. Lord Dane’s manner had changed to one of chilling 
hauteur when the officer rejoined him. 

“ Look you, Bent. When this man—Lydnoy, or whatever 
liis name may be—shall presume to speak to you again of a 
search-warrant for Dane Castle, inquire a little as to whom 
lie may be himself, and what he is doing here.” 

“ I will, your lordship.” 

“ Understand me,” said his lordship, thawing a little, “ you 
have my private orders to do this. I wish to know who and 
what the fellow is.” 

And as Mr. Bent walked back to Danesheld, he turned 
tho affair over in his own mind, and came to the conclusion 
that Lord Dane’s view, of there being much to doubt in tho 
conduct of this young Lydney, was a correct one. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

APPLYING TO INSPECTOB BENT. 

The* shades of evening were gathering in tho wood at 
Danesheld as Maria Lester walked quickly through it with 
her brother. Once more she had transgressed home 
mandates, and gong to see Wilfred’s wife; and the visit had 
been productive of a pain she scarcely eared to conceal. 
Things seemed to be growing worse in their cottage home : 
Wilfred’s reputation was not growing better. 
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“ Is there nothing that you can do ? ” she suddenly asked, 
in: an access of despair that rendered silence intolerable. 
“Try and get a situation of somo sort—no matter what; 
anything that will enable you to earn a little. Throw prido 
to the winds.” 

“ Pride! ” he repeated, as if ho and prido had no longer 
much to do with each other. “ What situation would you 
suggest ? ” he added, with sarcasm. “ I have thought of 
several, but nothing comes of it. I cannot open a general 
shop, for want of funds ; I cannot engage myself as keeper 
to Lord Dane—he hasn’t a vacancy; I don’t suppose I should 
be hired if I offered myself as footman to my father, to 
replace the one I hear is leaving.” 

“ How can you turn what I say into ridicule ? ” rejoined 
Maria. “ I did not mean places of that sort.” 

“ You meant, no doubt, something more suited to a gentle¬ 
man ? ” ho rejoined. “ I am not eligible for it—possessing 
no clothes! ” 

“ Oh, Wilfred! No clothes ! ” 

“ Excopt this velveteen suit, everything else is put away; 
and I may have to put this away, if they’ll take it, and go 
about scandalizing Daneslield in shirt-sleeves.” * 

Her cheeks were crimson, tears rested in her eyes. Sho 
had suspected all this, and more; but it was not pleasant to 
have it put pointedly before her. And his mocking tone 
troubled her worse than all. 

“A little bird whispered to me, Maria, that you were 
likely to marry Lord Dane,” he resumed, his tone changing 
to ono kindly and serious. >! Is it true ? ” 

Her face flushed. “Little birds are a great deal more 
busy than they need be.” 

“ I have no" right to interfere, I suppose. P ut, Maria, I 
would havo ypu think twico ere you unite yourself to Lord 
Dane. He is nearly double your age. Do you earo for 
him ? ” 

“ No, I don’t care for him, Wilfred—not in that way. I 
like Lord Dano very much as an acquaintance, but I should 
not like to be his wife. Neither has he asked me yet.” 

They came to tho end of the road, and.Maria said good- 
. Lady Adelaide. 19 
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evening, and hastened onwards, for the dinner hour was at 
hand. The emotion she would not give way to before her 
brother had its own course now, and for a moment the tears 
mined from her eyes. An unlucky moment. At the turning 
near the Hall, sho mot a foot-passenger face to face, and it 
was William Lydnoy. Maria brushed away the tears, and 
spoko cheerfully, carrying off matters in the best way sho 
could. * 

“ Have you found your box yet, Mr. Lydney ? ” 

“ No,” ho replied, turning to walk by her side. “ I have 
been dancing attendance at that police-station all day, and 
have not yet managed to seo its head—Bent, I think they 
call him. They have now told me he will he visible in lialf- 
an-hour, and I am walking my impatience off until the half- 
hour shall expire.” 

“ I wish you could hear of it. It seems a strange thing 
altogether—unless it was lost on its way to the Castle. 
Were the contents of so very much consequence to you?” 

“ They were of the very utmost consequence to the owner. 
Strictly speaking, neither box nor contents belonged to me, 
but I would rather give every shilling I possess in the 
world than not recover them.” 

“ Then I sincerely hope you will recover them,” she said, 
as Mr. Lydney rang the Hall bell; and she held out hex- 
hand to say adieu. “ Indeed, you have my best wishes.” 

“Thank you. Yes—I feel sure I have. What was 
grieving you just now ? ” he resumed, as he held the hand 
in his, and looked straight into her eyes. 

The flush came into her cheeks again, hut she made no 
answex-. 

“ Is it anything I may share—or alleviate ? ” 

“No, no; don’t ask me,” she hurriedly answered, as the 
doof opened. “ It was not my own trouble ; it is nothing I 
can speak of. Thank you very much, Mr. Lydney.” 

Ho knew just as well as she did that it concerned Wilfred, 
for the gossip of ( Danesheld had reached his ears. Maria 
onterod. She saw her father in his study at the back of the 
hall, and went straight to the room. 

“Papa,” she paid, elesing the door, and untying her 
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bonnet-strings, partly in haste at tho approach of dinner, 
partly from inward commotion, “ there was an embargo laid 
on mo, more implied than expressed, that I should not go to 
Wilfred’s house.” 

“ Of course there was,” replied Mr. Lestor. 

“ I have come to tell you that I have transgressed it twice, 
papa.” 

Mr. Lester surveyed his daughter for a minute in silence. 
“ And pray what took you there ? ” 

“ I went to see Edith. Papa, I fear she' is dying.” 

The glasses across Mr. Lester’s nose—for he had been 
reading a letter when interrupted by Maria—went down, 
lie made no answer. 

“ And she is dying of hunger—of famine,” continued 
Maria with emotion. “ Dying of famine, papa.” 

“ Don’t talk absurdly,” came tho angry reproof. 

“ It is so, papa. Edith cannot eat ordinary food, anil slm 
is sinking for the want of better nourishment. Sally tolls 
mo she is slowly dying of starvation and neglect. Slowly 
dying. Oh, papa! will you not help them? Let me take 
her something from our superfluities.” 

It may be that a question crossed Mr. Lester whether he 
might venture (having his wife before his mind) to accedo 
to the prayer, for he hesitated. But only for a moment. 

“ No, Maria. Wilfred and liis wife have deliberately 
brought this state of things on themselves, defying me ; 
and they must abide by it.” 

The tears came streaming from Maria’s eyes. “If you 
would only give me a little ready money for them, 
papa——” 

“ Bo silent,” testily interrupted Mr. Lester. Heady 
money had become a scarce commodity with him; and his 
daughter was making him feel disagreeably uncomfortable. 
As to “ famine,” ho put that down to a flight of imagina¬ 
tion. 

“ It is no affair of yours, Maria; thoyjhavc brought it on 
themselves, I say. I desire that you do not go near 
Wilfred’s place again.” 

“ P.loaso do not impose that command upon mo,” she 
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interrupted. “I am not sure—dear papa, pardon my 
saying so—but I am not sure I could strictly obey it. He 
is my brother; he is deserted of all; and I fear it may be 
my duty to stand by him a little—even though you bado 
me not do so. Do not bar all intercourse between us. I 
will promise to go but rarely—never unless occasion should 
seem to need it; and if you like, I will always tell you 
when I have been. Our mother is dead; you have other 
ties: but I and Wilfred stand alone.” 

Not a word sjioke Mr. Lester. He was takon by sur¬ 
prise, possibly. Never had he seen his daughter display 
similar agitation. After a moment’s pause, Maria turned 
slowly to the door, and had opened it, when he addressed 
her. 

“ If you are determined to take your own course in this 
matter, why did you speak to mo ? ” 

“ I could not be disobedient without telling you, papa.” 

He said nothing moro, and Maria left the room. Ah! 
but she had not told him all she had hoped to do. She had 
wished to hint at the unpleasant rumours touching Wilfred’s 
doings, as an additional reason why he should be helped; 
but her courage had failed her. 

The dinner-bell was heard, and as Maria went upstairs, 
she met Lady Adelaide in dinner dress, a fan and bouquet 
in her hand. 

“Don’t you intend to appear at table to-day, Miss 
Lester ? ” she coldly asked. 

“ Oh, thank you, Lady Adelaide; novor mind me to-day,” 
was the answer returned, as if- the speaker were agitated. 
“ I have a headache.” 

My lady swept on down the stairs, and poor Maria wont 
up. Tiffle came out of a nook near the study, and cast a 
stealthy glance after Maria. 

“ Shouldn’t I like to have the shaking of that young 
woman! I’d make her remember her interference—with 
her Wilfreds and t hor famishings! My lady must be 
warned of this plot; Guy Faux’s was nothing, to it.” 

By which it may be inferred that Tiffle had mysteriously 
heard what passed inside tho study of Mr. Lester. 
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Meanwhile Mr. Lydney went again to the police-station, 
and found Inspector Bent waiting for him. As before, ho 
was accommodated with a chair within the railings of tho 
front room, under tho gas-burner, but was not taken to any 
more privato place. They had lighted up early at the 
station to-night. The inspector stood in the shade, leaning 
against the desk in a careless fashion, listening carelessly 
(as it seemed) to what the applicant said. In reality, lie 
was at work most attentively and cautiously, endeavouring 
to learn what ho could of Mr. Lydnoy and his belongings. 

“ Am I to understand that you accuse Lord Dane of 
stealing the box ? ” asked the inspector. 

“ I do not accuse him, not having sufficient proof at 
hand,” was tho bold answer. “ That Lord Dane had the 
box taken away in tho cart is indisputable; that it must 
havo reached the Castle is almost equally indisputable; 
and also, in my opinion, that it entered it. Where, then, is 
tho box'? Lox*d Dane does not give it up; ho either 
cannot, or he will not —one of the two; and tho only 
course left to me, by which I may obtain redress, is to havo 
the Castle searched by tho police.” 

“But only think what an insult that would *bc to my 
Lord Dane,” said Mr. Bent, fencing with tho question. 
“ You must remember who he is—a peer, lord-lieutenant 
of the county, lord of the manor, a man of high charac¬ 
ter-” 

“ High character! ” interrupted the young gentleman. 

“Why, yes— high character, and very high,” answered 
Mr. Bout, staring at the applicant. “Have you anything 
to urge against him ? ” 

“ That I have, if he has taken my box.” 

“ Enough! ” said tho inspector, tartly. “ Before we can 
listen to any such charge—if you were thinking of making 
it—wo must know who it is that would bring it.” 

“ What difference does that make ? ” 

“ It makes all the difference,” was th <4 significant answer. 
“ Were any unknown worthless fellow to come to us with 
somo trumped-up complaint against Lord Dane, we should 
show him the door for his temerity; hut we.re any such 
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complaint preferred by a gentleman of character and posi¬ 
tion, it might carry weight with it. Now do you-see the 
distinction ? ” 

Such distinction of course Mr. Lydney could not fail to 
see. 

“I am a gentleman, if you require that assurance,” ho 
observed. “ I am entitlod to position and consideration.” 

“ Can you prove it ? ” 

“ You have my word for it.” 

The inspector smiled in a way that annoyed Mr. Lydney. 
But he continued quietly: 

“ It is a word that has never yet been doubted.” 

“ Maybe, sir ; but words don’t go for much in law, unless 
backed by proofs. You are an American, we have been 
given to understand?” 

“ In so far as that I was born on the soil—-no further. 
My father was an Englishman, my mother French. My 
father’s family are of repute in England, and know how to 
hold their own.” 

The inspector’s oars were opened an inch wider, and his 
answer was ready. 

“ Where 0 do they live ? In what part of England ? 
Lydney? Lydney? The namo is not familiar to me as 
borne by any family of note.” 

“ 1 cannot give you further information. It is as I have 
told you, and you must trust to my word.” 

“ But where can be the objection to speak out ? ” urged 
the officer. 

“ That is my business,” was tile cool reply. 

“Very well, sir; you have said just as much as I ex¬ 
pected you to say, and no more,” returned the police- 
officer. “ You assort that you are somebody, and when 
I ask you for proof you decline to give it. Now, do you 
think that any charge from you against my Lord Dane 
would bo listened to ? ” 

Lydney regarded, him in silence. Ho was thinking. 

“ Will you tell me what your business may be in this 
neighbourhood ?—and how long you intend to stop in it ? ” 

“My businessf in the neighbourhood!” echoed Mr. 
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Lydney. “ Wliy, did not the sea cast me upon it ? As to 
my remaining, if I elioose to remain in it for good, I 
believe there is no law to prevent me. I can promise you 
ono thing: I don’t quit it until the box is found.” 

“ Our conference is at an end, sir,” said the inspector. 
“ My time is valuable.” 

“ Am I to understand that tlio police refuse to assist mo 
in my efforts to recover the box V ” 

“Not at all,” more cordially replied Mr. Bent; “wo 
should be very glad to find it for our own satisfaction. 
What we decline to do, is to act in any offensive maimer 
towards Lord Dane. Especially,” he pointedly added, 
“when a stranger, and ono who won’t declare anything 
about himself, urges it. But now, sir, I am not ill-natured, 
and if it will case your mind at all to know it, I can testify 
that the box is not in the Castle.” 

“ You cannot know that it is not.” 

“ I never testify to a thing that I don’t know,” re¬ 
turned Mr. Bent. “ I searched the Castlo myself for it 
to-day.” 

“ You! ” 

“ I did. I searched it effectively and thoroughly. There 
was not a space the sine of that,” holding up his hand, 
“ that I did not go into. When you went the length of 
applying for a search-warrant this morning, we thought it 
time to acquaint my Lord Dane, and I stepped up to the 
Castle towards middle day. My lord was indignant, which 
was to bo expected, and said he’d see you far enough before 
you should search his house. But lie cooled down in a 
few minutes, and said if I liked to go through it for my 
own satisfaction, I might. I availed myself of the offer, 
and can swear that the box is not in the Castle. Every 
place that it was possible to put a box into was thrown 
open to me by the butler, who seemed as anxious to find 
the box as you can bo. It is not in Dane Castle, and, I 
feci persuaded, never was in it.” # 

The information took Mr. Lydney by surprise. 

“ Then where can it be ? What can have become of it ? ” 
ho exclaimed aloud. 
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“ I can’t say; to my mind, it’s a queer business altogether,” 
acknowledged Mr. Bent. “ I don’t much like the fact of 
that Granny Bean’s Shad having been near the cart when it 
was unloading. That imp would lay his hands on anything 
he could; a japanned box, got up from a wreck, would bo tho 
very treasure he would like to finger. Still, that idea docs 
not go for much with me. That he did not carry it off himself 
is certain—dirst, because ho could not, from its weight ; 
next, because I have evidenco that when the cart went away 
empty, he shambled off, empty-handed, after it.” 

“You havo been collecting evidenco upon this loss, I 
perceive.” 

“ Undoubtedly. When losses take place, especially mys¬ 
terious ones, it is our business to do so. We were yesterday 
in possession of all the facts—so far as they go.” 

“ And what aro your deductions ? ” asked Mr. Lydnoy. 
“ Can you give a guess as to how or whore the abstraction 
took place ? ” 

“ Not the faintest. It’s about as uncertain a case as ever 
I had to do with. It is your own box, I think you said ? ” 
tho inspector carelessly added, with a keen rapid glance of 
tho oye. 

“ I did not say so. It was in my charge, and I have 
authority to claim it as such; hut neither the box nor its 
contents belonged to me.” 

“ May I inquire whoso it was ? ” 

“ When tho box shall be found,” was Mr. Lydney’s re¬ 
joinder ; and his caution did not tell well for him with the 
man in authority. “ I may roly; then, upon your efforts to 
help me in finding the property ? ” 

“ Yes—in a legitimate way. We’ll do our best.” 

Mr. Lydney wont out, tho inspector standing at the door 
and looking after him, as he disappeared in the darkness 
of tho evening. In acknowledging that it was a “ queer ” 
business, Mr. Bent spoke exactly as he thought; and now 
that he had seen aijjl conversed with tho claimant, he put 
away that idea fust suggested by Lord Dane, of any 
nefarious acting on Lydney’s part. The young man’s 
bearing and speech wero those of an honest man and a 
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gentleman; and Mr. Bent had found himself a great deal 
less short with him than he had previously intended to be. 

“ I’ll be hanged if there isn’t something about him that 
puts me in mind of the old Lord Dane! ” said the inspector, 
arousing himself from his train of thought. “ He has just 

thosamn commanding way. As to.the box-Halloa, sir! 

is it you back again ? ” 

“ It has occurred to me that it might bo of use to offer a 
reward for the recovery of the box,” said Mr. Lyduoy. 
“ What do you think ? ” 

“ Well, yes, it might,” answered the inspector. “ I have 
been turning the matter over in my mind this last minute 
or two, and think ll>o box must havo boon stolen from 
the cart on its way to the Castle. I can’t see any other 
way out of the difficulty. Wo have two or three loose 
characters in Danesheld, I can tell you, sir—older and 
stronger than Shad. If any of them were hanging about, 
why, that’s how the job was done; and in that case, a 
reward would be almost sure to get the box back.” 

“Then be so good as to tako the necessary stops to 
announco it. . Spare no trouble, no time, no expense; you 
. shall be well repaid.” 

“ Very good, sir. What reward shall wo say ? Five 
pounds—ten pounds ? ” 

“ Offer a thousand pounds.” 

“ Sir ! ” cried the inspector, backing a step or two in his 
astonishment. 

“ A thousand pounds; to bo paid to any one who shall 
restore the box intact,” continued Mr. Lydney, as quietly as 
though he had said a thousand pence. 

“ A thousand pounds! ” echoed the inspector, startled at 
the munificonco of the amount. “ The box must be valuable, 
sir, and you rich, to offer that.” 

“ The box, to its owner, is valuable. As to the money, it 
would be paid from his pocket, not from mine.” 

“ A tithe of tho money would fetch bagk a score of such 
boxes, whatever their contents, from the minor sort of base 
characters wo have about hero, whose business chiefly 
consists of poaching and smuggling.” 
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“ And,” pursued Mr. Lydney, “ as you liave remarked upon 
my being unknown, I may as well mention that vouchers for 
the money can be deposited with you whenever you please, 
as a guarantee for the good faith of my offer.” 

Ho turned with the last word, and departed, Mr. Inspector 
Bent gazing after him, and unable just yet to recover from 
his amazement. 

“I said it looked queer all along,” was his mental com¬ 
ment. “ A thousand pounds 1 What on earth can his box 
have got inside it V ” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

A BATTLE BOYAL. 

Mb. Lydney walked away with a slow step, his brain working. 
The assurance of the police that his box was not in Dane 
Castle upset his previous conclusions. Ho began to think 
ho had misjudged Lord Dane, and to fall into the theory of 
the inspector, as the only feasible conclusion-—that the box 
had been stolen on its way to the Castle. If so, there was 
one person who must undoubtedly have witnessed the theft 
- - and that was Shad. 

Somewhat impulsivo in what ho did, and very anxious, 
William Lydney determined to seek Shad on the instant, 
and question him again. Mr. Shad was perhaps keeping 
the secret, but a - glanco too cunning, or a word too sharp, 
might betray the fact. He was not quite sure which road 
would best conduct him to the hut inhabited by Granny 
Bean; he had a general impression that it lay on the outer 
border of the wood, and concluded that it must be down 
somewhere by W;lfred Lester’s. So he marched along, 
swiftly now, in the stai’light of the summer evening, until 
he came to Wilfred’s cottage. 

“ I believe now I ought to have gone on by Miss Bordil- 
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lion’s, and taken tlio further turning,” he soliloquized, 
halting in his course. “ Suppose I ask Lester? ” 

Opening the gate, he stepped into the little porch, where 
something occurred that considerably startled him. The 
door unclosed stealthily, and he was pounced upon by a 
tall female, and pulled into the dark passage. It was no 
other than Sally, and she spoke in a whisper. 

“ Thhnks be to goodness you’ve not gone yet! Now it’s 
of no use your being angry and struggling to get off! I 
have had you in my arms when you were a baby, Mr. Wilfred, 
and I know what’s right and what’s wrong. I’ve heard a 
whisper that the keepers arc going on the watch to-night, 
and there’ll bo bloodshed again, as sure as death, if the 
poachers show themselves. You shan’t go, sir! You are 
killing your wife outright, for she’s beginning to suspect 
something. I’ve just been vowing you are in the kitchen, 
smoking your pipe by the tire. Come in, sir, and let mo 
bar the door ; come in.” 

“ My good woman,” lie exclaimed, when he found himself 
able to speak, “ for whom do you take me V I am Mr. 
Lydney. Is your master at home ? ” 

Sally fell against the wall without a word. Mr: Lydney 
repeated his question. 

“ I’m just a fool and nothing else,” cried she, turning the 
matter off with a laugh. “ I’ve been expecting, a friend 
to-night, and I thought it was him. You must please to 
forgive mo, sir. The master? No, sir, I think he must 
have gone out. I’ve been up in my mistress’s sick-room, 
and can’t find him in the house.” 

“Never mind. T merely called to ask some of you to 
direct me to Goody Bean’s. Am I going right for it ? ” 

“ Yes, sir; straight on. You’ll have to keep to the left 
of that three-cornered field that divides the wood, and you 
will come to the place in a few minutes—a little lowcottago 
hid in the trees, standing by itself. Sir,” she added, “ I 
beg your pardon for my mistake, and «T hope you’ll not 
think about it, or talk of it.” 

“ Not I,” answered Mr. Lydney, with a laugh. “ Make 
my compliments to your master.” 
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The laugh, was a pleasant one, the tone gay, purposoly made 
so; nevertheless, the woman’s unintentional disclosure had 
struck a chill on William Lydney’s heart. It seemed a 
confirmation of the damaging rumours that were being 
whispered. 

A few minutes brought him to a low dwelling, hall 
cottage, half hut, on tho borders of the wood, which he had 
no doubt was Goody Bean’s domicile. It was closely shut 
up, and he might have imagined its inmates, Granny and 
Shad, had retired to rest, but for a commotion that was 
taking place within. Now an old woman’s voice rose in 
shrill shrieks of rage; now Shad’s in shriller whines. Mr. 
Lydney knocked first at tho door, then on tho shutters; but 
little chance was there of his boing heard whilst the noiso 
lasted. 

“ You wicked young imp! ” ho heard her say, -with a 
profuse sprinkling of language, which the reader would not 
care to have transcribed; “ to go and rob your granny of 
licr hard-earned savings 1 You’ll come to the gallows, you 
will.” 

“ It’s not yourn,” returned Shad, his denial interspersed 
with similar embellishments. “ The new gen’alinan gave 
it mo yesterday for telling him about the bos, and I’ll lake 
my oath to it. Como ; hand it over.” ’ 

“ You vile story-teller ! As if any gen’alman wotdd go 
and give you a whole silver sixpence ! Now, will you be oil'? 
You ought to have been on the watch a good half-hour ago.” 

Mr. Shad apparently turned restive. “I won’t go on tho 
watch,” said he. “ I won’t stir 'till I gets my sixpence. I’ve 
kop’ it in my pocket till I gets twopenco more, to buy that 
thoro gray rabbit off Nod Long.” 

A fresh contest, sounds of blows, and a final shout of 
triumph from Shad, which seemed to proclaim him the 
victor. Mr. Lydney gave a loud knock on the shutters. 

Total silence supervened : the summons had been heard, 
and evidently startled the disputants. Stealthy movements 
inside ensued, and Mr. Lydney thought he heard a door 
shut. He knocked again. 

It brought forth the head of tho woman at a window- 
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casement on the right. The cottage had two rooms, both 
on the ground-floor, a window in each. She opened the 
shutters, and thrust her face through the aperture, recon¬ 
noitring—a red and wrinkled face, surmounted hy a cap in 
tatters, the result probably of the recent conflict; the head 
shaking as if she were suffering from palsy. 

“Have you been committing murder here?” demanded 
Mr. Lydney. 

“ I was a-saying of my prayers out loud, if that’s murder,” 
returned the dame. “ What now ? what do you mean ? ” 

The bold assertion deprived him of speech for a moment. 
Of what use bandying words with such a woman ? “ T want 
Shad,” ho resumed. 

“ Shad! I can’t go for to disturb him from his rest to¬ 
night. Shad’s a-bed and asleep.” 

“ Why, you audacious old creature ! ” ho could, not help 
exclaiming, “ 'I wonder you dare toll so deliberate a false¬ 
hood ! You and Shad havo just been at it, tooth and nail, 
fighting after a sixpence. Let me tell you the sixpence is 
his, for I gave it him.” 

“Now, did you indood, sir?” was the bland whining 
answer, the surly tone changing as if by magic. •“ What a 
dear, good, generous gentleman you must be! You haven’t 
got another about you, to bestow in charity upon a poor, 
lone, wretched, half-starved widder, have yfou? I’d re¬ 
member you in my prayers ever after, I would;” 

“ If I had fifty, I would not give you one; and I don’t 
imagine your prayers will do yourself much good, lot alone 
anyone else. I want Shad, I say.” 

“ Shad’s a-bed and asleep, which I’ll swear to, and I 
darden’t break into his night’s rest,” was the impndont 
retort. “ A delicate child as ho is, and the stay and staff o’ 
my life—if I was to lose him, I should die of grief. Oomo 
any time in the morning, sir, when his night’s rest’s over, 
and you’re welcome. I tucked him up, the darling, an hour 
ago, in his little bed, and a sweet slee^p ho dropped off 
into.” 

“Of all extraordinai'y characters I think you must be 
the worst! ” exclaimec] Mr. Lydney, “ Shad’s no more in 
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becl than I am. I hoard your conflict, I toll you. Those 
false assertions sound perfectly awful from a woman at your 
time of life.’ 1 

“ Strange noises is hoard outside this hut at times ; folks 
have said so afore,” said the old woman with a sniff. “ 1 t’s 
the witches a-playing in the air, I fancy; and it’s them 
you must have hoard—unless it was me at my prayers.” 

“ Will you send out Shad ? ” 

“ I’m sure I’d obleege you in any ways but that, such a 
nice gentlomon as you seem to bo ; but I wouldn’t wake up 
my poor sickly gran’ohild for anything—no, not if you 
offered mo fifty sixpences.” 

Giving a good-niglit to Granny Bean more emphatic than 
polite, Mr. Lydney strode away. He must put off seeing 
Shad until the morning. He struck round to the back of 
the hut, where lie believed lie should find a path that led 
direct through tho wood, which would cut off a portion of 
the way homeward. Curiosity induced him to turn and 
look at the cottage, and thoro ho saw a door; so Master 
Shad and his reputablo granny had ontranoe and exit by 
the back way as well as the front. 

Pursuing tho path which was narrower than he had 
expected, Mr. Lydney sped on with a quick step, buried in 
thought. It was a light night in tho open ground, but dark 
and gloomy in the wood. Ho was half-way through it, 
when a sound as of ono pushing through tho brambles 
caught his ear. Knowing that certain suspicious characters 
were said to haunt the place, Mr. Lydney drew just within 
tho trees, and looked out to see who might be approaching. 

It was Wilfred Lester. Panting, eager, excited, he came 
tearing along, at right angles with Lydney, where thero 
seemed to bo no pathway. He crossed the open path at a 
bound, penetrated the trees on its opposite side, and went 
pushing on, as though making straight for home. 

Mr. Lydney remained immovable, wondering what the 
movement could mean, and what Wilfred was about. That 
he was excessively agitated was apparent, and tho words 
spoken by the servant, when she had so unceremoniously 
made him a prisoner, rose with apprehension to his mind. 
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Ho was, as tlie sayiug runs, “ putting this and that together,” 
and by no means liking the look of things, when something 
else attracted his attention. 

Stealing out onto the path in the trail of Wilfred Lester, 
came Mr. Shad like a young hound scenting its prey. Once 
in the path he made a dead stoppage, unconscious that any 
eye or oar was near him. 

“He’s torod homo to his house,” soliloquized ho aloud, 
looking at the direction in which Wilfred Lester had dis¬ 
appeared. “ No good to track him further to-night. I’ll 
go and tell her.” 

Mr. Lydnoy had stretched out his hand to lay it on the 
boy, but a second impulse prompted him to hesitate. Far 
bettor follow this erratic gentleman, and discover, if 
possible, what treason was being hatched. That some plot 
was on foot against Wilfred Lester, that he was being 
watched to his own possible destruction, Mr. Lyduey felt 
convinced. Ho also felt very nearly convinced of another 
thing—that Wilfred was hatching enough mischief of his 
own accord against himself. 

Shad fled down the path in a direction opposite to Granny 
Bean’s, and at the end of the wood, near to Squire, Lester’s, 
entered the trees again to the right. Mr. Lydnoy followed. 
Agile and slender, he could penetrate the trees as well as 
Shad; and when Shad stopped, he stopped. 

Shad was in his favourite attitude; twined just like a 
snake round the thin stem of a tree skirting the road. Mr. 
Lydney halted sufliciently near to sec and hoar. Ho 
wondered who the “ her ” was to whom Shad was bound. 
Having had experience by this time of the insatiable nature 
of Madame Iiavensbird’s curiosity, and of her greut amount 
of information on all subjects, a half suspicion crossed his 
mind that it might be to her that Shad was hastening. .Not 
so, however. 

In answer to a soft whistlo of Shad’s, a female emerged 
from a low gate on the opposite side of the road, a gate that 
led to tho back entrance of Squiro Lester’s house. Slio 
Crossed the road with a stealthy shambling gait, not unlike 
Shad’s own, entered the trees, and stood with Shad in a 
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small clear space. Mr. Lydney recognized in her the upper 
servant at the Hall—Tiffle. 

“ Well ? ” began she, rather sharply. 

“ He’s gone right off home,” said Shad in answer. “ When 
I got up to ’em, they was having hot words—him, and 
Beecher, and Broke, and another, which I think were Bill 
Nicholson. Lester was a-blowing of ’em up for wanting to 
go right off where the keepers would be, which might cause 
blood to be spilt, ho said; and they got in a passion one 
and t’other, and Lester ho sworo he’d have nothing to do 
with ’em, and went off back again. I say, Mrs. Tiffle, 
whore’ll be tho pull o’ my dodging him, if ho takes to 
shirking ? ” 

“ How did thoy ferret out where the keepers would be ? ” 
asked Tiffle, who had listened in silence. 

“ Can’t tell,” answered Shad. “ I only got up at the tail 
o : their conflab. I didn’t hear nothing of what they’d been 
saying afore.” 

“ Then you were late, and a wicked, inattentive, good-for- 
nothing little villain.” 

“ Yos, I were late, and it were granny’s fault,” boldly 
announced Shad. “ She set on mo and a’most killed me. 
You should bo hid in the oven some day, and see her in her 
tantrums; you’d not believe it was anything but Old Nick’s 
mother let loose. Look here! here’s where she bited me, 
and here’s where sho kicked at me, and here’s where she 
scrattod mo, and clutches of my hair sho tored out by 
han’fuls.” 

Shad exhibited various damaged spots about his face and 
arms, and let fall a shower of tears. Tiffle became re¬ 
markably demonstrative in her sympathy, clasping Shad 
to her with tenderness, and kissing the places with her own 
lipsi It caksed Mr. Lydney’s eyes to open—in more senses 
than one. 

“ My poor boy! Granny’s a regular hyenia when she’s 
put up. I’ll be even with her. What did she do it for ? ” 

“ She have the hastiest, slyest ways,” returned Shad, who 
appeared not to relish the embrace in an equal degree with 
Tiffle, and wriggled himself from it as soon as he possibly 
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could. “ She dives into my pockets, she do, and to-night 
she found a sixpence in ’em, and she set on and sworud it 
were hem, and said I’d robbed her on’t, and she grabbed it 
from me, and—my! wasn’t there a shindy! and such a 
row came to the shutters amid it. 1 got it again, though,” 
concluded Shad, with glee, as he took out the bright six¬ 
pence and exhibited it to Tiffle. “Why, she haven’t a 
sixpence to grab! ” 

TifHc did not look at it with equanimity. She came to 
the conclusion that someone had been robbed of it, if not 
Granny Bean, and her affectionate mood changed into wrath. 

“ You little divil, you 1 If you begin to grab money now, 
you’ll end your days a-working in gangs and irons. Now 
you just toll me where you stole that.” 

“ If over I sec the like! You’re as bad as granny,” 
whined the boy. “ I might as well be a mad dog, and 
roped up at onco! That there sixpence was gave me by a 
gen’alman ; gived out and out.” 

“ Gave for what V ” sharply responded TifHc. 

“ For telling about his box. It’s that tall spark what’s 
stopping at the .Sailors’ Rest. lie asked me did I see the 
things took up to the Castle gates, and I said I see ’em ; and 
then he said if I’d toll him the truth, and no lie, whether 
tlio box wont into tlie Castle or not, I should get a sixpence ; 
and I did tell him, and ho give it me.” 

“ Did you see the box taken in ? ” quickly asked Tiffle. 

“ What should ail me ? ” responded Shad. “ I wore stood 
there watching,” 

“ And it w'as taken right in ? ” 

“ It was took right in,” answered Shad, his eyes glisten¬ 
ing: “as right in as ever anything was took into that Castle 
yet. Them two miller’s chaps carried of it, like they did 
t’other lots; and that big Mr. Bruff might have sec’d ’em if 
he’d looked, only ho was talking to a lady what passed.” 

“ That young fellow’s name’s Lydncy, Shad ; and-” 

“ I know,” interrupted Shad, with a careless emphasis 
that seemed to carry with it an assurance there w'ere few 
things he did not know. 

“ Well, I want you to keep your eyes on that Lydney,” 

# Lady Adelaide. 20 
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proceeded Tiffle. “ Look after him just aE keen as you are 
looking after Will Lester. Ho looks like a gentleman, but 
lie might be one of them gentlemen that come to places after 
watches, and chains, and rings; and I heard my Lord Dane 
drop a doubt of him. You find out what you can. I’vo got 
my reasons. And just you note down in your head when¬ 
ever you see him with Miss Lester.” 

Mr. Lydney, from his hiding-place, felt infinitely indebted 
to her. 

“ I’ve sec’d liim often with her,” returned Shad. “ I soe’d 
him with her this evening. They went right up to the 
Hall together. He have took to come to the wood, too, he 
have, that Lydney! And, I say, Mrs. Tiffie, Miss Lester 
wont to her brother’s place this evening.” 

“ Yes, she did,” said Tiffle, sharply. “ But now there’s 
no more to be done to-night, Shad, and you cut home as 
quick as you can, and get to bed.” 

“ And if granny sets on me again ? ” whined Shad. 

“ Leave granny to me ; I’ll see to her.” 

Shad turned into the wood ; Tiffie looked cautiously out 
on either side, and then hurried across the road. She had 
barely gained the gate leading to Mr. Lester’s premises, 
when my Lord Dane appeared from the direction of Miss 
Bordillion's, lie was probably coming from the railway 
station. The line of rail had now been extended to Hancs- 
lield, its station being beyond Miss Bordillion’s, and this 
was the nearest way to it from the Castle. Tiffle waited at 
the gate when she saw who it was. 

“ Is it you, Tiffie V ’ cried his lordship, gaily. “ Enjoy¬ 
ing a ramble by starlight ?” 

“ Oh, my lord, you are pleased to joke,” simpered Tiffle. 
“ My days for starlighted rambles are over. I leave ’em for 
tho young now, my lord; I’vo had my turn. This evening 
that ever was, I see Miss Lester walking cosy in the star¬ 
light—leastway, the evening star was out—and I thought 
how romintic it was; putting me in mind of my own sen- 
timintal days, my lord. That gentleman was with her that 
tho wreck cast, up.” 

Had it been daylight instead of starlight, Tiffle would 



A BAMLE KOVAL. 


307 


scarcely liavc presumed to fix her eyes so keenly upon my 
Lord Dane. Amongst all cunning women, she wore the palm, 
and slio knew she was throwing out a shaft that would tell. 

“Wrecks cast up rogues as well ns gentlemen,” observed 
his lordship, in a tone of stern displeasure. “ An American, 
whom nobody knows, is scarcely one to he walking by 
starlight with Miss Lester. Good-night, Tifllo.” 

Every word could be heard by William Lydncy in his 
retreat, from which he had not yet been able to get away. 
The road was very narrow; in fact, it was more of a lane 
than a road; and the tones came over it with perfect dis¬ 
tinctness in the still night air. 

Lord Dane walked on, and Tifilc disappeared from view. 
But Mr. Lydncy felt by no means sure she was not on the 
watch still, and therefore he did not choose to stop out into 
the road and show himself. He penetrated further into the 
wood to gain a path that would bring him out at the back 
of the town. His rambles with Wilfred Lester, who seemed 
to prefer the wood for exercise to the open country, had 
rendered him tolerably familiar with it. 

This night appeared prolific for Mr. Lydncy in adventures 
and encounters. As he was pursuing his way, he dime sud¬ 
denly into contact with a man dragging himself covertly 
and noiselessly through the trees — a youngish man, as 
far as could be distinguished, who appeared alarmingly 
startled at the encounter, and levelled his gun. 

“Halloa, my man! what’s that for?” demanded Mr. 
Lyduey, speaking with equanimity, and showing neither 
fear nor hurry. “ Have the goodness to drop that.” 

“ If you don’t say who you are, and what you are doing 
here, I’ll shoot you,” was the reply. 

“I feel infinitely obliged to you. Have you any more 
right to be in tho wood than I have ? I should bo glad to 
know.” 

Mr. Lydney spoke with courtesy; and the man could not 
fail to remark that his voice was that of gentleman. Ho 
had no doubt feared a keeper. 

“ You were posted there to watch mo ! ” ho’exclaimed. 

“ Nay,” said Mr. Lydney; “ I may wijli eqUal reason 



308 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


reverse the accusation, and say you wero watching me. I 
don’t know who you are; I never saw you in my life that I 
know of. Why should I watch you? You must have 
escaped from a lunatic asylum.” 

The man let fall his gun. He had boon peering at Mr. 
Lydney as well as tho obscurity allowed him, and made out 
that he was not a foe. 

“ I ask your pardon for my haste,” he said; “ I thought 
you wero somebody else. The fact is, none but suspicious 
characters are ever prowling in the wood so late as this, 
unless it’s those confounded keepers who are ready to swear 
au innocent-man’s life away.” 

Mr. Lydney laughod — a kindly laugh. Ho had no 
objection to a spice of adventure—was just of the age and 
temperament to relish it. 

“ Arc you aware of tho self-accusation those words imply ? 
Nobody but suspicious characters? Meaning, I conclude, 
poachers.” 

“ And keepers too,” growled the man. 

“ Very good. I am neither tho one nor tho other. If 
you choose to beat about this wood from January to Decem¬ 
ber, a gufi in one hand and snare-nets in the other, you are 
welcome, for all the business it is of mine. Wero they my 
preserves, it would be a different matter.” 

“ You won’t go and say to-morrow that you droppod upon 
me hero wit'll a gun ? ” 

“ I should be clever to say it, seeing I know yon neither 
by sight nor by name. But. if you prefer a specific promise, 
you may tako it. Life is short enough, my man; better 
pass it in kindlinoss than in doing gratuitous injuries.” 

The poacher liked the tones and the words; and that 
rather hardoned part within him which did duty for a 
heart, went out at once to the speaker in a manner he would 
have been puzzlod to account for. 

“I think, sir, you are the gentleman stopping at tho 
Sailors’ Rest, whese box is missing? I nearly got into 
trouble over that box yesterday.” 

“How was that?” inquired Mr. Lydney, his interest 
suddenly awakened. 
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“ I happened to bo passing the Custlo on my way home as 
the cart was unloading, and I halted a few minutes and 
looked on. Those keen police got to know of it, and I’ll bo 
hanged if they didn’t have me up to the station ? Whether 
they thought I had walked the box off, or had seen anybody 
else walk it off, I don’t know. I laughed at them. Young 
Shad and two or three more urchins could testify that I 
didn’t go near enough to touch anything on the cart.” 

“ You must have heard the box described. Did you see it ? ” 

“ I did not see it, sir, to my recollection. But if, as I 
hear, it was underneath the rest of tho things, I was not 
likely to see it. I stopped bpt a few minutes, and they hod 
only then bogun to unload.” 

“ You cannot guess where it is gone, or who took it, I 
supposo ? ” resumed Mr. Lydney. 

“ No, I can’t; I have not thought much about it. That 
Shad’s as ready-fingered as a magpie, but they say it was 
too heavy for him to lift.” 

“ I would give a good reward if it were restored to me 
untampered with.” 

“ Would you, though?” quickly rejoined tho poacher, as 
if the sound wore music to his ears. 

“ Fifty guineas.” 

“ Fifty guineas ! ” uttered tho man, as much astonished as 
the inspector had been that evening at mention of a thousand 
pounds. 

“ Fifty guineas, and no questions asked, provided it bo 
restored to me before to-morrow night. After that, a dif¬ 
ferent offer may be made, and questions asked—pretty sharp 
ones.” 

“ By jingo! that’s worth looking after,” oxelaimed tho 
man. “ I know two or three fellows who have done a little in 
the fingering line, sir, and I’ll—I’ll be on to them. If* I can 
hear of the box you shall have it on those terms. Honour 
bright, though ? ” 

“ Honour bright, on the word of a gentleman. The fifty 
guineas shall be paid, and no inquiries mode. I fancy you 
may perhaps hear of it amongst your fricnd§.” 

Little cared Mr. Ben Beecher, junior—-for it was no 
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other-—for the last delicate insinuation. A golden vision 
had been opened to him, and in that he was absorbed. 

But the two, so strangely met, were not to part without 
being observed. Ben Beecher offered to show Mr. Lydncy 
a short-cut out of the wood that would bring him nearer the 
Sailors’ Rest than the exit ho had been making for. Tlio 
outlet gained, Bon Beecher was stealing into the wood again, 
when Mr. Lydney stopped him for a parting word. 

“ You will not fail mo ? ” 

“ I’ll not fail, if the box is to be had. But look horo, sir,” 
added tho man after a minute’s thought, “ couldn’t yon meet 
me hero in the wood? I shouldn’t care to be seen going 
after you to the Sailors’ Rest.” 

Now it happened at this critical juncture that no less an 
individual should be passing than my Lord Dane. Cattley’s 
cottage lay in this direction—the gamekeeper who had been 
injured—-lie was progressing slowly, and Lord Dane, in his 
affability, had turned out of his way on leaving Tifflo to 
make a personal inquiry after the man. Ho stayed a few 
minutes with him, and was walking back, on his way home, 
when the sound of voices caught his ear. 

Recognizing the one for Mr. Bon Beecher’s, Lord Dane’s 
thoughts naturally flew to tho poachers, who were giving 
him at the time a great deal of trouble. In tho moment’s 
impulse, he stepped aside into tho trees as noiselessly as 
Mr. Beecher-himself could have done, and gazed through at 
tho speakers. Yes, sure enough, there was Mr. Ben Beecher, 
gun in hand; the other Lord Dane could not see, but felt 
convinced it was oither Drake or,. Bill Nicholson—the latter 
he thought, by the height. He hushed his breath, for this 
one was beginning to speak. 

“ Why so ? ” was the short question asked of Beecher. 
And Lord Dane seemed to have a confused remembranoo of 
the voice; and it was not Nicholson’s. 

“ Well, for reasons,” answered Beecher. “ I’d rather you 
woro not soon openly working with me in this, sir, if you 
can understand me. 

“ I daresay ,.you wouldn’t, Mr. Beecher 1 ” mentally 
apostrophised my Lord Dane from his hiding-place, 
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“ I will bo at the fairy circle in the wood—the spot wo 
passed two or throe minutes ago—at eight o'clock to-morrow 
night, if that will do,” continued Beecher 

“Very well,” replied the voice that was puzzling Lord 
Dane. “I’ll meet you there at that hour.” 

“All right—all right,”-mentally repeated Lord Dane. 
“I’ll bo down upon you, my gentlemen, to-morrow night. 
Whose is that voice? I’ve heard it somewhere.” 

Stretching his neck, ho prepared to take a good view, for 
ho to whom the voice belonged was coming forth. And the 
view nearly drove Lord Dane backwards. 

Lydney! 

His lordship rubbed his eyes to make sure he was awake. 
That this interview and the one appointed for to-morrow 
night could have reference to anything but poaching jiurposes 
never entered his imagination. He was very excessively 
astonished, and came to the conclusion that Mr. William 
Lydney was even a lower and more disreputable character 
than he had supposed him to be. 

“ I’ll lay any money he stole the box originally! ” 
cried his lordship. “ Perhaps ran away with it from 
America.” 

Mr. Lydney was already out of sight, making the best of 
his way to the Sailors’ Best. He went straight into Sophie’s 
private parlour, as he frequently did. Madame Sophie 
was just finishing her supper of bread and cheese and salad, 
with some thin claret wine. She wore a coquettish cap of 
lace and scarlet ribbons, and a black silk perfectly-fitting 
gown, with narrow bands of Irish linen, by way of collar 
and cixffs. 

Mr. Lydney sat down and began gossiping—or it may be 
more correct to say, that he said a word or two to sot her 
off, and she gossiped. Insensibly he continued to lcafl her 
on to the subject of the Beechers—in particular to young 
Mr. Ben. Mrs. Ravensbird tossed her head. 

“ A nice lot, those Beechers! The o%l father was nothing 
but a smuggler: and the son’s a poacher. A very nice lot 
they are, sir! ” « 

“ He’s quite a young man, is he not, the son ? ” 
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“ Not mucli over twenty. Old Beecher did not marry till 
he was getting in years.” 

“Rather superior for what ho is, I fancy, that young 
Beecher?” 

“He might have been,” returned Sophie, with a con¬ 
siderable amount of scorn, meant for Mr. Beecher, junior. 
“ His mother was a very respectable woman indeed, sir, with 
a life income; old Beecher married her at a distance, and 
it’s thought he deceived her as to his position and moans. 
As long as she lived, the boy was well taken care of—sent 
to boarding school, and all that; but ho has gone all wrong 
since she died, and idles his time away shamefully.” 

Ah! this explanation accounted for what had rather 
surprised William-Lyduoy—the superiority in Ben Beecher’s 
accent and manner as compared with his condition in life. 


CHAPTER XNIY. 

A DISCLOSURE TO WILFRED LESTER. 

Perched on the arm of the sofa in his little sitting-room, the 
sun shining brightly on him and his employment— that of 
making artificial flics for fishing—was Wilfred Lester. It 
was tiro morning following the night mentioned in the last 
chapter, and Mr. Wilfred was giving his thoughts to sundry 
events of that night much more than he was to his flics. 

Had ho been more observant, ho might have soen that 
somdthing was troubling his wifo in an unusual degree. 
She sat on the sofa, reclining her head on the opposite arm 
to where Wilfred was sitting. A fair, fragile-girl she looked 
—her features painfully delicate, lier blue ey^s unnaturally 
bright, her light hair taking a tinge of gold in the sunlight. 
She wore a white wrapper, or dressing-gown, which made 
her appear still more of an invalid. Glancing at her husband 
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once or twice, as though she wished to say something and 
could not, she at length burst forth with a courage horn of 
desperation, her voice timid and trembling. 

“ Where did you go last night, Willy ? ” 

Mr. Wilfred Lester took a momentary and rapid glance at 
the speaker. Something in the tone of the voice rather 
startled his conscience. 

“Where did I go last night? Nowliero in particular, 
that I remember. Bother the catgut! I was out and about 
talking to one and another.” 

“ So you always say, Wilfred,” and the girl’s tone dropped 
to one of dread, and she seemed to shivor as she spoke. “ You 
had that gun out with you.” 

“ Ay. It’s lock has a trick of catching, and I meant 
to show it to the smith; but the shop was shut,” replied 
Mr. Wilfred, beginning to whistle the bars of a popular 
song. 

Perhaps the greatest misfortune that had as yet fallen upon 
Edith Lester, was having been an involuntary hearer of a 
certain conversation a few days back. Sally, ironing before 
the open kitchen window, had been accosted by some passer¬ 
by, and Editli had listened to words (or, rather, to questions) 
regarding her husband that turned her sick and faint. 
“Was it true that he had joined the poachers? that he had 
been in the recent attack what had nearly killed Cattley ? 
that he went regularly out at night ? If so, he’d get taken 
up and transported, as sure as apples was apples! ” 

Words which were bad enough in themselves for a poor 
young wife’s ears, but which were rendered all the more 
forcible by the servant’s vehement denial. Over-zeal tends 
to destroy itself; and Sally entered on a defence that was 
untruthful. She protested, in the most unblushing manner, 
that her master never was abroad after sunset—how could 
lie bo when ho sat reading to his poor sick lady till bed-time, 
and then retired to rest with her ? Granny Bean could not 
have dono it more audaciously. 

Tho assertion, suspicious enough in itself—for it was 
after sunset that Wilfred usually went out, nnd sometimes 
remained out for hours—was rondored moije omit\ous by the 
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suppressed fear in Sally’s tones, all too apparent to Edith 
Lester. An awful dread took possession of her; and though, 
when she ventured to ask a timid question of Sally, that 
worthy domestic denied the conversation in toto, and declared 
her mistress must have heard it in a dream, the misery had 
been sown. 

“ Why do you choose the night for going out, Willy ? ” 

“ Oil, just to stretch my legs,” ho answered, breaking off 
his song to do so, and resuming it again. 

Fur bettor, perhaps, that lie had treated it differently : tin's 
assumption of unconcern defeated its aim. Edith Lester had 
sound sense, but she also possessed one of those vivid 
imaginations that arc peculiarly subject to be acted upon 
by terror. She rose from the sofa with a cry, and caught 
hold of her husband. Wilfred dropped his whistling and 
his flies together. 

“ Why, Edith, what has come to you ? ” 

“ Oh, Willy, toll me the truth ! Were you with the 
poachers when they attacked Oattley ? ” 

“ Most certainly not,” was the emphatic answer; and bo 
seemed in earnest enough now. “ You silly girl! What 
next will you be fancying'? I would no more join in 
attacking a keeper than I would attack you.” 

“Do - yon—ever—join in taking the game wholesale ? ” 
she asked, scarcely ablo to bring out the words between 
weakness and agitation. 

lie burst ink) a laugh. 

“ Servo Lord Dane right if I did. He has sent me to 
Coventry ever since he came here. Servo my father right if I 
took his and loft not a single bird for his table and Lady 
Adelaide’s. My darling, you just reassure that poor littlo 
fluttering heart. I’ll take care of myself and of you.” 

““Willy, if anything happened to you, I should die ! Is 
it true ? ” 

“ No, it is not true,” he said very hastily. “ For goodness 
sake get rid of these fancies, Edithf*or you’ll be worse than 
you are. But for you, I should like to got into some des¬ 
perate escapade ; it might shame my father to reason. As 
it is, I shall keep straight, for your sake.” 
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The emotion liad exhausted her feeble strength, and she 
lay down on the sofa, white, sad, and only half-convinced. 

“ The very fact of my continuing so liard-up, and unable 
to got you proper necessaries, Edith, might prove that I 
don’t make a fortune at poaching.” 

“ I have all I want,” she eagerly said, lifting her wan 
face pleadingly to his. “ Oh, Willy, don't think of me 1 I 
shall grow strong soon. It is hard for both of us just now, 
but if wo can only be patient, it will grow better—I am 
sure it will. Only let us endure! Only let us put faith in 
flod! People say we could not expect anything better, and 
are suffering for our disobedience. It may be so, but a 
happy onding will come to it all, Willy.” 

That an end must come, and not very long first, he knew 
only too well; whether it would be a happy one, was not so 
certain. He went on with his fly-making, his manner gay, 
his heart aching for his wife’s sake, his spirit terribly re¬ 
bellious against his father and Lady Adelaide. Presently, 
in the midst of a light song, he put down liis working 
materials, and wont into the kitchen for something lie 
wanted. The servant sat at the table, shelling broad beans. 

“ Where’s the gum-bottle, Sally? ” 

“ Up there,” answered Sally, rather unceremoniously, in¬ 
dicating a shelf of the dresser. “ But it’s empty, sir.” 

He took down tho bottle, saw with a rueful look that it 
was as she said, and put it back again. Sally pointed to the 
beans. 

“ I don’t know what’s to be done for my mistress to-day. 
She can’t eat these.” • 

“ There’s a partridge in the house,” answered Wilfred. 

“ Well, sir, the truth is, she can’t eat partridge any longer. 
She has managed to swallow a bit lately, but she’s one of 
them, and I’m another, whose tastes turn at game. When 
folks are sick, too, they take likes and dislikes; and you 
know, sir, that for the last month there has been nothing 
but game in tho house. *1 have tried th% partridges every 
way to tempt her; I’ve roasted ’em, boiled ’em, fricasseed 
’em, fried ’em, and one day I chopped ’em up, gvnd made ’em 
into balls; but it didn’t do. It i c«« partridge, and that was 
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enough. Slio lias made a show of eating before you; but 
she can’t protend any longer.” 

Wilfred Lester stood near the table, gloomy and per¬ 
plexed. He knew no way whatever of procuring anything 
else for Edith; all credit was gone. If a mutton chop 
would have saved her life, he must pay the butcher for it 
before it was sent -in. 

“ Can’t you do up some eggs for to-day ? ” he asked. 

“ I could if I had ’em. Eggs are no more to be had than 
anything else, without money. And there’s another thing, 
sir, staring us in the face: tho coals are almost out.” 

Can you imagine how bitter wero his feelings as he stood 
there,, knowing that ho was powerless to answer thcso 
appoals ? He turned back into the parlour again, and took 
up his flies, glancing at Edith. Her eyes were closed now, 
as if she would sleep, and the lashos lay on her wan cheek. 

Suddenly commotion arose in tho kitchen. Wilfred had 
left the doors unclosed, and the sounds penetrated to the 
quiet pailour as clearly as though uttered within it. Sally’s 
voico was hoard in angry dispute. Wilfred turned his head, 
and Edith’s ears and eyes opened. 

“ Then I say he’s not in, and he won’t be in to-day— 
that’s more. So just you walk out, please.” 

“ I say he is in,” responded a man’s gruff voice. “ I see 
him with my own eyes through that there kitchen winder, 
and here I shall stop till I can speak to him. I’ve a private 
messago, which I can’t give to you.” 

Wilfred Lester did not recognize the voico, but tho 
intimation “private message”, struck on his car. Private 
messages, not expedient to be intrusted to other people, 
especially to Sally, came to him once in a way. Never a 
thought of treachery entering his head, ho threw down his 
Aids, and went into the kitchen. There stood Sally, armed 
with the tongs, which she presented at the stranger in a 
menacing manner to bar his farther progress. The man 
quietly put a paper into Mr. Liter’s hand, and went out 
with a laugh. Sally flung the tongs back on the hearth in 
a passion, j 

“ Now, why couldn’t you keep put of sigh*: ? ” she ex- 
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claimed, in wrath. “Where’s the use of me telling a 
hundred lies in a day for you—and I hope Heaven will 
forgive me—if you are to upset ’em in this way? I know 
what it is. As long as he didn’t serve it, you wore safe.” 

“ He’d have served it to-morrow if lie hadn’t to-day,” 
answered Wilfred, opening the document. “ Don’t make 
a fuss about it.” 

“ No, he needn’t,” retorted Sally. “ You might have 
dodged-My goodness, ma’am ! what's the matter ? ” 

Edith had come into the kitchen, shaking like a leaf, the 
image of terror. She clung to her husband in an excess of 
hysterical emotion. 

“ What is it all ? What paper is it ? Show it me. Oh, 
Wilfred, show it me ! ” 

“ My dear, don’t agitate yourself for nothing,” he mis¬ 
takenly answered, as he crumpled the paper in his hand. 
“ It’s nothing but a bill.” 

Sally gave a snatch at the paper; Wilfred would not 
release it, and there was actually a tussle for its possession, 
in which the paper was torn, and Sally conquered. She was 
rather in the habit of domineering over the two in her 
superior age and wisdom. . 

“ There, ma’am; now you can see that it’s nothing but a 
demand for money,” cried Sally, laying it open before her 
mistress. “ Couldn’t you just read that she feared some¬ 
thing worse, sir,” she added, in an undertone of reproach to 
her master. 

And the woman was right; she had keen perceptive 
faculties and strong sense. Edith Lester was connecting tlio 
visitor with the wild rumours afloat of the night-work; 
terrific visions arose of handcuffs, a prison, a criminal trial, 
perhaps death. 

But what with one thing and another, Sally grew alarmed, 
and she wont out that day, and laid all her trouble and fear 
before her late mistress, Miss Bordillion. -Wilfred Lester, 
in his pity for his poor jfrung wife, and liif^ resentment against 
the world, was growing more reckless, and unless substantial 
help came for Edith, Sally’s opinion was thpt he would be 
caught at something dpsperate. 
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“ I can’t take tlio responsibility of concealing these things 
any longer, ma’am,” she said “ and it isn’t right that I 
should.” 

“ But what is to he done, Sally ? ” was Miss Bordillion’s 
piteous answer. 

“ Well, ma’am, it seems to me that if Squire Lester won’t 
give some help, he should bo made do it.” 

“ Made! ” echoed Miss Bordillion, as Sally left her. 

She sat on, after the woman’s departure, in sad delibera¬ 
tion, endeavouring to find out whore her duty lay. 

She was aware of a fact which, if disclosed, might bring 
great help to Wilfred ; but in disclosing it, she would be 
acting directly against Mr. Lester, and also be guilty of an 
interference that under most circumstances would be un¬ 
justifiable. But now Miss Bordillion not only weighed the 
whole matter according to her own poor judgment, but 
prayed to be directed to the right. In an hour’s time, she 
despatched a note asking Wilfred to come to her. 

“ I have surprised you, no doubt, by sending for you to 
my house, Wilfred,” she said, when he entered it, for the 
first time since his marriage, and she drew a chair for him 
near to }ierself; “ but not more than I shall surprise you 
by what I am about to say. You know how very much 1 
esteem Mr. Lester,” she proceeded, the delicate pink rising 
to her cheeks. “ How unwilling I have been throughout 
this business to say a word that could reflect on his judgment 
or on Lady Adelaide’s-” 

“Margarot, exeuso me, but I would rather not discuss 
Lady Adelaide. I might lose my temper,” interposed 
Wilfred. “ It was a dark day for mo and Maria when my 
father married hor.” 

Margaret thought within herself that it had not been a 
particularly bright day for someone else. She resumed, 
“ Did you ever know that there was a sum of money given 
you by Mi's. Hesketh, to be paid to you when you came of 
ago.” 

“ No; I think net.” 

“ I am not speaking of a trifle that was left to you in her 
will, and which only devolvoa to you on the .demise of 
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Mr. Lester; I speak of a sum of twelve hundred pounds. 
Mrs. Hesketli was your godmother, as you know; and the 
day you were christened, she brought with her a deed, which 
she flung—I remember it well—into Katherine’s lap-T 
should have said your mother’s lap, Wilfred. It was a deed 
of gift of twelve hundred pounds. The money was at once 
paid over to Mr. Lester, and he holds it still. The deed 
stated that it was to bo paid to you absolutely the day you 
were of age., your mother receiving the interest towards your 
maintenance.” 

Wilfred’s dark blue eyes lighted up with a lire not recently 
seen there. “ And where is the deed! Where’s the 
money ? Who has it V ” he reiterated. 

“ Mr. Lester has the deed. I spoke to him about the 
money a short time ago, when things were getting bad with 
you and Edith. His answ'v to me was, that the money had 
been paid to you in the shape of an allowance ; that finding 
himself unable to furnish you with funds from his own 
resources, he had used this money of yours for that purpose. 
Now, I think Mr. Lester could not do this. So far as I 
believe, he was bound to j>ay that sum over to you when you 
came of ago, with proper legal formality. If so, it is duo to 
yon still; and you might, I think, claim it without further 
delay.” 

Wilfred rose up. “ What a shame ! ” he uttered. 

“ Listen, Wilfred. Mr. Lester mu// have been legally 
justified in paying it to you, as he says. In any ease, I feel 
sure lie could no more pay you the whole sum than 1 could 
pay it. My advice to you, would be to go to him in a 
friendly spirit, and ask what he will or can do. Jf he 
gave you a hundred pounds to begin with, it would be 
something.” 

A hundred pounds! A hundred pounds would be as a 
gold mine to poor reduced Wilfred. In his glad impulse, 
ho was darting away, but Margaret laid bur calm hand on 
his and made him sit down again until hc^sliould more fully 
understand the case, and had discussed with her his precise 
line of conduct. Above all, she begged him not to quarrel 
with Ids father. 
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That samo afternoon, Wilfred went to Danosheld Hall, 
and presented himself beforo his father in the study. Civilly 
and respectfully he requested a few minutes’ audience, and 
Mr. Lester was surprised into making no resistance to the 
petition. Wilfred Sat down and entered on his business, 
temperately stating what had come to his knowledge: that 
there was a sum of money, twelve hundred pounds, belonging 
to him, now lying in his father’s hands, but not stating 
whence he had derived the information. 

Mr. Lester was taken aback, but he did not show it. Ho 
was perfectly cool, answering, with matter-of-fact equanimity, 
that Wilfred had received the money. 

“ I think not, sir,” said Wilfred. “ This money requires 
to bo paid over to me formally, and you know that nothing 
of the sort has been done. You have never as much as 
mentioned to me that you held ?i.” 

“ Miss Bordillion has been giving you this information, I 
see,” observed Mr. Lester. “ The money was paid to you in 
the shape of a yearly allowance, and you spent it, which of 
course was your own affair.” 

“ lint the money could not be so paid to me,” persisted 
Wilfred. “The deed of gift, as I understand, was so 
worded that it could not bo paid in that way.” 

“ You are mistaken, Wilfred.” 

“ Have you the deed ? ” 

“ I have. It is there.” 

Mr. Lester pointed to a small iron safe, which had stood 
in the corner of his study as long as Wilfred could 
remember. 

“ Will you allow me to read it, sir ? ” 

“Certainly not. To what end? You can believe my 
word. After I had paid over the money to you as an 
allowance, a doubt arose to myself whether what I had done 
was legal, or whether I was not still responsible for the sum. 
Upon that I submitted the deed to counsel.” 

“ Well ? ” cried Wilfred, for Mr. Lester had stopped. 

“Well, the opifaion returned to mo was, that the deed 
was not so clearly worded as it ought to have been, and 
therefore the ’ interpretation I had put upon it (that of 
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paying over the money in a somewhat different manner 
from what on the whole it appeared to enjoin) would hold 
good.” 

There was a pause. 

“ You must let me see the deed, sir.” 

“ I shall not let you see it,” said Mr. Lester. “ To what 
end, I ask ? ” 

“ That I may bo myself convinced that there is nothing 
coming to me.” 

“ You may allow my word to convince you of it, for it is 
the truth.” 

And Wilfred Lester know by the hard, sot countenance, 
the firm tone, that further pressure on this point would be 
hopeless. Never, with his father’s consent, would he obtain 
sight of the deed. And the colloquy went on to hasty words : 
but Wilfred calmed down. 

“ I did not come wishing to inconvenience you, sir. I 
should not think of asking for the whole sum at once,” he 
resumed, really wishing to be friendly and conciliate liis 
father. “ If you would only let me have a liuudrcd pounds 
of it now, I should be satisfied.” 

Mr. Lester quite laughed, and Wilfred, with some Agitation, 
entered on his troubles, and craved some help as a favour, 
if not as a right. He showed his father the writ; he spoke 
of bis wife’s absolute necessities. 

“ You must bo aware that you have brought all this upon 
yourselves. ' What elso could you expect would come of 
such a marriage as yours ? ” 

“ You make a pretence of -punishing me for my marriage, 
but I don’t suppose you blame me so much in your heart,” 
said Wilfred boldly. “ Father, from my soul I believe you 
would have done the same under similar circumstances. I 
believe you would have sanctioned it yourself but for Lady 
Adelaide. She has always been my enemy; she has stood 
between us ever since she entered tho house!” 

“ That’s enough,” said Mr. Lester. 

Wilfred rose. His lips were quivering, his dark-blue 
eyes went out with a strange yearning to his Sither’s. 

“Give n >3 only a little help, father! Thiij poor ten pounds 

Lady Adelaide. H 
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for which I am about to bo sued. I ask it for Edith’s 
sake.” 

There was—or Wilfred fancied it—a shade of pity in 
Mr. Loster’s countenance. He might possibly have yielded 
—possibly; but at that moment Lady Adelaide entered the 
room, her air , and countenance imperious. She drew aside 
her gown with a.scornful gesture as she passed Wilfred to 
confront her husband. 

“ They told me your son was here, but I did not at first 
believe it. Can you allow his presence, Mr. Lester? and 
thus make light of filial rebellion in the sight of my 
children ? ” 

“ He is not here by my wish, Adelaide. I had already 
dismissed him. There’s the door, sir. Why don’t you 
go ? ” he sharply added, turning from his wife, for whom ho 
was drawing forward a chair. 

Wilfred crushed the writ into his pocket, and swung 
away with an ugly word, to tell Margaret of his defeated 
mission. By the timo he reached her house, he was in a 
comfortablo fury, and could no more have helped giving 

vent to it than-But he did not try to do so. Mr. Lydnoy 

was there; Maria was there; but it was all one to the 
angry man. 

“ He means to keep me out of the money altogether, Mar¬ 
garet. Ho wholly refuses mo a sight of the deed, though it 
was in the very room at Lis elbow. 1 told him my wife was 
dying of want; I told him I was going to the dogs, or 
something worse. Look here ” (dashing the writ out of Lis 
pocket), “ I showed him this, and begged him like any men¬ 
dicant to help mo over this stile, and save me from prison. 
But no-” 

“Oh, Wilfred I what’s the matter?” came the interrup¬ 
tion} wrung from Maria in her terror. “ What is that 
paper ? ” 

“Pshaw!” returned Wilfred, crushing it into his pocket 
again. “Margaret, I do think he Would have helped me a 
little; but Lady Adelaide came in and stopped it. If there’s 

justice in heaven--Maria, what’s the matter ? Don’t pull 

at me like thai” 
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“I think you want a strait-waistcoat, Wilfred,” put in 
Miss Bordillion, “ You will frighten mo presently, as well 
as Maria.’* 

“Ho as good as taunted me with my wings being 
clipped, when I said something about going to law with 
him,” continued Wilfrod, in his passion. “I’ll got at 
that deed if I have to break into tho house whilst he's 
sleeping; I will. Tho money’s mine, and he’s afraid of my 
reading it.” 

“ I will not hear this, Wilfrod,” interposed Miss Bordillion, 
with stern authority. 

“ Very well.' .1 see you are all against me. I may go to 
the dogs my own way.” 

Snatching up his hat, ho went forth from the house in 
tho same passion that he had entered it. Margaret Bor¬ 
dillion, regardless of tho fact that, she wore neither bonnet 
nor shawl, went into tho road after him. 

Of course tho scene had told Mr. Lydney a great deal. 
Maria, ashamed; puzzled, and terrified, began some apology 
for its having taken place in his presence—the presence of a 
stranger. 

“ A stranger! ” ho replied, standing before her.. “ I was 
in great hopes that you no longer considered me in that 
light, Miss Lester.” 

“ It is true,” she murmured, “ wo do not. And yet, when 
I look back and remember how very short a period, counting 
by time, it is that wo have known you, I can only wonder at 
the fact. Wo seem to be like old friends ; but I fear it is 
very bold of me to say so.” _ 

Ilis lips parted with a smile, and somehow it brought tho 
colour back to Maria’s face. “ I wish to be a friend,” ho 
said, his voice assuming a low tone of earnest confidence. 
“ I think your brother wants one, Miss Lester. May I speak 
to you on this subject without reserve ? ” , 

Indeed, she needed some one to do it, fqr her heart felt 
sick and faint within her for her brother’s sake. She looked 
at Mr. Lydney by way of answer—a piteous, beseeching 
look, and half her terror went out of her. It may have 
appeared to her that there was help, protection, in that 
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strong form; it had long appeared to her that there was 
perfect truth in the good, earnest, handsome face. 

“ I dread—I scarcely know what I do dread,” she mur¬ 
mured. 

“ You dread that, smarting under privation and unmerited 
wrong, Wilfred may be drawn into escapades not altogether 
honourable to the son and heir of Squire Lester ? ” 

The son and heir ! Was the word spoken in mockery? 
The burning tears rushed into Maria’s eyes. 

“ Have faith in me,” he impressively said, bonding a little 
as if to give an earnest to his words, and taking both her 
hands in his. “ All that one man can do for another, I will 
do for your brother. Ho saved my life; I will try and save 
him from trouble.” 

“I have so loved Wilfred,” she said, in apology for her 
fast falling tears; “ I have until now so looked up to him ; 
he is four years older than I am. Mamma died; papa 
grew estranged from us; wo had only each other to caro 
for.” 

“ Trust to mo, Miss Lester.” 

But she could not get her hands free, and felt rather con¬ 
fused in consequence, her words and manner being confused 
likewise. 

“ He is so impetuous, you sec; ho thinks ho is being 
wronged ; and he is painfully anxious about his wife. Oh, 
Mr. Lydney, if you could help him! I should not know 
how to thank you; I could never repay you.” 

A very peculiar smile arose to his lips, a warn light 
illumined his eyes, and a sudden glow thrilled through 
Maria Lester’s heart. Mr. Lydney released the hands, for 
Miss Bordillion was coming in. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE RENDEZVOUS IN THE WOOD. 

Mb. Lydney and Wilfred Lester stood together against the 
railings of the cottage. The former, hastening to overtake 
the latter, had found him leaning, in a woe-begone fashion, 
on the said railings. In truth the disappointment resulting 
from the interview with Squire Lester was great, as well as 
the reaction from the anger into which Mr. Wilfred had 
subsequently put himself. Lydney laid his hand upon his 
shoulder. 

“ Shako off dull care and send it packing, Lester, What’s 
the matter ? ” 

“ The matter! You were present just now at Miss 
Bordillion’s.” 

“ There's no need for you to bo out of heart.” 

“ When a fellow’s out at elbows and out of credit, out of 
help and out of friends, there’s enough need. I’m liard-up 
in all w'ays; and by Jove! I don’t care who knows it: the 
shame lies w r ith others, not with me.” 

“ If I am cognisant of your troubles, you may thank 
yourself for speaking of them before me. Pardon me if 
I-” 

“ I don’t care who knows of them, I say,” said Wilfred, 
impatiently interrupting the implied apology. “ I’d mount 
a public rostrum with pleasure, and proclaim them to the 
world. Still, I don’t sec arty good in your recurring to the 
subject.” 

“ No good at all, unless I could help you out of them; 
which I dare say I can do, if you will only behave like a 
reasonable being. Lester,” ho continued earnestly* a 
genuine emotion checking his free utterance, “ I owe my 
life to you ; but for your brave exertions that awful night, I 
should not now be here. At the risk of* your own life, you 
saved mine. It is a debt that I can never repay, but you 
may lessen my sense of the obligation by allowing me to Ik) 
your frien;l, by treating me as a brother.” 
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“ Risking my life 1 ” said Wilfred, with a mocking laugh. 
“As to that, it’s hot so valuable to me that I need care to 
prolong it,” . 

“ It may be valuable to your wife, at any rato. Suffer mo 
to be to you what a brother would bo, if you had one. You 
are wrongfully kept out of money: I have more'than I 
know what to do with. Let me be your banker.” 

The red colour flushed into the face of Wilfred Lester. 
He did not speak, and Mr. Lydney resumed: 

“ Borrow of me as. one friend would of another—as I dare 
say you have been borrowed from in your day—as I may 
have borrowed. ‘ You can repay me, you know, when things 
come round again.” 

“ When things como round again! ” echoed Wilfred 
Lester in dorision. “ They will never come round. That 
twelve hundred pounds—but I swear I’ll not relinquish that 
without a fight for it.” 

“Never mind thinking of it now. How much shall I 
lend you ? ” 

“ Are you serious in making this offer ? ” asked Wilfred 
Lester. „ 

“ Serious! ” returned Lydney; “ what do you mean ? Is 
it anything so very great, that you should doubt or 
hesitate?” 

“ Then you aro a good fellow, Lydney, and it’s more than 
anyone else has done for me. I’ll take ton pounds, to get 
rid of this cursed writ.” 

“ Nonsense about ten pounds! You must-” 

“ No more—no more,” interrupted Wilfred, the sensitive 
colour dyeing his face again. “ Save me from prison, and 
I’ll thank you; but I want none for myself.” 

Mr. Lydney looked him full in the face, and spoke in low 
tones. - 

“ There may bo others who want it, if you do not.” 

“Not a fraction more,” said Wilfred, passionately. “I 
would not take this, bat that it’s necessary I should keep out 
of. prison.” 

“ Oh, Lester 1 why won’t you treat'me as a friend ? ” 

“ I am treating you as a friend in taking so much; and I 
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thank you truly, Lydney, and will repay you when I can. 
As to other assistance—no.” And the emphatic denial 
closed the matter. 

Wilfred Lester paid a visit to Mr. Apporly, the solicitor. 
Ho was formerly the man of business of Squire Lester, but 
a rupture took place between them, and the master of Danes- 
lield Hall went over to an opposition house, which Mr. 
Apperly had never forgiven. 

“ Tell you about the deed of gift! ” exclaimed the lawyer, 
in answer to Wilfred. “ What is there to tell ? I believe 
tho fact to be just this : that when Mr. Lester made you the 
yearly allowance before you came of age, he had not the 
least intontion that it should como out of your own money. 
But ho had become so embarrassed in his circumstances when 
the time arrived for paying tho twelve hundred pounds, that 
he seized upon the pretext of having paid it in that yearly 
allowance. That, I fancy, was the case: and I shouldn’t 
care if he heard me say it.” 

“ What he says is, that ho paid it mo after I came of age ; 
that it was, in fact, the allowance he made me when I was in 
the Guards.” 

“ Oh, that’s what he says, is it ? I misunderstood you. 
Well, it amounts to almost tho same thing.” 

“ Could he do it—legally ? ” 

“ That depends upon how the deed is worded.” 

“ Did you never read it ? ” asked Wilfred. 

“ Yes, I read it at the time tho gift was made, whon you 
were a baby. Too long ago for me to remember its pro¬ 
visions now. My impression is that lie could not do it.” 

“ In which case I could now compel him to pay me the 
twelve hundred pounds ? ” 

“Clearly. And with interest for tho years that have 
elapsed sine 3 -yon were twenty-one. Of course I only give 
this opinion conditionally,” continued. Mr, Apperly. “ It 
would depend entirely on the wording of the deed.” 

“ Would you take up the affair for me*’ ” inquired Wilfred, 
his eyes lighting with eagerness. 

Mr. Apperly paused. He did not by anj means approve 
of Mr. Wilfred Lester’s recent escapades, from his marriage 
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down to his poverty ; men, as a rule, had no more business 
to tie poor than they had to contract a marriage with nothing 
to live on. On the other hand, he liked justice in the 
abstract, and ho would very much liko to administer a 
■wholesome pill to Squiro Lester. 

“ I could not answer your question one way or the other 
without first seeing the deed.” 

“ But he won’t let me have tho deed.” 

The lawyer raised his cyobrows. “ Then I cannot help 
you.” 

Wilfred sat, gloomily twirling his shabby felt hat, believ¬ 
ing—as lie had long believed—that all tho world was 
against him. 

“ Would you mind doing this much, Mr. Apperly—write 
to my father, and request him to allow yon to look ovor the 
deed? To look over it on my part as my solicitor? ” 

“ I don’t mind doing that. And if ho lets me see it, I 
will then toll you whether I think you can stir in the affair 
or not.” 

And there it was left. Wilfred took his departure, and 
Mr. Apperly wrote to Mr. Lester, and awaited his answer. 

The faets were very much as the lawyer surmised. 
Squire Lester, in his increasing embarrassments, had made 
no move to pay tho money over when his son came of ago. 
Wilfred was unconscious of tho bequest, and there was no 
one to come forward and compel Mr. Lester to pay it. 
Later, when conscience told him that he might bo liable to 
bo called upon for it at any moment, ho hit on tho expedient 
of pleading that it had boon paid in the yearly allowance, 
should he ever be questioned. To givo Mr. Lester his due, 
he was not suro whether the law would or woqld not up¬ 
hold him in this: and once, when a gentleman was tem¬ 
porarily staying with him, a young man just called to tho 
bar,’lie opened the piatter, showed him the deed, and asked 
whether the law° would not justify his view of the case. 
Whatever this young barrister’s opinion might have been, he 
clearly saw what his host wished it to be: perhaps ho had 
no very certain (( opinion himself either way. It seemed to 
him to be a nice question, he answered—one he could not 
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speak positively upon ; but Squire Lester bad probably the 
law with him. 

Squire Lester put the parchment back in his iron safe, 
reassured, and had thought no more about it from that day 
to this. 

It was a clear night, as bright as stars could make it, 
when Mr. Lydney walked forth to his rendezvous with Ben 
Beecher the poacher. The place appointed—a circle, or 
ring, in the wood where the trees grow not, and the moss 
was soft underfoot, which had probably given rise to its 
appellation in Danesheld. of the “ Fairy Circle ”—was as 
obscure a spot as Mr. Beecher could have chosen. 

Nevertheless, Mr. Lydney and his friend were not alone. 
One was assisting at the interview whom they little sus¬ 
pected—my Lord'Dane. To give that nobleman his due, he 
was above playing the eavesdropper in general; but his 
suspicions in regard to Lydney had been unpleasantly 
awakened, and he felt it to bo a duty to society to confirm 
them by any means in his power. Good-natured also, and 
easy though ho was in general, those troublesome poachers 
wore carrying tilings beyond a joke. To imprison the 
whole lot for two years, Lydney included, woftld have 
greatly solaced the heart of Lord Dane. 

“ It has been of no go, sir,” was Ben Beecher’s salutation, 
as he came stealing up through the trees to Mr. Lydney, 
who was at the spot first. “ The box has not been lifted.” 

“ No! ’’.exclaimed Mr. Lydney, in an accent that betrayed 
his keen disappointment. 

Lord Dane’s ears wore stuained to catch the tones. But 
now, see how unkind was fate ! Instead of taking up their 
position on £his side of tho circle where my lord was, the 
two conspirators took it up on the other. His lordship, 
ensconced whejp the trees were densest, did not diwb to 
move an inch either way, lest tho rustling of the leaves' 
should attract their' attention. It is true, Mr. Lydney and 
Mr. Boecher paced about occasionally whilst they talked, 
by which means Lord Dane’s ears came in for a few chance 
words. That they were conspiring against .every head of 
game upon his lands lm fully believed. 
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“ I have seen the right men, sir, and I can assure you 
they know nothing whatever of the box,” continued Mr. 
Beecher. “ They think you must look for it in tho Castle.” 

“ What reason have they for thinking so ? ” 

“ Well, I don’t know that they have much reason,, but it’s 
their opinion. _ Sharp, cards they arc too, and their opinion’s 
worth having, sir. Fox one tiling, they say that if tho box 
had been stolen they should know of it. Young Shad asserts 
that it was carried into the Castle.” 

“ But Shad’s word is not to be depended on.” 

“ He would not deceive these men,” returned Beecher, in 
significant tones. “ At any rate, sir, if tho box is not in tho 
Castlo, they have no notion whore it can be.” 

The words boro an accent of truth, but Mr. Lydney was 
aware that these men might deceive as well as Shad. 

“ Would a higher reward bring forth the box?” he asked. 

“ Not if you offered a bank-full—not if you offered a 
thousand pounds,” answered Beecher, unconsciously naming 
the very sum ho announced on the morrow. “ What they 
haven’t got they can’t give up; and they think you must 
look for it in the Castle.” 

“ But'Lord Dane says it is not in the Castle. More than 
that, the police say so, and they have searched it.” 

“ Has Lord Dane any interest in hiding or detaining the 
box ? ” asked Beecher; and Lord Dane heard the audacious 
words, for they had halted near to him. 

“ Why do you ask that ? ” 

“ Because it’s said that there are places in the Castlo 
where things could be put aVay; and tho police would 
nevor suspect them—no, not if they went about with magni¬ 
fying-glasses. I was talking to my old father about this 
matter. Says he: ‘If my Lord Dane wanted to keep that 
box in hiding, he could do it fast enough.’ Tales go, sir, 
that in years gone by, smugglers used to stow fheir booty in 
the Castle, and' that Lord Dane (he was grandfather to the 
late lord) was in league with them.” 

How did my Lord Dane’s ears like being regaled with 
that ? Mr. Sydney was surprised; he put little faith in 
tho information.. 
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Does your father know where these hiding-places arc ? ” 

“ Not a bit of it. He’s not sure there.'are any ; it’s only 
a sort of tradition. No one would brave Lord Dane’s anger 
by saying such a thing openly.” 

“ A martinet, when crossed, I suppose ? ” 

“ All the Danes are something of tlrat sort,” was Bcoehor’s 
answer; “even the captain was, and he was the most liked 
of all. He was killed, poor follow! ” 

“Ay, I have heard him spoken of since I came here. 
My landlord was his servant. 'A hot-tempered man, ho 
says, but generous.” 

“ Why, sir, Ravensbird was arrested for tho murder,” 
cried Beochex•, “ but lie was soon released again. After that 
they suspected a packman, but they could never find him.” 

“ Was the present Lord Dane—Mr. Herbert he was called 
then, according to Ravensbird—over suspected ? ” asked Mr. 
Lydnoy, carelessly. 

“ Heart alive, no! ” returned the poacher in astonishment. 
“ Whatever.made you think that, sir?” 

“ My good man, don’t run away with a wrong notion. I 
merely asked the question. Gentlemen quarrel and wrestle, 
sometimes, and Captain Dane’s fall might have been acci¬ 
dental.” 

Beecher shook his head, and Lord Dane from his hiding- 
place distinctly saw him do it, for they were near him still. 

“Thero was not a breath of suspicion against him, sir, 
no grounds for it. That puts me in mind, though. At the 
time it happened thero was a chap declared he saw Mr. 
Herbert Dane run off the hbiglits ; but he was three sheets 
in the wind, and couldn’t see straight. Wo mado'him hush 
his tongue.’* 

“ What chap was it ? ” 

“ Well, ip. wufe a sort of half-brother of mine. He’s d,ead 
how.” 

Beecher’s words woro interrupted by a shot. He turned 
his head, listening, and then crossod qftickly to the other 
side of the circle, peering through the trees. Mr. Lydney 
followed him, and this took them beyond the hearing of 
Lord Dane. 
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“ If it was later, I should have said that shot's a ruso to 
deceive tho keepers,” remarked Beecher. “ They have 
grown sharp, now Lord Dane’s at home. We had a rare 
time of it whilst he was away. It was within an ace of 
being hot work last night.” 

“ What pleasure can you find in this lawless life ? ” asked 
Mr. Lydncy in tones of remonstrance. “It is full of 
danger.” 

“ A man must live, sir.” 

“ But a man might live honestly.” 

“ Not when ho has gone in for this sort of thing, and 
made it his trade. Who’d trust him, or holp him to honest 
work again V ” 

“ I would for one. If a man turned back to tho straight 
path after straying from it, I would give him countenance 
and help.” 

“ Ah, well, sir, it’s easy to talk. I wish I could have 
found your box: that fifty guineas might have helped some 
of us.” 

“ Keep a look-out still; it is possible you may hoar of it. 
Meanwhile, that will repay you for tho trouble you have 
already taken.” 

Ben Beecher looked twice at the sovereign before lie 
believed it was real. 

“ I tell you what it is, sir,” he cried, in a burst of grati¬ 
tude ; “ if we had such people as you to deal with in this 
Danesheld, we might turn back into straight paths yet. 
Thank you, sir; and a hearty good-night to you.” 

When the coast was clear Lord Dane emerged from his 
place of concealment, wiping his brow like a man in uttor 
consternation. ' , 

“ A pi'etty devil’s plot these fellows are hatching! ” quoth 
he.' Secret places in the Castle, forsooth L If ever a man 
deserved hanging, it’s that traitor Lydney. Tho whole set 
of poachers are 'gentlemen compared with him.” 

And in fact, Lord Dane, having heard only snatches of 
the conversation, and those snatches happening to affect 
himself, did Relieve he had cause to tako up a very bad 
opinion of Lydney. The incidental question put by that 
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gentleman: “Was Mr. Herbert suspected of Laving been 
tbe adversary of Captain Dane in tbo night struggle V” was 
enough to anger him from its very insolence. He went 
home deliberating in his own mind how to rid the neigh¬ 
bourhood of so doubtful a character. 

On the following morning a handbill appeared outside 
the police-station. It contained a description of the lost 
box, and offered a reward of a thousand pounds for its 
recovery intact. Tho notice took Daneslield by storm, and 
the crowds that collected to stare at it and make their 
comments, sensibly impeded the traffic. 

It happened that Lord Dane was in the town rather early, 
and came right upon the commotion at tho police-station. 

Whon ho saw its cause—tho handbill—lie stood still with 
astonishment, feeling inclined to rub his eyes, and make 
sure that he was not dreaming. Striding through tho 
crowd, he went into the station. 

“ What’s the meaning of that notice, Bent ? ” inquired ho 
of tho inspector, who was standing writing within the 
railings. 

“ Ah, a fine mob it's collecting, isn’t it, my lord ? ” returned 
Mr. Bent, respectfully coming forward to receive Ids noble 
visitor. “ Stupid people! It’s a pity but they had some¬ 
thing bettor to do.” 

“ Tho reward, I alluded to. What’s the meaning of it V ” 

“It’s being offered, my lord. We had the bills ready 
yesterday afternoon; but Mr. Lydney stopped their issue 
until this morning. We are having them put up on tho 
walls, and in the shop-windows. The box must bo valuable, 
my lord, to call forth the offer of a thousand pounds 
reward.” 

“ But who docs offer it ? ” asked Lord Dane in his 
astonishment. “ Where’s your authority ? ” 

“We have it from Mr. Lydney.” 

Lord Dane’s lip curled. 

“ Take care what you arc about, Bent. ^ It is very easy to 
offer a large sum. I might offer a.million, without being 
able to find it. This Lydney could no more find a thousand 
pounds than he could find fifty.” 
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“ My lord, ho said freely that the box was none, of his, 
and that the reward would come from the pocket of the 
owner, not from his own. He offored to deposit vouchers 
for the money.” 

“ Had you taken him at his word, you might have found 
what the offer was worth. Do you remember tho charge I 
gave you, Bent—to try and discover who this man is, and 
what, ho wants here ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Bent; “ and I put a few questions to him, 
but I got nothing satisfactory in reply. He said he was of 
English descent, and of good family, and that’s about all ho 
would say. When I asked what his business was in tho 
place, he said the sea had cast him up upon it, and here ho 
should stay till ho had found the box. He seems to bo a 
gentleman, my lord.” 

“ A gentleman! ” scornfully echoed Lord Dane. “ Whilst 
you have been questioning, Bent, I havo been working, and 
I have discovered a great deal more of this Mr. Lydney and 
his doings than he would like to have known. Accident 
gave mo a clue, and I followed it up.” 

Lord Dane’s manner was peculiar : his voice had dropped 
to a low tone. Mr. Bent drew nearer to him. 

“ He is in league with tho poachers—a poacher himself. 
I traced him last night into the wood; he was there with 
that Bon Beecher, the two conspiring together. They were 
there the previous night also, to my positive knowledge; in 
fact, they are together every night, beyond doubt. That’s 
your gentleman of family ! ” 

“ Is it possible ! ” uttered the inspector. “ Perhaps I had 
hotter tako down tho notices.” ' , . 

“ You can use your own discretion in regard to that,” was 
the (inswer, delivered loftily, as if tho point, onb way or the 
other, were quite beneath the noble speaker. “ But I must 
request you to understand one thing, Bent: 'that I have told 
you this in confidence, for yourself only. Keep things 
quiet, and you may get at something. My only object is to 
banish the fellow from the neighbourhood; to put him on 
his guard will not aid me in this. He can neither be driven 
from tho place, nor yet put into prison, unless he breaks the 
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law. Tlio wood is my property, but its paths aro open to 
tlio public, and the man cannot be taken up for frequenting 
them, however evil his intentions may be. Wait and watch, 
and we shall have him. You take me, Bent?” 

“ Quite so, your lordship.” 

Lord Dano went out, and Mr. Bent .fell into thought. To 
doubt the information did not occur to him, though he could 
not have believed it of a young man who seemed so entirely a 
gentleman. Something of this latter feeling caused the in¬ 
spector to hesitate as he was about to tear down the bill 
posted outside. It might be as well, perhaps, that ho first 
of all spoke to Lydney, for the young man had offered to 
give vouchors for the money, and there was no ignoring 
that. So ho sent a message to the Sailors’ Best, desiring 
Mr. Lydney to come up at once and speak to him.. 

And the result was, that before the day closed, Mr. 
Lydncy’s landlord, Bicliard Iiavensbird, bccamo security for 
the thousand pounds reward to the police authorities. 

This fact exceedingly astonished Lord Dano when ho 
heard of it. lie deemed it his duty to give a hint to 
Iiavensbird, although ho was no particular favourite of his 
—the man’s manner was too independent to alloi^ of his 
being much of a favourite with anyone, and especially 
independent it had boon towards Lord Dane. Taking an 
opportunity to walk down to the Sailors’ Best, ho was 
received by Mr. Eavensbird himself in Sophie's parlour. 

“ I called to speak to you on a little matter, Iiavensbird, 
in your own interest,” began Lord Dane, accepting the chair 
presented to him, whilst the ox-servant of tho family stood. 

“ You have been answering, 1 hear, for tho thousand pounds 
offered by this lodger of yours, Lydnoy. Is it true ? ” 

“ It is, my’lord,” roplied Eavensbird. 

“ But if the box is found, you may be called upon to pay it! ” 

“-He would pay it himself,” returned Eavensbird. " The. 
police, thought it well to bo on the safe side, and my 
answering for the money was a mattcr-of-form, just to 
satisfy them.” 

“ But you may be called upon to find the money, I say! ” 
roiteratod Lord Dane, 
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“No, my lord, I've no fear of that. This young Mr. 
Lydney has shown me documents and papers to convince 
mo thut ho is sufficiently responsible.” 

“ What documents ? ” came the quiet question. 

“ Bonds for invested monoy and railway shares,” repl ied 
Itavonsbird. “ At first Mr. Lydney thought of depositing 
these with the police, but he concluded it would be a shorter 
way if he showed them to me, and I answered for him. Of 
course Bent knows I am good for a thousand pounds,” added 
Itavonsbird, with a slight laugh. 

“Well, now, Itavonsbird,” returned Lord Dane, and his 
tone invited confidence, for he really wished to do a friendly 
action, “ I came here for the purpose of giving you a quiet 
hint of the state of affairs, and you had better withdraw 
your word whilst there’s time. It was exceedingly rash of 
you to promise such a thing for a stranger. 

“ But ho showed mo these bonds and vouchers, my lord,” 
repeated Ravensbird, speaking as if the fact wore an 
unanswerable argument. . 

“ They wore false, Ravensbird. False, or forged, or some¬ 
thing of the sort: I could take upon myself to answer for 
it. In short—but I say this only to your private ear—I 
have discovered that this fellow, Lydney, is a bad character. 
He consorts with poachers, is no doubt one himself: an 
adventurer who schemes to live. Withdraw your word to 
Bent without loss of time; and the next thing turn the 
fellow out of your house.” 

“ Surely I can’t do that, my lord, as long as he pleases to 
stay in it.” 

“ Not do it! Docs ho pay his bill ? ” 

“ Yes; ho does. He settled up with mo this very 
morning.” 

“Ravensbird, you will oblige, me by getting rid of 
.hifn,” rather peremptorily spoke Lord Dane. “I never 
show quarter .to that sort of characters,, or approve 
of its boing slio\yn. If tho man is not in your debt, 
which I am surprised to hear, turn him out on some other 
plea.” 

“ But, my lord,” debated Ravensbird, “ I cannot put forth a 
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gentleman in that fashion. So long as ho conducts himself 
properly in my house, and pays his way in it-” 

“ A gentleman of course you could not; but an impostor 
you can,” interrupted Lord Dane. “ The man has wormed 
himself into some of the best families here, and—and— 
knowing what I do know of him, I feel myself in a degree 
answerable for any unpleasant consequences that may 
ensue. Is that a man to countenance in your house, 
Bavensbird ? ” 

Bavensbird shook his head: not a more obstinate spirit 
existed than his, when he took up an > opinion. 

“What Mr. Lydney may do out-of-doors, or where he 
may visit, I know nothing of, my lord, and it’s not my place 
to enquire into it. I see nothing wrong in him myself, 
neither have I heard it of him. In this house ho conducts 
himself as a quiet, well-behaved, honest gentleman ; and 
that is all I have to regard. My wife is uncommonly taken 
with him. 

“ I particularly wish this done, Bavcusbird. You are my 
tenant, and must oblige me.” 

“ My lord, I am your tenant, but I pay you rent for your 
house, and am master of it. In taking the Sailors’ Best, I 
did not part with my freedom of action. I should be happy 
to oblige your lordship in any other way, hut to turn out a 
harmless gentleman (as far as I see) is what I can’t do.” 

“Say you won’t, Bavcusbird?” 

“Weli, my lord, I’ll say I won’t if you prefer it,” 
answered the man, though with every token of civility and 
respect. “ If this young Mt\ Lydney behaved himself ill 
under my notice, it would be a different thing.” 

The sturdy independence of his tenant, compatible 
though it was with-the character of Bavensbird, angered 
Lord Dane not a*little. 

“ Have you forgotten that I could thrust^ you from this 
houso at six weeks’ notice, Bavensbird ? ” 

“ Well, no, my lord, I am not likely tef forget it; and I 
have never known why you inserted the clause in my 
lease.” 

“You stqnd a chancty I think, of its being acted’upon.” 
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“ As your lordship pleases, of course,” was the equable 
answer: and Mr. Ravensbird never stood his ground more 
independently than now, as ho gazed into the face of tiio 
peer. “I should bo sorry to leave my house, for it suits 
me; still, there are other tenements to be had in Danes- 
held.” 

Lord Dane moved to the door, putting on his hat. ‘ It 
seems that I have met with little satisfaction in coming 
hero,” lie observed. “ Considering that you were once our 
servant, Iiavensbird, I think it is your duty to behave 
differently.”' 

For once, a tinge of red flashed into the .man’s sallow 
face. 

“T beg your pardon, my lord; I was servant to the 
Honourable Harry Dane, I was not servant to Mr. Herbert.” 

It needed not that to complete his insolence. Lord Dane! 
strode haughtily away, Ravensbird attending him with due 
respect. At tho outer door, a doctor’s boy was giving in t 
bottle of medicine. 

“ For Mr. Homo,” said tho lad. 

It reminded Lord Dane of the other passenger who had 
been saved from the wreck. Ho wheeled round on Ravens¬ 
bird. 

“ Has Mr. Homo not gone away yet ? ” 

“ He has not found himself well enough to go, my lord ; 
wo have had to call in Dr. Green. Ho is waiting, too, for 
remittances, he says.” 

Lord Dane threw back his head as ho walked away. 
Tho answer scorned to imply that Richard Ravensbird stood 
a chance of losing by this other traveller. “ And servo him 
right, too 1 ” thought my lord. 
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A DOSE FOlt TJ ITU!. 

A l.Ai'SH of time occurred, and it was now October. The 
thousand pounds reward still stared Danesheld in tlic face 
at conspicuous baiting points, but nothing came of it,; the 
japanned box had not turned up, and at times Mr. Bent felt 
inclined to indorse Lord Dane’s opinion, that Sydney him¬ 
self had possession of the lost property. > 

Depredations on Lord Dane’s preserves went on auda¬ 
ciously. Whole dozens of game wore bagged, the poachers 
seemed to enjoy their full swiug, and the keepers were set 
at defiance night after night. People given to irony said 
the keepers kept out of the way instead of showing light - ■ 
that, their easy reign during their lord’s ten years’ absence 
had made them timid. Lord Dane heard this, and wont 
into a fit of wrath, subsequently to be visited on his keepers, 
lie was losing patience, and felt inclined to offer a thousand 
pounds himself to catch the poachers. Heartily would he 
have given it had Lydney been entrapped with them; hut 
nothing tangible could as yet be brought against him. 
That he was sometimes in the woods at night, making him¬ 
self at home with the poachers, Lord Dane knew for a fact; 
and at these times he was generally side by side with 
Wilfred Lester. 

For Wilfred Lester appeared to he going infer lawless 
doings quite as openly as. the poachers. A very bitter 
feeling, horn of despair and of a sense of injustice, had 
taken possession of this young man. Squire Lester had 
promptly answered Mr. Apperly’s note, and declined to 
allow the deed to bo read ; the money had been paid oyer to 
his son, he wrote, therefore, to read the deed would answer.* 
no purpose whatever. Before Wilfred had ceased his ex¬ 
plosions at this answer, the lawyer k'l't Danesheld for 
France, on business for a client. His stay there was destined 
lo bo protracted ; and Wilfred Lester was not the only 
client, incommoded by it. Mr. Lydney, wlto bad tardily 
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made up his mind to consult tho lawyer as to future pro¬ 
ceedings touching the lost box, called at Mr. Apperly’s ofiico 
for that purpose tho very day after that gentleman’s de¬ 
parture, and was now waiting his return with impatience. 

Meanwhile, things seemed to be going on more smoothly 
at Wilfred Lester’s in regard to domestic affairs. Sally 
applied to some relative of hers at a distance, that she called 
her “ step-uncle,” and it brought forth a little ready money. 
She also contrived, by dint of large promises, to obtain 
further credit from different tradespeople. Mrs. Lester 
secretly would sigh, and wonder, with fear and trembling, 
when the supplies would be paid for. Her husband evinced 
that utter indifference to consequences which is akin to 
despair ; and, had Hally pledged his credit for hundreds, it 
was all the same to him. All Wilfred Lester’s wrath just 
now was directed against his father for refusing him per¬ 
mission to road the deed ; he took up a notion that the deed 
would prove the money was still due to him, and that Mr. 
Lester’s refusal arose from that fact. At first he was very 
loud and noisy over it, threatening revenge, Rowing he 
would obtain possession of the deed by some desperate 
means ; Wt this subsided into sullen silence, and ho spoke 
of his wrongs no more. 

A coolness was arising in Danesheld towards Mr. Lydnoy. 
And this not from any private disclosure of Lord Dane’s, 
but from a doubt springing naturally out of the state of 
things. The heads of families who had learned to welcome 
him, began to notice that he said no more of who he was, 
and what he was, as intimacy increased; on the contrary, 
ho observed a marked reticence on tho point, and quietly 
parried cunning hints as well as direct questions. It was 
so very strange, people began to say, that a young man 
should be thus thrown amongst them and never breathe a 
syllable of his circumstances. When anything of this was 
talked of in the c presence of Lord Dane, his head would be 
thrown back with' a haughty gesture, and his lips curl in 
scorn; and this, coupled with Lord Dane’s marked avoidance 
of Mr. Lydnev, was enough to damage him of itself. Mr. 
Iydney was conscious of the doubtful feeling, and tacitly 
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bowed to it, withdrawing himself gradually from the houses 
where ho had boon welcomed; he still chatted with the 
families when they met abroad, but that was all. The only 
house where he was yet a frequent visitor was Miss Bor- 
dillion’s, and he Went now, occasionally to Wilfred Lester’s ; 
at rare intervals, also, ho called at Danoshold Hall. Lord 
Dane said little openly against him—ho was waiting for 
proof. 

Another week or two, and Dancshcld awoke one clear, 
bright morning to be shaken to its centre. There had been 
a night encounter at last between the poachers- and tlio 
keepers, and Lord Dane was enraged. The miserable 
keepers were worsted—one of them rather seriously hurt 
by a blow—and the poachers had got off triumphantly, 
scot-free. Lord Dane bestirred himself with a vengeance, 
and it was thought the iqeu would bo in custody before 
night. 

Poor Maria Lester ! She heard a whisper of evil, dropped 
by Tiffle, and an awful fear smote her for her brother. 
Sick, faint' trembling, she sat until sitting became un¬ 
bearable, and thou framed some excuse for going into 
Dancshcld, thinking she might gather either confirmation 
or contradiction. She chose the path through the wood--a 
narrow public path much frequented in the day—and wont 
along, quite unconscious that she had a follower. Tiffle 
happened to have devised an errand for herself into Danes- 
held at this hour, and took the opportunity to keep Miss 
Lester in view. 

Maria was about half-wqy through the wood, and very 
near to the fairy eirclo, when she met Mr. Lydney, who was 
coming along with a smart step. Hasttning towards him 
in her glad impulse, ho caught her hands in his, and saw 
that she was unable to speak from agitation. . * 

That the mutual attachment, which perhaps had taken** 
root the first day they met on the heights, had grown into 
an impassioned, fervent love, was tacitly known to both of 
them. Not with love, however, was Maria trembling now, 
but with fear, as she murmured a question as to whether he 
had hgard the news. 
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“ I hoard of it.the first thing this morning,” ho said with 
a smile, retaining the hands he had taken in greeting. 

“ Do you know ”—sko could scarcely get out the' words 
in her terrible agitation—“what men wore in it? Have 
you heard of any in particular 9 ” 

“No. I think the lawless follows had their usual luck, 
and escaped recognition. I saw one man sneak out of the 
wood myself at one in the morning; hut it’s no business 
of mine. I was returning from your brother’s, where I 
spent the evening.” 

Maria’s countenance changed ; her lips parting with 
suspense as she listened. 

“ And what Mrs. Lester will say to me for sitting there 
with her husband to that unconscionable hour, I know not,” 
he resumed, appearing not to see the varying cheek. ' “ I 
am going there now with this ; I promised it'to Wilfred.” 

He touched a small pocket-book that lay in his breast¬ 
pocket. But Maria could keep up tho play no longer; and 
her very lips turned white. 

“ Oh, is it true ? You are not saying this to content me ? 
Are you sure you were with him all the evening V ” 

“ I never tell you anything but truth,” ho said, pressing 
her hands warmly. “It is all right indeed, Maria. ■ I got 
into a discussion with Wilfred, and kept him up until one 
o’clock: the time slipped by unwarily.” 

Tho encounter with the keepers had taken placo before 
half-past twelve, as Maria knew. 

“ How kind you are! ” she exclaimed, in the sudden re¬ 
vulsion of feeling. 

“ In what way ? ” he asked, with a laugh. , “ Kind for 
tolling you this, or for keeping Wilfred up shamefully, and 
running the risk of Mrs. Lester’s displeasure ? ” 

“'Kind in every way, I think,” she answered, her face 
-radiant. “ But for you-” 

Mr. Lydney faised his hand with a warning gesture, and 
Maria looked round in surprised Clearing some spaces with 
a bound, he sprang upon young Mr. Shad, who was entwined 
round a tree in his favourite attitude, and listening with all 
his ears. . He drew him forth, partly by the hair, partly by 
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tlie arm, Sliacl yelling unmercifully. Maria said good- 
iuorning to Mr. Lydney, and went her way, leaving the 
capturer and the captured. Shad kicked, struggled, 
writhed, roared, but Mt. Lydney held him fast. In the 
midst of the disturbance, rip came Tiffle. 

“ Well, if ever I heard such a noise 1 ” cried she, innocently; 

“ I thought it must be some young panthier got loose. Who 
is it ? It’s something like Granny Bean’s Shad.” 

“ He’s going to kill me ! he’s wanting to whack me! he'd 
like to pull my hair up by tho roots! ” shrieked Shad. 

“ Make him let mo go.” 

“ Let him go, please, sir,” said Tiffle. “ I’m sure you’re 
too much a gentleman to strike a poor little weak boy.” 

“I’m sorry I have not my cane with me,” said Mr. 
Lydney to his howling captive. “ Yon should have tasted 
it well. But now listen, Mr. Shad: if ever I catch you 
dodging my steps or Miss Lester’s again, I’ll do my best 
to get you a month at the treadmill. You came up 
opportunely, Mrs. Tiffle,” he added; releasing the boy. 

“ To prevent the beating V ” cried Tiffle, peering round 
with her sly eyes. 

“ No; to hear my promise. The next time he •attempts 
auytliing of this sort ho shall surely suffer for it, although 
ho is only your cat’s-paw. Therefore you had better think 
twice before again giving him ordors to track people.” 

“ Oh! ” screamed Tiffle, with a great show of indignation, 

“ what treasonous words are these ? I give him orders to 
track people! What have I to do with him ? Am I a 
perlico officer ? ” 

“ Yon have more to do with him than the world suspects, 
and in more ways than one, unless I am mistaken,” was Mr. 
Lydney’s significant whispered retort. “Now, my good 
woman, set him to watch me again! ” . • 

Tho rush of scarlet on Tiffle’s face was succeeded by sv 
livid pallor. She shook her fist after him mi impotent rago 
as ho went on his way further into the wpod. 

“ I vow I’ll be revenged on him! ” she breathed softly. 

“I know what,” cried Shad, “I saw him last night just 
after the row. I think he’d been in it! ” 
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“ Whore did you sco him ? ” returned Tiffle, eagerly. 

“ A-comiug out o’ Wilfred Lester’s. I see him with my 
two eyes. The clocks was striking one. Maybe they'd just 
got home there from the fight." 

“Did you see Will Lester, Shad? Was he out with 
them?" 

“ I didna see Lester, hut I dare say ho was in it,” was the 
hoy’s reply. “ I couldna see all that was there. Maybo 
Lester got wounded, and this one took him Jiomo. Any 
way, I’ll swear he was coming out o’ there as the clocks 
struck one: and Lester, he have never come abroad yet this 
morning.” 

Tifiit!, giving a few directions to Shad, continued her way 
to Daneshcld in a state of mind not to bo envied. In turn¬ 
ing out of a shop, during the execution of her commissions, 
she saw Lord Dane on the opposite side of the way, crossed 
over, and presumed to stop him. Tiffle had had plenty of 
time to cool down : but to cool down from an evil spirit was 
not in her nature. 

“ Well, Tiffle, and how are you?” cried Lord Dane, in his 
usual affable manner, albeit he rather wondered at the 
woman’s .putting herself in his way. 

“I’m none the better, my lord—craving your lordship’s 
pardon for answering so—for the dreadful tales told by 
every shop you go into. Is it true, my lord, that one of 
the poor keepers was cut in half? ” 

“ Not quite,” replied Lord Dane, cheeking a momentary 
inclination to laugh. “ He is hurt rather badly in the head. 
I wish I could lay my finger on the villain that did it.” 

“ My lord,” said Tiffle in a low tone, as she glanced round 
to make sure there were no oaves-droppers passing at the 
moment, “ one that’s sure and safe, but that I should declino 
to qame, saw him at one o’clock in the morning at Mr. 
^Wilfred Lester’s door. The opinion is,” continued Tiffle, 
raising her sly eyes, “ that Mr. Wilfred Lester was out too, 
and got wounded, and this other had been taking him home. 
If your lordship could get that Lydney transported, it 
would do good servico to some in Danesheld, which is 
including of Miss Lester.” 
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“ Why do you bring in Miss Lester’s name in particular V ” 
returned Lord Dane, rather haughtily. 

“ Because there’s cause to do it,” answered Tifflc. “ She’s 
getting entlirilled by him; she is, my lord. I saw ’em 
meet just now in tlio wood. Miss Lester liappened to be 
before me, and I was following on respectful, thinking of 
nothing, when he came swinging along- and a regular 
swing in the walk he has that Lyduey, which is like his 
insolence, for I never saw anybody with it in these parts 
except the Danes. He squozed her two hands into his as if 
he had been her lovier.” 

Lord Dane’s face grew black as night. Tittle left her 
shaft to tell, and recurred to the other subject, before 
passing on. 

“ They do say that Mr. Wilfred has not been seen this 
morning, which, if lie’s wounded, my lord, is accounted for.” 

Lord Dane strode away. The woman’s communication 
had not pleased him ; at least that portion of it that related 
to Miss Lester. lie did not fear with Tifflc that she was 
“ getting entlirilled,” but it vexed him very much that she 
should bo even on speaking terms with that doubtful man, 
Lyduey. Truth to say, Lord Dane, absorbed by these other 
unpleasant interests, lmd a little neglected his wooing ; lie 
had received Mr. Lester’s permission to address Maria, but 
had not yet done- so. 

But that did not impose the necessity for his entering on 
it in this desperate haste. After quitting Tifflc, lie went in 
search of Maria, and overtook her as she was returning 
home. liaising his hat, a pleasant smile on his handsome 
face, lie shook hands with her, and walked on by her side. 
And there, in that hasty manner—in that jiorhaps not very 
appropriate*place —lie asked her to be his wife. 

Her answer was in the negative; a gentle, hesitating.sort 
of answer : for Maria really liked Lord Dane very much as^ 
an acquaintance, and was sorry to pain liiiy. Of course lie 
pressed his suit, and then she spoke more positively. 

“ Tell mo why you reject me,” he said, in his mortifica¬ 
tion. 

“ Indeed there is no particular roason, except—that I—do 
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not—do not care for you sufficiently to become your wife,” 
she answered, blushing painfully. . 

Ah, I see; I have spoken prematurely,” ho murmured, 
partly to himself. “ Well Maria, we will let the question 
remain in abeyance for a time. Have you seen your brother 
this morning i Do you know how he is ? ” 

“ I met Sally, their servant, in the town just now, and she 
said her master and mistress were well,” replied Maria, 
speaking absently, her thoughts elsewhere. 

“Then there is no'truth in the report that ho is 
wounded ? ” 

She turned her startled face on Lord Dane. He saw how 
incautious he had been. 

“ Wounded ? ” 

“ I hoard it. I make no doubt it was an idle report.” 

“ I am sure it must be,” she said, trying to bring some 
colour into her lips again.' “‘Mr. Lydney told mo he was 
at the cottage last evening with Wilfred, and stayed there 
until one o’clock this morning. The time slipped on 
unwarily, lie said.” 

The allusion angered Lord Dane; his face blazed with 
scorn. 

“ I do not doubt it,” he rejoined ; “ I think it exceedingly 
likely they were together until that hour. Birds of a feather 
—but I should bo very sorry to class Wilfred Lester, .with 
all bis faults and follies, with a man of Lydney’s stamp.” 

“ Mr. Lydney is a gentleman,” she observed, in a low- 
voice. 

“ Allow me to ask what proof you have of that, beyond his 
own assertion ? ” 

Not being able to give any conclusive answer to this, 
Miss Lester walked on in silence, fyer face rather raised, its 
expression somewhat hard, and- her heart beating with 
'•resentment for Lydney’s sake. Lord Dane continued his 
hints against Lydney, .but Maria was as ono who heard not. 
She could have dovbted the whole world rather than him. 

“ Mr. Lydney told me one day,” she said, “ that his 
search after his lost box had brought him into contact with 
some odd characters. 11c laughed as he said it.” 
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“ Ay, anything for a plausible excuse,” was Lord Dane’s 
sarcastic answer. And it was oh the tip of his tongue to 
open the full budget of Lydney’s misdoings—of his being 
under the surveillance of the police. But ho restrained 
himself. At that moment Wilfred Lester eamo into view, 
walking as well as he ever walked in his life, with no sign 
or symptom of a wound about him. As if not wishing to 
meet them, he leaped a fence and struck into the wood. 
Maria looked at Lord Dane. 

“Yes, I see that rumour at least was false. I wonder 
whether I could not get him some Government appoint¬ 
ment,” mused Lord Dane aloud. “ There are places to bis 
had where the work’s easy enough and the pay good; four, 
six, eight hundred a year. It would be very desirable to 
get him out of Daneshcld.” 

Desirable! Desirable for Wilfred to exchange his present 
life of poverty, ill-repute, danger, the fear of which was 
turning Maria’s heart to sickness day and night, for respect¬ 
ability and comfort and hundreds a year! She turned her 
lovely face, crimson now with excitement, on Lord Dane. 

“ Oh, will you not interest yourself to got him one ? ” 

“ Willingly ! Upon condition tkqt you interest' yourself 
with yourself for me.” 

He spoke entirely in the moment’s impulse, never in¬ 
tending to be dishonourable: for he really was above it. 
Her fading colour recalled him to his words and the con¬ 
struction that might be put upon them. 

“ I spoke in jest, Maria,” lie murmured. “ As to Wilfred, 
I will get him something if I can. The worst is, one has 
to wait so long for any nppoinlmont that’s worth huving.” 

Lady Adelaide was in tho drawing-room alone. Lord 
Dane went in, but Maria ran upstairs, considerably shukon. 
It is not possible for a thoughtful girl to receive an offer of 
marriage unmoved. In Maria’s case, she had beeirexpocttng*. 
it, fearing it, and she had all along dono wkat she could in 
a (juiet way to discourage its being m*de. It had come, 
however, and had shown hex - , as if in a miiTor suddenly 
presented to view, the cause of her secret repugnance to it 
—that her whole heart and love were giv&n to William 
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Lydney. There was not so much as a corner in it for my 
Lord Dane, or for any one else in the world. 

And the conviction half terrified Maria, for Lydney was 
a stranger, an alien, unknown to all; and trusted, as it 
seemed, by none. 

Lady Adelaide Lester was loaning hack on the sofa, her 
eyes closed in listlossncss of spirit. The appearance of 
utter ennui could not be mistaken: and her start at being 
interrupted was one almost of terror. She wore a morning 
robe of delicate hue, a sort of pale primrose; her golden 
hair was shaded by a charming cap of lace, and her cheeks 
flushed as she rose to greet Lord Dane. 

“ Yes, I was feeling very dull,” she said in reply to a 
remark of Lord Dane’s. “ 1 think I must have been asleep 
since Mr. Lydney left.” 

Lord Dane’s pulses stood still. “ Has he been here ? I 
understood—I fancied he was not admitted hero now.” 

“ He came on some business, I think,” carelessly returned 
Lady Adelaide. “ I know he spoke of an American docu¬ 
ment that required a magistrate’s signature. No, we scarcely 
over see him now.” 

“ Which perhaps may be no loss,” was the slighting 
answer. “ A stranger, without introductions, is not always 
to be received on trust. Lady Adelaide.” 

“ That is true. I think what made me rather take to him 
was his likeness to the Danes.” 

“ His likeness to the Danes ! ” echoed his lordship, all the 
Dane blood within him rising up in resentment. 

“ There is certainly a general resemblance. Did it never 
strike you ? He puts me in mind of both my aunt and 
uncle ; and, a little, of—Harry Dane.” 

She paused before the last name, as if noc caring to 
speak it. Lord Dane turned to the window and looked out 
from 'it. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

LORD DANE IN TIIE CHAPEL RUINS. 

A few days, and time and events went on again. Ono 
gloomy evening close upon November, when it was very 
dark in the wood, and growing dark outside it, three men 
wore together in close conversation. They thought them¬ 
selves alone: hut, lying flat on the ground, was Shad, the 
little serpent, listening, not for plans of another battue on 
the pheasants, but to as nefarious a scheme of house-breaking 
as was ever concocted. Shad had not yet assisted at great 
crimes, and his hair rose up on end as he cowered there. 
What with his personal fear (for Shad fully believed that 
if any untoward accident betrayed his proximity lie should 
be riddled through with bullets), and what with the low 
tones the men conversed in, Shad obtained but a partial 
insight to the plot. Some mansion was about to be broken 
into, and the plate “ bagged.” Shad at length made out 
that it was Dane Castle, but that the night had yet to be 
ftxod. ‘ 

Waiting until the men dispersed—for he did not dare to 
move before—Shad rose up and tore along at his full speed 
to the spot where he was in the-habit of meeting Tittle. 
She was not there to-night, and Shad, with all his cunning, 
was at fault, lie scarcely dared approach Mr. Lester's, 
which was strictly forbidden by Tittle, but he was burning 
to be delivered of his secret. At length he crept, in his 
stealthy fashion, to the servants’ entrance, and humbly asked 
to speak to TVIrs. Tittle. 

The message was carried to Tittle, and it brought forth 
an explosion of virtuous indignation. Granny Roan’s ^Shad 
want her ? Her! It must be a mistake! Tiflle, howevfcr,. 
flounced out, and there, sure enough, stood, the boy. Her 
first impulse was to treat him to a shaking. 

“ Don’t you begin upon me, then, till you know why I 
come,” whined Shad, cleverly dodging out of her reach. 
“ 1’vo .been hearing murder.” 
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“ Hearing murder! ” repeated Tiffle. 

“ They are going to break into the Castle, murder Lord 
Dane, and lift the plate,” whispered the boy. “ It were 
them throe, Drake, and Ben Beecher, and. Nicholson. I’vo 
been with my nose to the.ground ever since dark, listening 
to ’em, afraid to draw breath. I say, I wonder they go in 
for murder.’* 

Tiffle wondered also. In point of fact, she was more 
intent on working petty ills and aggravations to her species 
than on great crimes. Murder boro as much horror to her 
ear as it does to most people’s, and Tiffle received tlio com¬ 
munication with considerable doubt. Mr. Shad, however, 
was botli positive and earnest, and ho did not want either 
for brains or cunning. 

“ It’s the murder that they’re going for, more nor tho 
plate,” persisted the boy. “ They said one to another, that 
while the business was being done they’d get a minute to 
stow in the plate-chest, and nobody be none tho wiser. 
They said it twico over. I says to myself, as I listened, 
What is the business if it’s not the plate-chest'? It must bo 
to murder Lord Dane." 

“ Good boy! ” apostrophised Tiffle, proud of the excellent 
sense displayed. “ Is Lydnoy to be in, Shad V ” 

“ That he is. They named his name only once, and then 
the rest said hush ! and after that they called him ‘ L.,’ but 
I was up to it. It was him set them upon .it; I heard ’em 
say so. Why, they said that while ‘ L.’ went forward and 
‘ did the business’ they’d secure tho plate. I say, shouldn't 
Lord Dane be told ? Look here; one on’em dropped this 
as they moved away.” 

“ "What \ is it you, Mrs. Tiffle ? Ton’ll eatelpcold. And 
young Shad, as I’m alive! ” 

The speaker was one of tho Hall footmen, who had been 
s out on some errand of his own. Mr. Lester and Lady 
Adelaide had gone that day to Great Cross, and the servants 
were in a degree aipiberty. 

“ Como to beg a drop of my linerment for Granny Bean’s 
rheumatics,” responded Tiffle, shuffling into her pocket the 
paper Shad hall produced. “ Her back’s a’most double with 
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it to-niglit, ho says. Have you brought a bottle, young 
Shad V ” 

“ A-groaning awful 1 ” returned Shad, on the verge of 
sympathising tears , for the suffering Mrs. Bean. “ And 
please, ma’am, I fell down coming along, and the bottlo 
broke.” 

“ What a careless boy you must be! ” reprimanded Tiffle. 

“ I suppose I mnst find one. Wait there.” 

Tiffle sent out the stuff, or something that did for it, and 
then put her things on, casually remarking in the hearing 
of the servants that she had an errand to do for her lady in 
Danesheld. Not into Danesheld, however, did she bend hex- 
steps, but to Dane Castle. 

Now, it may as well be stated that Mrs. 'Eliza Tiffle. bad 
her dreams of ambition. To become the housekeeper of a 
fine establishment like Dane Castle, with a master who, 
being a bachelor, could not bo expected to look too clearly 
into things, was very dazzling to her aspiring vision. The 
housekeeper at the Castle was old, nearly useless, and Tiffle 
meant to be promoted to the place. Of course, should the 
thread of Lord Dane’s life bo severed by any such summary 
process as the one hinted at by Shad, Tifflo’s i-ise into 
society must fade into air. She went to the Castle, and sent 
in a message by Bruff. 

Lord Dane was alone in his dining-room—the large liand- 
somo room opening from the great ball. Solitary enough 
ho looked ill its depths. The rays of the chandelier fell on 
the dining tablo, with its snow-white cloth and rich 
appointments. A tempting table: but it s master had turned 
his back on it to face the fire, where he sot musing. 

“ Tiffle ? What can sho want with mo ? ” lie wondered 
aloud to Braff. “ Send her in.” 

“ Oh, my lord, the most wicked plot! ’’ began Tiffle, yhon 
admitted, throwing her bonnet back in her flurry', and 
putting up her hands. “ The Castle’s going to be, rifled, and 
your lordship murdered promiskeons in jrour bed. 

Lord Dane bad never felt a greater inclination to laugh. 
The first doubt that' crossed him was, whether the woman 
had not been making free with her master s wine. 



352 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


“ You can sit down, Tiffle. You seem a little excited.” 

“ My lord, it may sound absurd to you; no doubt at tlio 
first going off it does,” returned Tiffle, who was not without 
a sense of probabilities and the fitness of things; “ but it's 
gospial truth! ” 

“ What is ? ” asked Lord Dane. 

Tiffle sat dcpreeatingly on the edge of the chair, calmed 
down, and told her tale. It comprised all she had heard, 
and a trifle that she had not heard, for Tifllo’s news un¬ 
consciously increased in tolling, which happens to many of 
us. Lydnoy was breaking into the Castle to murder his 
lordship ;• and Ben Beecher, Drake, and Bill Nicholson 
were intending to steal the plate on their own account. 
Tiffle wont over the story twice before Lord Dane could 
make head or tail of it. She particularly dwelt upon the 
point that the expedition was Lydncy’s. 

“ Was it you who heard this fine plot ? ” he asked. 

“Me, my lord! • As if I should be trailing about the 
wood at night, hazarding of my repitation ! ” 

Lord Dane looked at the wizened old face before him, and 
coughed to keep down a smile. 

“ Who' did hear it, then V ” 

“ I could not impart that point to your lordship.” 

“Then you had better not have imparted the tale,” was 
the rejoinder, delivered carelessly. “ Wo don't light with 
shadows.” 

“ But, my lord, you’ll have the catastrify occur for 
certain,” cried the alarmed Tiffle. “Something must be 
.lone.” 

“ Just so ; and you must put me in communication with 
this person, whoever it may be. Otherwise I (Shall cause 
the matter to be investigated to-morrow before Squire 
Lester.” 

» This would not have suited Tiffle at all; and yet she did 
not care to mention Shad. But there was no help for it; 
and Lord Dane, sitting there with the resolute Dane face, 
was not to be trifled with. 

“My lord, it’s not that I have any particular motive for 
denying who il was—and your lordship might sec him,*of 
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course—only I could not liave it known. He’s useful to me 
in many ways. I give lum a penny in charity now and 
then, or a pair of old shoes, which he’s attached to me 
through, and hoops his eyes open, and brings me news un¬ 
suspected ; so I hope your lordship wouldn’t publish him 
abroad.” 

“Agreed,” said Lord Dane, divining Tittle’s meaning 
through her vague words. 

“ It's that unfortunate boy, my lord, that nobody knows 
who ho is, or whence he is, or whether he didn’t grow out of 
the earth—Granny Heart’s Shad.” 

“ Granny Beau’s Shad ! ” was the surprised echo. “ Why, 
every second word that boy speaks is a barefaced lie.” 

Tittle bent her face a little towards Lord Dane, and the 
light of the chandelier fell upon it. Something in its 
earnestness an expression ho had never seen before — 
arrested his attention. 

“ That Shad will tell you the truth in this, my lord, I'll 
answer for with my own life. He lias less faults and more 
sense than Danesheld thinks for.” 

“Ill see him,” said Lord Dane. “When do you say 
those gentlemen purpose making the attack V” * 

“ My lord, they didn’t know' themselves. Not for some 
nights yet. They are waiting for something, but Shad 
could not hoar what: perhaps it's for the moon to go.” 

“ Very well; send Shad to me. Take cave you don’t 
speak of this: to do so might defeat the ends of justice.” 

Tittle gave an emphatic nod. To defeat the ends of 
justice whens Mr. Lydney was concerned, was certainly not 
hr wish. As she rose to leave the room, she put a scrap of 
torn paper into Lord Dane’s hand, having kept her best 
card as a bonne honcho until the last. 

“ One of the conspirators dropped this right ag’in Slwd’s 
head, my lord.” 

It proved to be part of a note, the latter portion only re¬ 
maining. Lord Dane, read the following,words : 

“- imfitiKxihlc to join i/ou to-night, hut to-morrow yon 

may expert me without fail. —IF. L.” 

“ It’s Lydney’s,” said Tittle. “I have so?u his writing 
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upon pieces of music at our house, and I saw a noto of his 
to Miss Lester. ’Tvvas only a lino or two about a book, but 
it was that vory self-same handwriting, and I’ll swear to it, 
my lord, with the same autigriff at tho end of it, ‘ W. L.,’ 
which is tho short for William Lydnoy.” 

Lord Dane put the scrap into his pocket-book, and Tiflle 
withdrew, remarking that the matter was in his lordship’s 
hands now, and out of hers. His lordship, to tell tho truth, 
was a little puzzled what to do with it, now that his hands 
had it; for ho scarcely knew whether or not to believe tho 
tale. He felt altogether unable to fathom tho motive for 
any such attack; Loose in character as the three men men¬ 
tioned had been, running raids on game and smuggling 
petty flasks of brandy, they had never been capable of this 
sort of dangerous crime. As to Lydney—he did not seem 
the kind of man to attempt murder and housebreaking. 

Tho more Lord Dane thought of it, the less he understood 
it. Calling to Bruff that Miss Dane was not to wait tea for 
him, he took his hat and strolled out; a dim purpose of 
speaking to Bent confidentially looming hazily in his mind. 
The night had changed. • The wind, veering round to the 
east, had chased away tho gloomy clouds of the day ; in the 
clear air there was a suspicion of frost; tho moon was high 
in the sky, and unusually bright. 

As Lord Dane stood at the gateway in deliberation, lie 
becamo conscious that something was approaching him with 
exceedingly cautious and hesitating movements; and he 
recognised Shad. Tiflle had sent him at once, the gentleman 
having been on tho watch for her when she left tho Castle. 
Lord Dano conveyed his visitor across tho road to tho oppo¬ 
site heights, where there was no chanco of his ( being over¬ 
heard, and bade Him Speak out. 

Shad told his tale, speaking a little more earnestly than 
v’tshal, and forgetting for once his ordinary role of semi- 
childishneSs. And Lord Dane, in the midst of his surprise 
at Mr. Shad’s chapge of chara'etor, felt a certain conviction 
that, tho story was not to be despised. 

Dismissing the boy with a caution to be silent, Lord 
Dane crosscd^the road again in perplexed thought, lie 



LOUD DANE IN TIlE CHAPEt REINS. 


355 


could not understand Lydney. Was the man an out-and- 
ont villain ? Lord Dane had scarcely believed him to bo 
that': rather one of those cool and plausible swindlers who, 
whilst they live by their wits, manage to keep their heads 
above water. What could bo his motive for originating this 
attack ? Could ho want to share in the booty of the plate- 
chest? If his object was to murder him—but on this point 
Lord Dane remained entirely sceptical—better take a high¬ 
wayman’s shot at him from some convenient coiner; it might 
be safer. To say the truth, it was this one point, the 
absence of motive on Lydney’s part for so damning a scheme, 
that in Lord Dane’s mind threw doubt on tho tale. 

' Pacing gently to and fro before the Castlp-gate, his best 
discernment directed to the puzzle, Lord Dane balanced tho 
question whether or not to take Mr. Bent into confidence. 
The police had not pleased him of lato. He had suggested 
that tho notice of the thousand pounds reward should be 
withdrawn, unless Lydney satisfied them of his own personal 
ability to meet it, and they had not done it: it was taking 
an unfair advantage of Itavcnsbird, to allow him to peril his 
word and his property; besides this, Bent-- 

All at once, a thought darted into his brain‘with tho 
quickness of a revelation—Lydney’s motive. Lord Dane 
actually stopped still and laughed. Laughed to think how 
obvious it was, and how obtuse ho had been not to see it 
before. He was break in </ into the Castle in -search of the box ! 
Whore had his. Lord Dane’s, wits been ? 

All was explained now. That which had appeared so in¬ 
comprehensible, -was mado • clear as the sun at noonday. 
There was no murder in contemplation for himself—unless, 
perchance, ho offered resistance, and it came to a personal 
conflict—but tho Castle was to*bo stealthily ransacked for 
this miserable hox, and tho plate-chest visited a§ a.Kttlo 
profitable interlude between the acts. Lord Dane had net- 
forgotten overhearing the poacher, Ben Beecher, inform 
Lydney that tradition said there were Secret hiding-places 
in tho Castle. 

“ Tho villain! ” exclaimed Lord Dane, ^his angry oyo 
flashing. “ He deserves hanging for seducing those poor 
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poachers into it. And this man has been admitted to 
people’s drawing-rooms here as an equal; has forced himself 
into the companionship of Maria Lester! ” 

Sudden remorse, or something very like it, seized on Lord 
Dane. He had been keeping silence whilst ho watched this 
man, giving him his tether, as it were, hoping to find him 
out; but he now asked himself whether ho had not dono very 
wrong, and whether society would not have just cause to 
blame him. . Another idea came into his head; and it 
seemed to him most extraordinary that he should never have 
thought of it before: was Lydney hoping to delude Miss 
Lester into a marriage, for the sake of her fortune ? Every 
moment the conviction grew upon him that it was so, and a 
Lot flush dyed Lis face as he remembered his reprehensible 
silence to Mr. Lester. Ere the flush had cooled, he was 
striding along to Daneslield Hall. 

Mr. Lester and Lady Adelaide had just come in from 
Great Cross, and Maria was alone in the drawing-room. She 
came up to him smiling, her hand held out; lie thought how 
charming she looked in her pretty white muslin dress, with 
the rose-blush on her cheeks. Lord Dane asked for Mr. 
Lester. 

“ They will be down directly,” said Maria. 

Maria sat down, quiet and conscious; very conscious had 
she felt in his presence since the oiler. Lord Dane, as he 
looked at her, could have bitten his supine tongue with 
anger—that it-should have kept silence before Mr. Lestor, 
and so have perhaps given further opportunities for that 
adventurer, Lydney, to meet the lovely, inexperienced, and, 
in some degree, unprotected girl before him. None knew 
bettor than Lord Dane how sho was neglected pud suffered 
to go her own way by her Stepmother. 

“ifad I known you were at homo alone .to-day, I would 
■have brought Cecilia to pay you a long visit.” 

“ I was all the afternoon at Miss Bordillion’s, We were 
trying a now game she has had given her—table steeple¬ 
chase. Did you ever play at it ? ” 

UlSn," said Lord Dane. “ How many does it take “? ” 

“ Oh, I .think any number. We wero four.” 
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“ Yourself and Miss Bordillion, and-” 

It needed not liis steady gaze to call up the rush of red to 
her .face, as ho waited for the reply, which she could not 
avoid giving. 

“And young Mrs. James, who had called in, and Mr. 
Lydney.” 

Remembering what had passed between her and Lord 
Dane in regard to the lattor, she could not have helped the 
hesitation at his name; remembering, knowing, what her 
own feelings were, she could as little help the confusion she 
betrayed. Sho grew scarlet, her eyelids fell, her fingers 
nervously trembled. Lord Dano approached, speaking very 
gently as lie stood and looked down upon her. 

“ I would not say a word to pain you, Maria; I would 
give the whole world rathor than do it; but I did think you 
would have listened to my warning and avoided that man. 
A worse man never lived.” 

“ Oil, Lord Dano! you should not say it! ” • 

He bent down and laid his hand upon her shoulder in his 
earnestness. “ I am telling you the simple truth, Maria. 
And that it is truth will in a very few days bo known to 
yourself, as to all. I do not wish to say more to you just at 
present; only, take care of yourself.” 

Mr. Lester appeared. Lord Dano-went with him to his 
study, and there entered on his word of warning against 
Lydney. The squire, all unconscious, received it with an 
indifference that provoked Lord Dane. He then bade Mr. 
Lester take care, for, unless be was greatly mistaken, the 
man was secretly looking after Maria and her fortune, and 
was scheming to entrap her into some engagement. Mr. 
Lester was thunderstruck. The possibility presented itself 
to him for the first time; and 4ie saw it at once with an 
inexplicable fear. Looking after his daughter and, her 
fortune! that fourteen thousand pounds that it would jugf 
ruin him to give up ? 

Lord Dano said not a word that eoubl reflect on Maria; 
he did not. even mention the game at steeple-chase. Neither 
did he breathe a hint of tho proposed raid on the Castle. 
But he eidargcd on the gontlcman’s poachiffg propensities, 
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Ms doubtful antecedents : and when ho took his departure 
Mr. Lester felt convinced that so audacious a villain had 
never gone unhung. ' 

Mr. Lester repaired to his heavy tea in the dining-room, 
where his wife' and Maria were waiting for Mm. Scarcely 
had she sat down to it, when the ring of ii visitor sounded, 
and Lydnoy’s voice was heard in the hall. Out rushed Mr. 
Lester in a storm of anger, and with many unnecessary 
words of insult, ordered the young man away again. Lady 
Adelaide stood in consternation, Maria was terrified, the 
servants came peeping forth. 

“ What has occurred ? What have I done ? ” were the 
amazed questions put by Mr. Lydney. But tho squire 
would descend to no explanation. He stormed, and was as 
insulting as a man in fierce rage can be. Mr. Lydney stood 
his ground, impassive, unruffled, entirely calm. 

“ An explanation !—to you'.’’foamed the squire. “How 
dare you ask it ? There’s tho door, sir, and if yon don’t go 
out of it without further parley, my servants shall put you 
forth. Never presume to approach this threshold again.” 

Lydney stood yet a minute, Lis head raised‘with a half 
smile, every lineament of his face, every turn of his bearing, 
showing proud command, as if he was altogether superior to 
the insult. Then, making a movement of courtesy to Lady 
Adelaide, and another to Miss Lester, who was ready to fall, 
ho turned and went out through tho door, which the footman 
was holding open. And Mr. Lester stared after his guest in 
some bewilderment, for it had suddenly struck him how 
very much, just then, he was looking like that other guest 
who had preceded him. 

The other, Lord Dane, was striding home, deep in thought, 
deliberating on tho course lx) should take in regard to this 
tlirebelled night attack. The evening’s work had agitated 
lmn, and ho crossed to the heights for a little sea air before 
entering the Castle. Ho stood on the brow of the cliff in the 
clear atmosphere, enjoying tho rising breeze, and looking 
out on the broad expanse of sea. All in a minute, it oc¬ 
curred to him that he stood on the exact spot from whence 
his cousin, Hamy Dane, had fallen, and ho wheeled round, 
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in sudden discomfort, 'to walk back again. Eight in his 
path, unless he turned aside, lay the decaying chapel. The 
mooig never brighter, flickered her light on the picturesque 
ruins as she had done in the old days, on the broken walls, 
the tangled green ivy, the worn apertures. Lord Dane had 
never been inside those ruins since that long-time past, when 
he was making love to the Lady Adelaide in his heart’s 
fresh romance. 

As he stepped into the ruins, the past days came forcibly 
back to him, as it was natural that they shoul't. The place 
looked just, as it then looked; tliore were the faint remains 
of altars, the grave-stones cold and gray, the damp moss, 
the ghostly-looking open windows; Lord Dane remembered 
every spot; nothing had changed; but in himself—all, how 
much! 

Insensibly as he lingered within the ruins, he lost himself 
in the past. Vanished scenes came back to him, passing 
before his mind’s eye, not as a fleeting phantasmagoria, but 
as if actually present, a living reality. His love for 
Adelaide, and her sudden and mysterious rejection of him ; 
their mutual deceit towards llarry Dane, and the awful 
death of the latter. When ho had wandered as far back as 
this, the reminiscences grew slightly unpleasant, especially 
in that lonely place, so peopled, according to popular belief, 
with ghostly tenants and ghostly fancies. 

It is just j)ossible that Lord Dane, though- as little given 
to superstition as most practical men, might have acknow¬ 
ledged to some such feeling. At any rate, he was moving 
to pass out, when a form rose up outside the aperture of a 
window close by, and stood therein the moonlight looking 
in; looking as it seemed, at him, Lord Dane. 

And if ever my Lord Dane’s noble mind could hayo 
brought itself to believe in ghosts, it was surely then. ( He 
stood still and stared ; stared at the face in the aperturc< .As 
its lineaments grew upon him, the perspiration cored from 
every pore of the skin, and a half-smothgrod cry escaped his 
lips: for that face was the face of the dead—of Harry 
Dane. 

Tlmy wore almost close to each other; that face and his 
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own. Tlic once familiar features stood out quite distinctly 
in the moonlight, far too clearly for Lord llano to mistake 
them for any other man’s. Would he ho ashamed, in after¬ 
life, to remember that an awful feeling of dread superstition 
shook him to the centre, and that ho glanced round as if 
seeking some protection from it ? It was only for a moment 
that his eyes wero turned away, for when ho looked back tho 
ligure had disappeared. 

An instant; given to recalling his senses, and he sprang 
through the nearest doorway. Nothing was to bo seen. He 
ran round the ruins in search. If it was not a ghost, it 
must have been a man: one thing Lord Dane was ready to 
swear to, if necessary, that it was not imagination. No 
person whatever was to be seen; no thing, animate or in¬ 
animate, was within that view: that any one could have 
escaped across tho heights in any direction, was an im¬ 
possibility, and Lord Dane eamo to the conclusion that he had 
seen his cousin’s spirit. Ho was a middle-aged, sensible 
Englishmen, of practical mind, and yet he believed it. 

He shook himself to see whether lie was awake: lie took 
oifliis hat and rubbed his damp brow, and stared up at the 
sky, and* into the moon’s face, to make sure he was not 
dreaming. He knew' he was thinking of his cousin at the 
time it occurred, and lie knew that imagination is prone to 
play curious tricks. All in vain. He could neither shake 
off the belief in the apparition nor the fear it left behind it; 
so he turned round, and walked across to his home with 
marked quickness. 

At the gateway stood Bruff, airing himself; the butler 
had always been given to the custom, and it grew with his 
years. As he drew aside for Lord Dane to pass, ho 
naturally looked at him ; and tho man quite started. Tn the 
pinched, livid features, on which tho Castle lamp shone, 
in 'the terrified eyes, Bruff could scarcely recognise his 
master. 

“ If he don’t lopk as if he had seen a ghost! ” cried 
the unconscious Bruff. And perhaps it was as well, all 
things considered, that Lord Dane did not hear the words. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE LONDON BANKER. 

A TELEOUArnic! despatch went up to Scotland Yard from 
Lord Dane. It was answered by a chief detective ofliccr 
in person, who reached Dano Castle early the following 
morning. He gave in his name as Blair; ant) Lord Dano, 
who was only then dressing, hastened to him. He found a 
gentlemanly sort of man in plain attire, educated, pleasant, 
well-informed, with nothing remarkable about him, except 
that ho was given to silence and had a habit of partly 
closing liis eyes when ho looked at people. Miss Dane, who 
was curious on the subject of the strange gentleman with 
whom her brother was going to breakfast in private, jieejied 
out at him as he was being conducted to a dressing-room, 
and saw a good-looking man of forty, or thereabouts. She 
waylaid her brother. 

“ Oh, Geoffry, dear, do tell me who he is ! ” 

He muttered something indistinct about his “man of 
business.” ' 

An appellation which Miss Dane’s ideas immediately con¬ 
nected with money. “Do you mean*your London banker, 
Geoffry V ” 

“ That’s near enough,” carelessly answered Lord Dane, 
laughing to himself, for lie had not the slightest intention 
of allowing it to transpire who the stranger was. Upon 
which Miss Dane, confidentially chattering to the household, 
communicated the fact that it was his lordship's London 
banker conic down on a visit. And the news travelled 
forthwith to Daneslield. But never in all Miss Dane's 
experience had she imagined anyone could bo so long actinic 
at breakfast as this same London banker. 

The meal perhaps was not taking very long, but the con¬ 
versation was. In Lord Dane’s own pleasant morning-room, 
overlooking Daneslield with a side view of the sparkling sea, 
he told his talc. Of Lydnoy’s being saved from the wreck ; 
of his claiming the japanned box, and its flisappearance; 



8G2 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


of his having wormed himself into tho best houses in tho 
place; of his discovered secret connection with tho poachers 
and other had characters; 'and of his suspected designs on 
the fortune of Miss Lester, the daughter of Danesbeld Hall. 
The final communication came last'—Lydney’s projected 
attack on tho Castle. 

Mr. Blair listened to the whole in silence. It may he 
that he did not yet see the absolute necessity for the services 
of a detective in the matter; but he did not say so. 

“ The name of the inspector here is Young, I think ? ” ho 
observed. 

“Kb; Bent,” said Lord Dane. “Young was moved to 
Great Cross a short time ago, and Bout took his place. 
Bent was always an opinionated sort of. man; and, I may be 
wrong in the notion,' but it seems to me that he upholds 
Lydney, and so I sent for you.” 

“ If I gathor your lordship’s wishes rightly, you would 
prefer the attack on the Castle not to be stopped ; but that 
the light-fingered gentry may bo caught in the act ? ” 

“Precisely so. The neighbourhood shall have its eyes 
opened as to the nefarious doings of this Lydney; therefore 
the attack must be allowed to take place. I am sorry for 
the other men, and would have spared them if I could ; but 
there’s no help for it, and they must share the penalty. 
They have been too fond of helping themselves to hares and 
pheasants; of setting my keepers at defiance; of doing a 
little private business in the smuggling line: but they 
would no more have ventured to plan such a feat as this 
than I should. Lydney has drawn them into it.” 

“ I scarcely follow your lordship,” said Mr. Blair. “ You 
think Lydney’s object in breaking into the Castle is not 
plunder ? ” 

“.Not his primary object. Ho will no doubt tako his 
share of the plunder: but his chief objeot, ag I believo, is 
to search for the box.” 

“ This boy you gneak of, Shad, hinted at an assault upon 
yourself.” 

“ Ho took up a wrong idea,” was Lord Dane’s confident 
answer, “ Rely upon it, they would bo too glad that I 
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should sleep, undisturbod, through the proceedings, and only- 
wake up . to find them and the plate-chest safely off again.” 

Mr. Blair seemed to be following out things on his 
fingers. 

“ This man, Lydney, as good as accused you of detaining 
his box ? ” ' 

“ He has insolently accused me of it from the first; both 
before my face and behind my back. My own opinion is, 
that the box never belonged to him, never was in his charge ; 
that ho put in a claim to it when it was lying on the beach, 
thinking ho could do so with impunity.” 

“ He has offerod a thousand pounds reward for its 
recovery,” quietly remarked the detective. 

Lord Dane drew down the corners of his lips. “Yes, 
and got his credulous landlord to be answerable for the 
money. Bent shirked the subject when I was last with 
him, simply telling me to my face that they were satisfied.” 

“Did I understand your lordship correctly, that Bent 
searched the Castle himself for the box ? ” 

“ Yes, immediately after the stir arose respecting it. I 
allowed it, for ho scorned rather to doubt whether any of 
my servants could have secreted the box. Which, however, 
was an impossibility.” 

“ And why did Bent not tell this to .Lydney ? ” 

“ Bent did tell him—told him at once.” 

“ Then, excuse me, Lord Dane, but I do not see very clear 
probabilities just here. If Lydney has been assured by the 
police that the box is not in the Castle, how can you suppose 
that he is breaking in to- search for it ? ” 

Lord Dane paused. lie did not wish to repeat the scandal 
ho had heard whispered by Ben Beecher, touching possible 
secret hiding-places in the Castle and former smuggling, 
oven to Mr. Blair, That Lydney was breaking in, in ^on- 
sequence of that communication, to search for secret plAcos^ 
lie had not the faintest doubt; but he felt ij; not altogether 
convenient to say as much to this detective. 

“ Roly upon it that Lydney’s object is to search fo'r the 
box,” was tho impressive rejoinder of Lord Dane. “ I don't 
say but the plate may contribute its attraction.” 
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Mr. Blair mused. “ Have you any reason to think this 
American entertain^ an ill-feeling towards you ? ” ho 
presently asked. 

“ No ; except what may arise from his ridiculous suspicion 
that I detained the box. He is aware, no doubt, that I have 
found him out to be a bad character: perhaps has heard 
that I warned his landlord, Kavonsbird, against him. I 
have also warned Squire Lester.” 

Mr. Blair’.s fingers were quiet now, but he was evidently 
thinking. “ Whore is your police-station ? ” he inquired. 

“ In the heart of Dancslield. I will walk with you to it.” 

“ I understand that your lordship gives tho entire charge 
of this business into my hands? ” observed tho detective. 

“ Undoubtedly.” 

“ Then you must allow me to go to work my own way. 
I would prefer to visit the station alono. All your lordship 
has to do is to keep still.” 

“ And what are your plans ? ” 

“I have formed none at present. There will bo no 
difficulty, of course, in entrapping those gentry when they 
make the attack: but to find out who this American is, and 
his antecedents, may not be so easy. And I presume it is 
on this point you chiefly require my services.” 

“ It is. The attack on the Castle could havo been dealt 
with by the police here ; but they are not capable of tracking 
out tho past of this Lydney.” 

Mr. Blair rose. 

“ Your lordship of course understands that it must not be 
known who I am, and what I have come about ? ” 

Lord Dane laughed: “ You arc a friond on a visit to me, 
Mr. Blair.” 

Mr. Blair walked into tho town and found tho police- 
station. On its door, conspicuous enough, though greatly 
-soiled, was the notice still, offering tho thousand pounds 
reward for the* recovery of tho japanned box. He read it 
rapidly as he entered, not seeming to stop, and thought the 
description of it somewhat curious: throe V’s on the lid, 
surmounted by a Maltese cross. 

Perched upon a stool, within tho railings already men- 
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tioneil, was Mr. Bent. Scotland Yard Lad Lad communica¬ 
tions from Mr. Bent, and judged him to be a shrewd officer, 
in spite of sundry errors in spelling and composition. The 
stranger, in a summary sort of way, began asking questions 
of Danesheld and its inhabitants, of its police-station, and 
other things. It aroused the ire of the inspector, who was 
a great man in his own estimation, and objected to bo 
interfered with, except by the local magistrates or by my 
Lord Dane. 

“ I should bo glad to know who you are—coming in and 
examining into my business! ” cried he, resentfully. 

“ Should you ? ” was the quiet answer. “ I am Mr. 
Blair.” 

“Mr. Blair?” repeated Bent, wondering where ho hod 
heard the name, for it seemed familiar to him. 

“ Of Scotland Yard. I have come down on a matter of 
business.” 

It was explained now, and the inspector jumped off liis 
stool in inward tremor. 

“ I bog your pardon, sir! I had no idea—please to step 
into the inner room. I’m sure I hope nothing in our office 
has fallen under displeasure up there ? ” 

“ Not that I have heard of,” said Mr. Blair, as ho followed 
to the inner room, from which a policeman, quietly reading 
the newspaper -was unceremoniously expelled. 

He sat down, and entered into easy conversation with 
Bent, about nothing in particular, his shrewd perceptions at 
work all the while as to the man before him: and ho saw 
that he might bo trusted and could be discreet. 

“ Now then, Mr. Bent, 1 want a little information from 
you. Who,is this American, stopping in the place, named 
Lydney ? ” 

“ Well, I doij’t know who ho is,” confidentially rejoined 
Mr. Bent, who stood whilst he talked, and appearou *tp 
prefer it. “ Wo can’t mako him out, sir. He seems every 
inch a gentleman: in speech, in manners—in short, you’d 
not take him for anything less than a nobleman. Perhaps, 
though, what has led us to the thought is, that there’s such 
a likeness to the Danes about him.” 
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Mr. Blair lifted his head. “ To Lord Dane ? ” 

“ Well, yes, to* Lord Dane: a sort of genoral resem¬ 
blance—and particularly to some of the Danes who are 
gone. The fact has, I think, given us a good impression of 
him. On the other hand, he mixes himself up with poachers 
and disreputable people, goes into tho woods with them at 
night, lodges at a public-house, and—in short, we are 
puzzled. Ho is an exceedingly ploasant young fellow.” 

“ Was it bis own box that was lost?” 

“ He says not. Ho has been in a fever over it all along, 
and has offered a thousand pounds reward.” 

“ When he is probably not worth a hundred pence. Had 
that box been produced, and the reward claimed, you might 
have found yoursolves in a dilemma. You countrymen aro 
so incautious.” 

“ We have not been incautious in this, though we aro 
eountrymon,” returned Mr. Bent, with a cough. “ I hold 
tho money.” 

“ The thousand pounds 1 ” oxclaimed Mr. Blair. 

“ Yes, sir, in bank-notes. Lord Dane and others seemed 
to cast reflections upon mo for accopting the guarantee of 
the landlord, Bavensbird, so I spoke to Mr. Lydney, and he 
brought tho notes and deposited them with me.” 

“ Good ones, I suppose?” carelessly remarked the inspector. 

Mr. Bent gave a significant nod. “ Of courso I handed 
him an acknowledgment, and ho can claim them whenever 
ho chooses to withdraw tho offer of reward.” 

“ Lord Dane does not know of this.” 

“ Noboby knows of it, sir, but myself: the young man 
exacted a promise of absolute secrecy. Lord Dane’s opinion 
is, that Lydney himself has possession of the boy; but-” 

“ No, it is not,” interrupted Mr. Blair. 

“,J can assure you that it is,” said the inspector. 

•“ \ can assure you that it is not,” authoritatively corrected 
Mr.- Blair. “ If his lordship has told you so, he must have 
had his owii reasons for tho assertion.” 

Tho inspector did not like to contradict again. Ho 
looked at his superior, and waited. Tho latter lowered his 
voice. 
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“ Have you heard that there’s a plot afloat to break into 
Dane Castle ? ” . 

“ No! ” cried Mr. Bent in surprise. “ Who’s getting it 
up?” 

So much as. ho deemed .necessary for the furtherance of 
his own purposes, Mr. Blair told. Ho said that Lydney’s 
primary object appeared' to be to search for the box, his 
second, the plate-chest. “ It is,” he concluded, “ the busi¬ 
ness that I havo been Summoned down upon.” , 

“ I nevor was more perplexed in my life,” cried Bent, 
when ho had somewhat gathered his senses. “ Lydney 
break into the Castle after plate ! It seems impossible. I 
can’t understand this at all, sir.” 

“Neither can I, now that you-have told me you hold the 
thousand pounds,” acknowledged Mr. Blair. “ It was 
tolerably clear before. A man capable of offering a thou¬ 
sand pounds reward for the recovery of a small box, and 
depositing the money, would scarcely break into a house to 
steal plate. What was in the box ? ” 

“ Documents, he says. Ho has always expressed a 
conviction that the box is in tho Castle. Surely he’d never 
break in after it! ” 

“ But it was never seen to enter the Castle,” debated tho 
detective. * 

“Only by a disreputable boy, named Shad, who is tho 
deuce’s own cousin for telling lies when it suits his purpose. 
Ho says it did go in, tho reptile; and I don’t know in this 
case why he should say so if it didn’t. J can’t tell! ” 
concluded the man, as if t]io matter were wholly beyond 
him. “It’s tho oddest thing in tho world whero the box 
can be.” 

Mr. Blair began to think so too. “ Where can 1 get at 
this Shad?” hp asked. “I should like to meet him— 
accidentally, you understand.” 

The inspector directed him to the wood, where Shad, was 
always prowling about, giving at tho sam# time a description 
of the gentleman’s person, not likely to bo mistaken; and 
Mr. Blair wont out. 

And now it is necessary to mention that the. first use 
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Squire Lester made of Lord Dane's communication regard¬ 
ing Lydney, was to carry it to Miss Bordillion, and caution 
Lor to drop all intercourse with him. 

That lady was not altogether unprepared for the warning. 
She had for some little time been aware that her own 
house was nearly the only one whose doors were cordially 
opened to Mr. Lydney; she began to have ‘doubts herself, 
and she acquiesced with a sigh in Mr. Lester’s recommenda¬ 
tion that those doors should be closed in future. 

There had been no opportunity for acting upon it, for 
Mr. Lydney had not called : but on this morning, whilst 
Mr. Blair was making his visit to the police-station, it 
happened that ho presented himself. 

“Not at home, sir,” answered the servant, Mary, turning 
very red with the untruth. 

But at that identical moment, who should come to the 
window—which in tho small house was near the door—but 
Miss Bordillion herself. Mr. Lydney looked at her and 
then at the servant, a smile crossing his face. The girl felt' 
vexed and confused ; and she attempted a justification. 

“ It is not my fault, sir, that I can’t admit you : I am only 
obey i n g'orders.” 

“ Miss Bordillion has desired you not to admit mu when 
I call V” 

“Well yes, sir, she has. I’m sure I’m very sorry to be 
rude.” 

lie tore a leaf from his pocket-book, wrote on it some 
words, and sent it in. 

“ Allow me to nee you for a few minutes. I risk it ns a 
farnur.” 

Miss Bordillion thought one more interview could not 
signify. With that noble face of his there before her, she 
seemed to lose all her doubts about him. Rarely hail she 
seen any one, but for these doubts, in whom she could have 
placed confidence so implicit: and she liked him very much 
for his own sake. <■ 

“ I thank you for admitting mo,” lie began, as he entered 
and held out his hand, which she took as usual. “ That I 
am not in favour with Danesheld, the last week or two has 
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made me painfully aware; but I did hope the prejudice 
would not extend to you. You have regarded me as a 
friend, Miss Bordillion, and I now come purposely to ask 
you to treat me as one. 'Tell me, if you can, what tlio 
rumours against mo are, and what form they take.” 

Miss Bordillion hesitated in perplexity, a flush called up 
by the unpleasantness of the position in her delicate face. 

“ You have probably heard that Mr. Lester has turned mo 
from his door,” lie continued, finding she did not speak; 
and Miss Bordillion bowed in answer. “ I inquired his 
grounds for that gratuitous insult, but he wholly refused to 
state them. Yesterday I was passed in the street by 
Captain Duff and his wife ; upon meeting the captain later, 
I demanded what the cause was, and lie civilly evaded the 
question. Tt appears to me that I have a right to be told 
what all this is, and so I come to you, Miss Bordillion. A 
man cannot meet a charge unless he knows its nature.” 

“ That there are tales, vague rumours, abroad to your 
prejudice, it would bo folly for mo to pretend to ignore,” 
she at length answered. “ But I think the removing of 
them rests in a great measure with yourself.” 

“ In what way ? ” 

“ It appears to mo that you should declare who you are. 
You have said you are of good funfily, a family of some 
note in England. I am sure I received tlio assertion with 
perfect reliance on its truth, as I make no doubt others did. 
But you see a long time has gone on, and you do not give 
more particulars.” 

An expression of amusement crossed his face; and it 
rather vexed Miss Bordillion. 

“ I suppose people have been searching the Peerage and 
Baronetage, and all your other red books, to find the name 
of Lydney,” said he. 

“Something very liko it, I believo,” she answ6red, 
“ You must perceive hew it is, Mr. Lydney: had you said 
nothing about your father having been* of good English 
family, the question would not have arisen. American 
birth nd’on.o thinks of inquiring into.” 

“ Who first originated these doubts ? ” 

." 24 
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“ I do not know.” 

“ Lord Dane, in all probability. Miss Bordillion, I did 
not think yrn t would have closed your doors against me.” 

“ I cannot do otherwise,” sho said, quite distressed at the 
turn the conversation was taking, yet Considering it hotter 
to speak pretty freely. “ It is impossible that I can fly in 
the face of society: for one thing the circumstances do not 
justify it; for another, I should greatly anger my con¬ 
nections at the Hall, the Lesters.” 

“ Ah ! ” returned he, significantly. “ I am accused, I 
hear, amidst other heinous sins, of entertaining designs on 
the fortune of Miss Lester.” 

“ Where did you hear that ? ” sho exclaimed in her 
surprise. 

“I am supposed to be doing my best to delude Miss 
Lester into a runaway marriage for the sake of grasping 
her fourteen thousand pounds,” he continued, passing by 
the question. _ “ Allow me to assure you, Miss Bordillion, 
and I do so on my honour, that whenever I do marry, it 
will be of no moment to mo whether my wife shall possess 
fourteen thousand pounds or not as many pence.” 

“ I wish you would not mention these things,” she cried; 
“ they only pain mo to hear them. For myself I cannot 
help feeling confidence in you; there is something about 
you that I have trusted from the first, and trust still. But 
if you reflect for a moment, you will see how impossible 
it is that I. can run against the stream of popular opinion 
by continuing to receive you here. Were you only more 
open as to yourself, the case would be different. If I were 
you, Mr. Lydney,” sho suddenly said, rising and holding out 
her hand as a signal of departure, “ I would no 1 , remain any 
longer at Dunesheld.” 

^‘^That proves how much you share the general prejudice,” 
he rejoined, as he shook her hand heartily. “ I do not 
blame you, Midb Bordillion: and of course I cannot intrude 
longer: but you flmst allow me to express a' hope that the 
time will come when you may welcome mo again.” 

The air seemed lighter to Miss Bordillion as he went out. 
In her confusion of mind, she actually slipped the bolt of 
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the room door. One thought abovo all others was making 
itself prominent—that he had not said a single word to 
deal up tho ‘slander. Neither did he betray any shame, 
Imt on the contrary had never in his life looked more 
independent, or carried a lighter air with him. 

Ar he went out, he found -Miss Lester talking to the 
servant. Tho girl, in fact, still waiting at tho front door, 
was giving her tho history of the contretemps. lie 
accosted the young lady, requesting a few moments’ con¬ 
versation with her, and, without waiting for yes or no, 
drew her rather peremptorily into a small room where she 
and Edith used to do their "lessons in the old days. 
Trophies in tho shape of slates and maps, adorned the 
walls still. Closing tho door, ho stood before her: 
if Miss Bordillion, bolted in her parlour still, had only 
known it! 

“ Maria,” he began, calling her, as he had rarely done 
before, by her Christian name, “ I am about to put your 
friendship, your confidence in mo to tho test. Dark talcs 
arc abroad to my prejudice; insinuations that I am not 
what T appear to lie, a gentleman, but, on tho contrary, a 
suspicious character, altogether an adventurer. Do you 
believe them?” 

“No,” slio quietly answered, lifting* her eyes, full of trust, 
to his. 

“ Tliauk you. If I owe refutation of them to any one, 
above all others it is to yon. And yet I cannot do it; the 
time has not yet come. Will you wait on a little while, 
never doubting me ? ” 

She looked at him again, her face full of faith and hope ; 
and he took* both hands and hold them in his. 

“ It is brought against me, I find, amidst other charges, 
that I am striving to gain the affections of Miss Lester, fc.t Hie 
sake of securing her fortune. Into the state of Miss Lesters 
affections I may not enter, but I honestly avow that she 
has gained mine. I can say no more noft, except that when 
I present mysolf before Mr. Lester to ask his daughters: 
hand in marriago, he will find that in fortune and condition 
I am-at least his eqqal. I—I am not offending you, in 
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saying so much ? ” ho broke oft', for she was struggling to 
free her hands. 

No, ho was not offending her: far from it; her heart 
only beat more responsively to tho avowal; but she was 
in truth terribly agitated. Hero he was—this adventurer, 
as every one was calling him—making her an offer of 
marriage, and she was only too conscious that she loved 
him, whatever ho might bo. 

“ Until then, you will trust me,” he whispered in a tono 
of tho deepest tenderness. 

Again she only glanced at him in answer, but it was 
quite enough. As he held her hands to him, the temptation 
to bend his head and kiss the blushing face was very great; 
but William Lydney was a man of honour, in spite of what 
they said of him, and he resisted it. 

“ God bless you, Maria. The cloud will soon pass.” 

Mary, discreetly waiting at tho front door, and giving 
no warning to her mistress, as of course she might have 
done, offered a word of excuse to Mr. Lydney as he passed 
her. “ Indeed, sir, I was obliged to do it,” she said, looking 
inclined to cry. 

“ Of course you were; it was not your fault,” ho cordially 
answered, slipping some silver into her hand. “ Who’s 
that V ” 

The “ who’s that ” applied to a stranger who was passing: 
a gentleman who turned round and looked keonly at him; 
very keenly, Mr.. Lydney thought. It was not, however, an 
offensive stare; but the eyes that gave it appeared to have 
a peculiar power of their own for taking in all points of any 
object on which they rested. 

“ I hope he will know mo again,” said Mr. Lydney, good- 
humouredly. “ I wonder who ho is.” 

“ ft’s my Lord Dane’s banker, sir,” was tho girl’s answer. 
“• Un<? of the Castle footmen went by just now with a carpet¬ 
bag ho had been' fetching from tho station; he told me it 
belonged to my lord’s London banker, who has come down 
on a visit; and just then the gentleman came in sight and 
he said that was him. Thank you very much, sir, Good¬ 
morning, Mr. Lydney, sir.” 
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The last worths, spoken loudly, for Mr. Lydney was already 
nearly out of sight, reached the ears of the “ hanker.” lie 
turned and ^costed the servant. 

“ Did I hear you call that gentleman Lydney ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. That’s Mr. Lydney.” 

Mr. Blair gazed after him until he was out of sight. It 
might be that Lydney did not answer to tho picture he had 
mentally formed of him. 

“ Ho does look like a gentleman,” were the words that 
escaped him ; it seemed involuntarily. 

“ He is a gentleman, if ever there was one,” cried the 
young woman warmly. 

“Ah,” soliloquized Mr. Blair, “just the fellow to drop 
down in a country placo and take it by storm, whether the 
good looks are false or whether they’re genuine. Bent’s 
right: there’s a cut of Lord Dane about him ; I wonder- 

What Mr. Blair wondered, was never spoken, oven to 
himself. For he dismissed his thoughts, as not being likely 
to hold water, 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE NIGHT ATTACK. 

Lord Dane’s London banker remained on his visit, and 
made himself popular. There was scarcely a placo to which 
ho did nqt penetrate, even to Granny Beau’s hospitable 
dwelling, where he won that estimable old crone’s heart by 
a huge present, of tobacco, and took a pipe with her. Granny 
gave him her version of a great many people, an* ^sQ,r- 
ticularly of Lydney and Wilfred Lester. .She called them 
“ limbs,” and sundry other names. 

Mr. Blair became intimate with Ravonsbird and his wife, 
amidst others. Tho Sailors’ Rost was a convenient halting-* 
place in going to and from the Castle, and Mr, Ill air took a 



374 


LADY -ADELAIDE. 


fancy to some French liqueur kept there, and was pon- 
tinually turning in for a petit verre. Sometimes he would 
talk to Ravensbird whilst he drank it, sometimes to madame, 
and he grew curious, in a social friendly wtijjr, as to their 
guest, young Lydney. But with all Mr. Blair’s craft, ho 
really elicited nothing that was of servico to him, either for 
or against that young man. Lord Dane had wanted Lydney 
turned out, Ravensbird said confidentially one day; but he 
didn’t see his way clear to doing it: so long as the American 
paid for what he had, and conducted himself well, why should 
lie part with a profitable customer? Altogether Mr. Blair 
obtained no reliable information from any quarter, and so 
there was nothing for it but to wait until Lydney cut off his 
own head. 

If visits to Lawyer Apperly’s offico could accomplish that 
decapitation, it was being done quickly. Never a day 
passed but Mr. Lydney was there, without any result, 
demanding whether there was nows of that man of law, and 
when he would be at home. 

On the Saturday morning, however, the Saturday of the 
.week that had witnessed the arrival of Mr. Blair at Danes- 
held, news came, and no one was more glad of it than the 
clerk, young Crofts, for he had grown, as lie avowed to his 
friends, “ sick and tired of seeing that bothering Lydney.” 

“ He’ll be home to-night or to-morrow,” said the clerk. 
“ Any way, in time for business on Monday morning.” 

“ You are sure ? ” cried Mr. Lydney, eagerly. “ Have 
you hoard from Mr. Apperly himself ? ” 

“ How could I tell you if wc hadn’t hoard ? ” retorted 
young Crofts, resentfully. “Po'rliaps,” he continued, with 
sarcasm, “ Mr. James might lot you see the letter if you ask 
him.” 

Away went Mr. Lydney with tho information to Wilfred 
Lestit-. Wilfred received it with indifference. Eager as 
lufhad once been for the lawyer’s return, latterly he had 
cooled down about it. What good could Apperly be to him, 
or any other lawyer, while his father refused to show the 
deed ? For this week past it had struck Lydney that 
Wilfred Lester avoided him, and the young American asked 
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himself whether he also could bo influenced by the tales that 
wore abroad to his prejudice. It made no difference to him; 
ho never loL f sight of his promise to Maria, and three parts 
of lils time, >,ight and day, were spent in quietly looking 
after the movements of Wilfred. But the poachers seemed 
unusually quiet, and nothing was stirring. Nothing had 
come of tho projected attack on the Castle. Night after 
night when tho household had retired, Bruff, tho only one 
to whom the secret was disclosed, let in a small band of 
policemen in plain clothes, and let them oqt again with 
morning light. Mr. Blair wondered whether his visit was 
to turn out a superfluous one, and Lord Dane grow fidgety. 

On the Sunday evening they were sitting in the dining¬ 
room, lingering over their wine, when a faint tap was heard 
at one of the windows. Lord Dane rose, pulled aside the 
white blind, and found Mr. Shad’s face on the other side of 
tho glass. He had climbed tho iron railings and was 
standing on tho spikes, leaning forward and holding on by 
tho window frame. 

“You young imp!” exclaimed Lord Dane, throwing up 
tho window, “ what brings you here ? ” 

Shad, active as a cat, was in tho room in a trice, and 
stood, out of breath between running and excitement. 

“ They arc coming on this very night, my lard. They—• 
they be there a-planning it.” 

Mr. Blair advanced, seated Sliad upon a chair, and got 
him to tell his news calmly. The substance of it was that 
he had seen the conspirators in the wood, and heard enough 
to convince him the attack was about to bo made this night. 
When ho left, they were tying black crape to their hats. 

“ How many did you sec ? ” asked Mr. Blair. 

“ I see «four: two tall and two short,” answered Shad. 
“ Tho three was them I tolled my lard on before; the t’other, 
which was tallest of all, was like—I didn’t see his face, 
though,” broke off Shad. “ He was sitted down ifiitho 
stump all the time, with tho black afore hie nose.” 

“ Who is he like ? Speak out.” 

“ Well, I never heord him speak, and I never see him get 
up, but lie was liko Will Lester.” 
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“Nonsense!” interposed Lord Dano. “As if Wilfred 
Lester would turn housebreaker! The boy’s a fool, Blair, 
and has always been deemed one. You must nufin Lydney,” 
he sharply added to Shad. 

Now the boy was not a fool: he had a great deal too much 
cunning to bo a fool; and that cunning he was incessantly 
calling into requisition. It did not in the least matter to 
Shad whether the silent gentleman in the crape might be 
Mr. Lydney or Mr. Wilfred Lester: his opinion was that 
it was the latter; but as the suggestion appeared to give 
offence to Lord Dane, who would evidently bo better pleased 
to hear that it was Lydney, Shad’s cunning prompted him 
to veer round. 

“Well, I dunno,” said lie, with admirable simplicity. 
“ Lydney’s tall, too, he is; and tho man was broad, here,” 
touching his chest, “ and so’s Lydney. Yes, my lord, ’twas 
more like Lydney. ’Twas the leggin’s made me think o’ 
Will Lester; but I see Lydney with a pair on one day.” 

“ Safe to be Lydney,” said Lord Dane to Mr. Blair. And 
the latter nodded. 

“ What more did you hear ? ” he asked of Shad. 

“ I didn’t hear no more, sir. They warn’t talking, except 
a’ odd word about the veils; and I crept off to tell his 
lardship.” 

Mr. Blair turned to Lord Dane, and they spoke together 
for a few moments in an undertone.' Mr. Shad was then 
gently lifted on to the spikes again, and told to jump down. 
This accomplished, Lord Dane gave him a parting word of 
admonition. 

“ You go home at once, Shad, and got to bed. If you 
lingered near tlic Castle, there might be a danger of your 
getting shot in mistake for one of the thieves. Should these 
men be dropped upon through your information, you shall 
have'Huch a reward as you have never dreamed of in your 
life. • Make the best of your way home.” 

Away tore Shad, but the moment he was at a safe distance 
from the Castlo, he darted within shade of tho friendly 
hedges of a by-lane, to give vent unseen to his superfluous 
jollity, qiiite unconscious that ho nearly darted into the 
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cm oraco of a gentleman. Shad throw up his arms, capered 
with his feet, performed, in 'short, all sorts of antics, and 
muttered: \ 

“ Go home 'to bed, my lard says. Not I; I’d like to see 
the fun. And as if I didn’t know Will Lester, though lie 
have got the black crape over his face! He-” 

Shad found himself pinioned. The gentleman was Mr. 
Lydney, who had strolled out from the Sailors’ Rest to 
smoke a cigar. 

“ What is that about Will Lester and black Crape, Shad ? ” 

Shad began to howl. Ho was a-going homo to his 
granny’s to bod, he was. 

“ You little hypocrite ! ” exclaimed Mr. Lydney, “ do ydu 
suppose I want to hurt you ? Look here. Shad; you cannot 
play the simpleton with me, so just put off that idiotic folly. 
I ask you what you meant, when you alluded to Wilfred 
Lester’s having black crape over his face, and I ask to know. 
If you don’t chopse to tell me, I will take you off to the 
police-station now, and you shall tell it there.” 

“ I daredu’t toll nobody,” rejoined Shad. 

“ Yes, you dare : you can tell me. What ‘ fun ’ is it that’s 
going on to-night ? I mean to know.” ■ 

A little more skirmishing, and then Mr. Lydney suddenly 
exclaimed: “ Did you ever sec a sovereign, Shad ? ” 

“ I have seo’d ’em,” returned Shad, with a stress upon the 
« see’d.” 

“ Would you like to possess one?” 

“ Oh! ” aspirated Shad in trembling delight, his mouth 
beginning to water. 

“ I said I would give you a sixpence if you told me the 
truth about the box. Tell the truth now of what is doing 
to-night, and I will give you a golden sovereign.” 

For that tempting bait, Shad would have sold Dancshcld 
and everyone in it, himself included. A sovereign, $>cnty 
whole shillings, really seemed to the boy interminable 
riches, sufficient to buy up all the tamo rabbits within the 
circuit of his knowledge. But Shad was feeling puzzled. If 
this was the night of the grand expedition, and Mr. Lydney 
Was strolling about enjoying idleness and % cigar, he could 
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not bo in it, as had been surmised. Shad, with his cunning, 
came to the rapid conclusion that he was not in Jt, and that 
they had been under a mistake in supposing Still ho 
hesitated, uncertain whether the disclosure might not bring 
him inconveniently under the enemy’s displeasure. But 
Mr. Lydnoy’s sovereign was irresistible to the poor covetous 
eyes, and Shad made a clean breast of the secret, putting 
him into possession of as much as he knew himsolf. “ The 
Castle was about to be broke into that night, and the plate- 
chest stoled, and my lord murdered,” was the substance. 

“ I see ’em ; they be a-tying the black crape over their 
faces at this very time,” was Shad’s eager rejoinder. 
“ There’s Drake, and Nicholson, and Ben Beecher; and 
Will Lester was sitting down, ready. My lord broke out 
upon me sharp, a-saying it warn’t him; ho said it was you.” 

“ Lord Dane said it was 11 ” repeated Mr. Lydney. 

“Leastways,” cried Shad, retracting, lest he might be 
getting himself into hot water, “ho said, ‘Was it Mr. 
Lydney, or was it Will Lester?’ ’cause both was tall. So 
I said as I couldn’t swear to neither of ’em for certain, 
when I see it angered him. As if I didn’t know Will 
Lester! ” 

After somo further colloquy, Shad was dismissed, and Mr. 
Lydney remained in a state of great perplexity and discom¬ 
posure. That Wilfred Lester had joined in cortain night 
expeditions of the poachers, ho was only too sure of; but 
that he would rush madly into crime, he did not believe. 

How could he, Lydney, prevent its taking place ? at any 
rate prevent Lester’s joining in it? It was indispensable 
that he should be prevented, not only for his own sake, but 
for his family’s; and a deep flush rose to Mr. Lydney’s 
brow, as he thought of the terrible disgrace it would reflect 
on Maria, of the misery to the poor young wife. As ho 
thus*,mused, he became conscious that somo men were 
pnsisirig in the direction of the Castle; not together, but 
singly and quietly; they wero in plain clothes, but ho 
recognized the faceu of two of them, and knew them to lie 
the police going up to their night-watch in the Castle, as 
described to him by Shad, who had tracked their steps 
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night aftor night. All Mr. Lydney could do was to follow 
them; to search the wood for Wilfred Lester then, would 
be homeless; md he took up his position so as to command 
a view of the Approach to the Castle back and front; and 
there ho remained on watch. 

Meanwhile, the inhabitants of the Castle retired to rest 
as usual, in blissful unconsciousness that any attack was 
contemplated, or that Mr. Bruff remained up to admit 
night-guardians. Mr. Blair privately told the men that 
tlio attack might be expected ; the lights were .put out, and 
all was in readiness. 

They waited, and waited : the men in thoir appointed 
places, Mr. Blair and Lord Dane conversing in whispers, 
and listening with all their ears. They waited and waited 
on. The clock struck ono. 

“ It’s odd they don’t come,” muttered Mr. Blair. 

Suddenly shots were heard in. the distant wood. The 
police came out of their hiding-places-; Lord Dane and 
Bruff, unused to this sort of thing, made a silent rush to 
the hall. 

“ Back, every ono of you,” was the stern whisper of Mr. 
Blair. “ It is coming on now.” 

“ They have met with some obstacle and arc fighting in 
the wood,” said Lord Dane. 

“ Back all of you, to your places,” reiterated the detective. 
“ Those shots arc a ruse to draw the attention of the 
keepers from the Castle, should any be near it. I expected 
something of the sort. They’ll be here directly now. What¬ 
ever you may hear or see, let none stir forth until I give the 
signal.” 

Back they went, and the Castle was once more silent. 
And still tlAiy waited and waited on. 

Mr. Lydney was also waiting at his post outside, thinking 
the night and the housebreakers very long. He heard\Bie 
town-clock strike ono; and ho heard the shots in the woo?!. 
It did not occur to him to take the view of them that the 
dctoctive had done, and they disturbed him much : but he 
could not quit his present post. It was a muggy, disagree¬ 
able night; the early part of it had been jclear, but the 
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weather was changing—anything but a pleasant night to 
remain on the watch in tho open air. 

Suddenly, a sound broke on his ear: not^however,., as of 
the covert approach of housebreakers, but of a boy’s feet 
scampering over the ground with all possible haste. Mr. 
Lydnoy looked out and encountered Shad. 

“ So you are here! instead of having gone home to bed! ” 

“ Don’t lay hold on me then, please, sir,” panted Shad, 
who was out of breath. “ I’m a-going to the Castle to tell 
Lord Dane. * I know he’s up a-waiting.'’ 

“ To tell him what ? ” 

“ ’Taint the Castlo they be on to. It’s the Hall.” 

“ What ? ” cried Lydney. 

“ They’ve a-broke into it: they bo in it now. I’ve been 
a-dodging on to ’em all the night, and they bo gone right 
into the Hall, instead o’ coming here. They've took a pane 
out at one o’ the winders.” 

All that had been dark grew clear to Lydney. Wilfred 
Lester was after the deed —tho deed relating to his property 
which his father persisted in withholding from his perusal. 
Tho conviction came upon Lydnoy with the light of a 
revelation. 

Poor, mistaken, reckless Wilfred Lester deemed he was 
doing quite a justifiable thing in breaking into the Hall at 
night to seize upon his own property. Had Mr. Apperly 
been at home to advise him, it might never have occurred; 
but Mr. Apperly was away, and had curtly declined to have 
anything further to do with the business. So Wilfred 
organized tho attack, and persuaded the three men men¬ 
tioned to join in it. He supplied himself with keys, but 
they might fail; and in that ease the leaden safe would 
have to be carried away: hence tho numerous company. 
And it perhaps scarcely need be added, that Wilfred was 
igtiorant of the men’s intention to do a little work on their 
own account anjl to make off with the plate and anything 
else of value they jnight chance to lay hands upon ; this was 
a little private arrangement of their own. They had never 
gone so far in crime yet, but tho opportunity seemed too 
good to be nursed, 
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With a cry of dismay, Lydney turned towards the Hall; 
but, ere he b 1 gone a yard, he stopped and grasped Shad. 

“ Y*u« must go to the Castlo, Shad: there’s no need to 
acquaint Lord Dane with this. I will not have you go 
there.” 

Shad lifted his cunning and covetous eyes. “ They be on 
the watch, up there, they be; and if I goes and tells his 
lordship that the lot liain’t coming, maybe he’ll pay mo 
for it.” 

“ And a pretty thing you’d do! ” returned 'Mr. Lydney, 
meeting cunning with cunning. “ You would put them off 
their guard at the Castle: ancl how do you know that the 
lot, as you call them, may not take a turn up there, after - 
they have done with the Hall ? Would Lord Dane reward 
you for that ? ” 

Shad opened his eves. The idea had not struck him. 

“ You be quiet, Shad, that is all you have to do. Be 
silent as to the doings of this night, and especially as to 
Wilfred Lester. If I find that you are so, I will do some¬ 
thing better for you than even the sovereign.” 

Lydney sped towards the Hall, and Shad, the prospect of 
seeing the “fun ” being irresistible, shambled off in his wake. 

Lydney seemed to reach the Ilall in no time. All was 
silent as the grave. Nothing was to he seen, nothing heard ; 
the blinds were drawn before the windows; the inmates, as 
far as could be observed to the contrary, were sleeping in 
peace. Had that iniquitous Shad deceived him, lie was 
beginning to wonder, when ho w r as startled by the report of 
a pistol within the liouso i At the same moment, some 
figure, who or what ho could not see in the obscurity, ran 
out at the fjont door, and darted into the clustering shrubs 
on the right. As quickly, and perhaps incautiously, 
Lydney darted.into the Hall, confused thoughts of suc¬ 
couring the inmates and of screening Wilfred, pqsbiyg 
through his brain. 

' Mr. Shad had not been deceitful. Tl|p pane was cut out 
of a back window : and Drake entering, undid its fastenings 
and admitted the rest. When fairly in, the four stopped to 
strike a light, to liston and take breath. 
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“ This way,” whispered Wilfred Lester, who of conrso 
kuew the turnings and the windings of the old house, while 
they did not. •'* C 

lie took them into the front hall, at the hack of which, as 
you may remember, was his father’s study. The key was in 
the door, and they entered it without trouble, and began 
operations. Wilfred Lester tried his keys on the safe, Ben 
Beecher hold the light, Drake kept the door against surprise, 
and Nicholson did nothing. The safe yielded to one of the 
keys. 

Strange objects they looked there, with the black crape 
on their faces. Wilfred Lester could not get at the deed 
readily; the safe seomed full of papers, and be grew 
confused in his haste. ■ Some were tied with red tape, some 
wore sealed, others were unfastened. They were disposed in 
tolerable order; but looking over them took time. He 
came to one, superscribed “ Will of George Lester, Esquire ; ” 
and the temptation to open it, and.read of his disinheritance, 
crossed him ; his disinheritance in favour of the second 
children. But he would not be dishonourable: if you can 
understand the remark of one who was visiting his father’s 
private safe. At length he came to the deed ; he know it 
by the indorsement, and a suppressed cry of exultation 
broke from him as he Clutched the parchment. 

“ All right, boys ! I have it at last ” 

The men had doubtless thought the search a long one, 
and there was a murmur of satisfaction. Whilst he was 
putting the papers in order again within the safe, Drake 
and Nicholson attempted to steal out of the room. 

“ Where are you going ? ” said Wilfred. “ Stay where you 
are.” 

“ Why, you’d never begrudge ns a snack of bread and 
cheese, sir ! ” cried Drake. “Wo shall find it in the pantry, 
while"you are putting straight here : it won’t bo missed.” 

Wilfred turned on the man in suppressed anger. 

“ Drake, you know the bargain. Nothing must be touched 
in the house ; no, not a crust of bread. They shall not 
have it to say that we came in, like thieves, for plunder.” 

“ I’ll take a stroll through tho place, any way,” answered 

v 
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2)rake, with Kin natural hardihood. “ And as to not taking 
a mouthful i I see it-” 

“ ril shoot '■.tie first man who lays his finger on anything 
in my father’s house, no matter what it he,” was the stern 
interruption of young Lester, as ho took a pistol from his 
pocket. “Drake! Nicholson! do you see this? You know 
the agreement, I say. I have promised you a reward for 
aiding me; having secured the deed, I shall bo well able to 
pay you; but the contents of the house must remain 
intact.” 

The pistol was no doubt a surprise to the men: and it 
was probable that Wilfred Lester had brought it in anticipa-s 
tion of some such contingency. But the fellows were bold 
and callous; they had entered on the cxjicdition with an 
end to their own views and it was not easy to relinquish 
them. A whispered conversation took place between Drake 
and Nicholson, whilst Lester arranged the papers in order, 
so as to leave no trace of the safe’s having been visited. 

“ Now then,” said he, as he closed and locked the safe, 
“ to got out as cleverly as we came in ! ” 

This was easy enough to say, not so easily done. Closing 
the study-door, and leaving the key in the lock as’he found 
it, he pointed to the front door, just before them. 

“ We’ll go out that way,” ho whispered to his companions. 
“ It is handier, and I know’ the fastenings.” 

Stealing over the oil-cloth, he gained the door, undid the 
bolts, drew it cautiously open about an inch, and looked 
round for his friends. The men stood as he had left them, 
not one following him : Beecher was putting the candle on 
a bracket that rested against the wall. 

And now Drake, the hardiest and boldest of the three, 
throiv off the mask of hypocrisy, finding that there wore no 
other means of- obtaining his ends, and avowed he wpnld 
not go away empty-handed. 

. “ We have helped you to your cuds, Master Lester; if 
you don’t like to help us to ours, you fuust wink at them. 
Wo came into the house with a resolve to pay ourselves, 
and you need make no bones over it. You’ve accomplished 
your-littlo game, and we’ll try and accom»liSli ours. I take 
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my oath I Won't go away without something, if it’s only a 
silver spoon.” j. 

Wilfred Lester’s reply was to raise his pL>tol and cock 
it: not to fire upon them, but hoping to coerce them into 
withdrawing, under fear that he would do so. Bon Beecher 
the best of the group, believing life was in danger, stepjied 
close and throw up Lester’s arm. The pistol went off; the 
bullet shattering a glass-door at the back of the Hall, and 
making a tremendous noise. 

“ Pools! ”" bitterly exclaimed Wilfred Lester. “ Save 
yourselves, and be quick over it. Pools! fools ! ” 

He sped through the hall-door, leaving it open for them 
to follow, and darted into the shrubs on his right-hand, 
whence ho could readily gain the road by scaling the iron 
rails. It was at this moment that William Lydney had 
come up and was watching. Beecher and Nicholson ran to 
escape, but Drake seized upon thorn. 

“ Don’t show yourselves cowards! ” ho cried in a hoarse 
whisper. “Wo may get the plate yet. If the folks was 
sleeping sound, the shot mayn’t have roused ’em. Wait and 
see ; plenty of time to get off then.” 

Even as he spoke, an interruption took place that they 
did not bargain for. The hall-door was opened wider, and in 
rushed a tall man. At first they thought it was young Lester 
come back again. But as the light of the candle fell upon 
him, they recognized Mr. Lydney. 

“ You misguided, miserable men! ” ho uttored in agita¬ 
tion. “ Whore’s Wilfred Lester V ” 

Before they could frame an answer—whether it would 
have been one of civility, repulsion, or attack—Nicholson's 
eye caught sight of someone on the staircase in white 
drapery, whoso face was peeping at them through tho 
balustrades. The figure was in a crouching position, and 
might have been there some time. The sound of the pistol 
had also done it$ work : doors were boing opened and closed 
in consternation. 

“ It’s all over! ” stamped Drake. “ A race for it now, boys.” 

“Wilfred Lester?” questioned Lydney, in emotion. “Is 
lie in tho house* or not V ” 
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“ Not; T ' wear it,” said Beecher, speaking up. “ I 
wouldn’t <: •'oivo you, Mr. Lydney; lie escaped as you 
entered.” 

Scarcely waiting to realize the assurance, Lydney rushed 
out again in search of Wilfred Lester. The rest were rush¬ 
ing also, pell-mell; Beecher was last; lie waited to blow 
out the light. He closed the door behind him with a bang ; 
and Tithe's voice might be distinguished on the stairs as she 
shrieked out “ thieves ” and “ murder.” 


CHAPTER XNX. 

MADE ntlSONKH. 

Kxcekdingi.y surprised was the great London detective, Mr. 
Blair, and in the same surprise must be included his noble 
host, to find that this night passed olf as the others had done 
--without attack. There was perhaps a little feeding of 
discomfiture added to it. But when they came to hear 
that, it was the Hall which had been broken into and not the 
(lastlc, no words could express their astonishment. Lydney 
had been in it, and was recognized, rumour ran ; and my 
Lord Dane openly wondered whether he suspected the 
japanned box had been conveyed there for safety, and so 
broke in to steal it: he could scarcely be suspected of 
Breaking in # to steal Miss Lester. 

Mr. Lester was puzzled. Alarmed by the report of the 
pistol, he came ,out of his room to find Tifile shrieking on 
the stairs. Tifile began stating what she had seen : ‘»foar 
assassinors in the house, three of them with blackened faces, 
an’d the other one not blacked, which was Lydney.” Sir. 
Lester and his aroused men-servants went over the house in 
consternation. Nothing whatever appeared to have been 
taken; nothing was disturbed except thj pane of glass, 
f I Ally A*!elaul<\ • 25 
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which hart been cut out: and Mr. Lestev thought that 
plunder could not have been tho object of the entrance. 
But of course tho outrage would have to bo investigate^!. 

Lord Bane could not understand it at all. lie went in 
the morning to Mr. Lester’s, and heard tho account given by 
that gentleman. Lord Bane said nothing of Lydnoy, or of 
the expected attack on the Castle: and it must be re¬ 
membered that Mr. Lester hart never heard of it, therefore 
tho whole affair was to him a mystery. Mr. Blair had 
rather a long interview with Bent: in which Bent shook 
his head, and declined to believe that Lyrtney was in it for 
harmful purposes. He hart seen and spoken with him that 
morning. Mr. Blair said little on his own score: truth to 
say, that estimable detective was puzzled. At the earnest 
request of Lord Bane, the expected attack on the Castle was 
for the present buried in silence—and certainly that could 
not have had anything to do with tho attack upon the llall. 
Lord Bane forbade the three men to be apprehended : he 
spoke with authority, and was listened to accordingly. 
Perhaps this was not of much consequence one way or the 
other: for the police, looking after the men on their own 
private account, found all three hurt disappeared. Lord 
Bane would have spared these, and metaphorically speaking, 
hung Lydnoy. ,, 

Lawyer Apperly had not kept faith. Here was Monday, 
and no sign of him. Mr. Lydnoy was “ in a way over it,” 
as young Crofts expressed it, “ in and out of the office like a 
dog in a fair.” 

Early in the afternoon there was a gathering at Banes- 
hclrt Hall, partly impromptu. Mr. .Tames, the locum /menu 
of Lawyer Apperly, and acting as clerk to the magistrid.es 
since his departure, had come by appointment to hear what 
Tittle had to say on the matter. Lord Bane, who had 
happened to call in with his friend the London hanker, 
determined to remain and hear it also, and Mr. Bent 
received a hint froip Squire Lester that he might he present 
if lie liked. The inspector was the last to make his appear¬ 
ance, and ho was accompanied by William Lydnoy. Mr. 
Lester’s face tv,tried red and angry. 
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“ t tliov 'lit. ho ought to conic, and so I brought him, sir,” 
whispered Join. “ Tt's only rigid tliat a suspected man 
should hear '.ho charge against him; besides, I had another 
reason.” 

Lydney looked as little like a housebreaker as it was 
possible to conceive: my Lord Dane himself was not more 
calmly self-possessed; if the one was dignified, self-con¬ 
tained, and apparently unconscious of evil, so was the other : 
and Mr. Blair, who saw everything in his silent way and 
seemed to see nothing, could not help thinking so. 

Lady Adelaide was present. Intensely curious on the 
subject of the midnight outrage, she saw no reason why she 
should not hear what was to ho heard as well as othrt' 
people. Mr. Lester suggested she had hotter perhaps 
retire; her ladyship replied that she should remain. Maria 
sat. in the background, quite overlooked by Lady Adelaide 
and her father, who were not in the habit of giving super¬ 
fluous attention to her. She bent over some light em¬ 
broidery, her trembling fingers almost refusing to control 
the needle, for she had her theory as to the business, one 
that brought with it an awful fear, and was turning her 
heart to sickness. Lady Adelaide did nothing, except hold 
a screen between the fire and her delicate face, and exchange 
a languid word or two with Lord llano. Mr. James, who, 
by-the-way, was a nephew of the incumbent of Dancsheld, 
sat at the table and dotted down with a pen and ink any 
point that, struck his attention. 

Tilde came in, ambling and curtseying, and smoothing 
her bands whilst she made her statement. 

“I retired to rest last itight, sir," she began, addressing 
particularly her master, “ and was unable to get to sleep ; 
the more I’tvicd to shut my eyes and lose myself, the more 
pertinoshously 1 kept awake. Seen after the clock struck 
one, T thought'T heard a noise downstairs ; I heard it twice ; 
and T sat up in bed and listened for some time, and con¬ 
cluded T was mistaken. I’m sure it must, have been twenty 
minutes after that that. T was startled again, and if ever I 
heard supprissed voices talking, I board ’em then. The 
flurry it, put me in is imliscriptahle; I thought the servants 
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were up to some pranks, for it’s a tight hand I lave to keep 
over ’em, sir, and they’d like to delude mo ; amt I jumped 
out of bed and crept down the stairs till I could see into the 
front hall. I thought I should have dropped; my heart 
was in my mouth-” 

“Never mind your heart,” interrupted Mr. James. 
“ What did you see ? ” 

“ Gentlemen, I saw this. Three horrid men in the hall, 
with black faces; and, close on that, a pistol went oil - , 
blinding me With smoke and fright. The next thing 1 saw 
was a fourth man whisking out at the front door ; leastways 
I saw his coat-tails. If ever anybody was near fainting, it 
was me, gentlemen ; but I wouldn’t faint; I had the family 
to protect, and that gave me courage. I looked down still, 
and I saw tho man whisk in again, and I’m sorry to say ”— 
Tittle coughed and dropped her voice—“ that it was Mr. 
Lydnoy.” 

There was a pause. 

“ What next V ” asked Lord Dane, some eagerness in his 
tone. 

“ Sly lord, nothing. Exccjff that Mr. Lydnoy stood a 
moment talking with the other three, and then they all four 
tore off together, one trying to got off faster than another, 
and amidst ’em, they ldew out the light, and left the place 
in darkness. It all passed in less than a minute.” 

Mr. Lydnoy glanced at Maria. Tiie work had dropped 
on her lap, and her white face was uplifted. He smiled at 
her: it did not look like tin; smile of a guilty man. 

“ You hear! ” exclaimed Squire Lester to him im- 
patiently. 

“ I do hear,” was the reply. 

“Can you offer any explanation ? ” 

“I swear it was him,” broke forth Tifilo with animus, 
bofol'e he could speak. “ If he denies it, liu'11 perjury him¬ 
self. T saw him as plain as I see him now. I didn’t know 
the others, because their faces were disguised, but his was 
not.” 

“ I did enter your house last night, Mr. Lester, but only 
once,” said Lydnoy with marked calmness. “ If a man wont 
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Dili of it vfi >ro T came in, ns your servant testifies, it was 
not inyseL, 

There v,w > a general fooling of ustonislinumt at liis 
admitting so mueli. Mr. James looked derisive. 

“ T happened to lie close to tlic Hall at the moment,” con¬ 
tinued Lydney. “ I heard the report of the pistol; I saw 
the front door open ; and T rushed in, in the moment’s 
impulse, and met the men coming out. My chief thought 
was of giving help should it he needed.” 

“ If that’s your host explanation, it’s a lame one,” spoke 
Mr. Lester, harshly. “ Can you not justify yourself better 
than that V ” 

“Allow me five minutes’conversation with you in private, 
and T will enter on my justification,” was the young man's 
answer. “ You may deem it a satisfactory one, Mr. 
Lester.” 

Mr. Lestev repulsed the mpiest indignantly, lie was 
not accustomed to grant private interviews to midnight 
intruders. Had Lydney anything to say, he must speak out. 
“ We don’t want half explanations,” he added. “ If you do 
not choose to avow publicly wliy you were near my house 
at that hour, and why, being in it, you did not ariAise me, I 
shall know what to think. Tell it all out fully before my 
Lord Dane and these gentlemen, or not at all.” 

“ Then - I think I have no resource but to be silent,” 
returned Mr. Lydney, hesitating whilst he reflected. 
“ Nevertheless I am innocent of any offence. Yes ; for the 
present, I can only be silent.” 

Lord Dane took a step forward. “ You have called your¬ 
self a gentleman ? ” he remarked, the mockery in his tone 
remarkable. It seemed to arouse young Lydney‘s spirit, 
and he went up and confronted him. 

“ I am at least as much of a gentleman as your lordship 
—in all respects,” was the firm answer. “ Did we comedo 
examine into rank and rights, I might possibly take prece¬ 
dence of you.” 

The extreme coolness of this assertion set Lord Dano 
laughing. The room stared at Lydney for making it, and 
came, to the conclusion that he was a very,b;(d man indeed- 
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Meanwhile, Mr. James, at the dictation of Squire Lestev, 
was making out the warrant for William Lydney’s com¬ 
mittal on a charge of suspicion of breaking into Daneshcld 
Hall. 

“I am sorry to do it if you arc not guilty,” said Mr. 
Lester to him, and the tone of his voice was one of un¬ 
disguised sarcasm. “There will lie an ollicial inquiry 
to-morrow morning before my brother magistrates: until 
then you must remain in custody.” 

“In custody-—where ? ” exclaimed Mr. Lydney, wheeling 
round. The Squire answered, with much politeness— 

“Mr. Bent will take care of you. There’s accommodation 
for guests in the station-house.” 

“But, Mr. Lester, this is beyond a joke,” remonstrated 
Lydney. “ You cannot seriously suppose 1 broke into your 
bouse ? " 

“ At any rate, it will now Lave to be proved," was the 
retort. “ Bent, tiie prisoner is in your charge 4 .? 1 

“ But, Air. Lester-’’ 

“Silence, sir!” cried the Squire. “I refuse to hoar 
more.” 

And Mr. Lyduey remained silent, not particularly in 
obedience to the mandate, but in self-communing. It was 
undoubtedly an awkward predicament to be placed in ; and 
lie did not see bow lie could extricate himself from it without 
betraying Wilfred Lester. 

“ You will at least take bail?” lie observed. 

“No,” said Mr. Lester, very quietly. “ There’s nothing 
more, Bent.” 

This was a hint for Mr. Bent to take himself and his 
prisoner away. He, the prisoner, however, suddenly ad¬ 
vanced to Lady Adelaide and Miss Lester. 

“Appearances seem against me now: hut J beseech you 
to believe that I have a good motive for not speaking just 
yet to clear myself. A little while, and u hat is dark shall 
be made light. Ordy trust me." 

He addressed them collectively, but it was evidently for 
Maria that the last words were meant. Slie raised her 
eyes to him in answer, full of trust; and there was a whole 
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world of , n> ority and truth in Lin lingering smile as lie 
turned fro., lier. 

“I am lv.idv, Mr. Bent. I will accompany you witliout 
any trouble.’" 

They went out together—leaving a euriously uneomfoi-t- 
ehle feeling in the room. Lady Adelaide looked up, as if 
from a reverie. 

“I declare lies frightens me. When he came out to the 
middle of tins carpet, meeting you, and drew up his head 
with that calm proud look, ho was so like the Danes that I 
started hack —you saw me, perhaps. It is the very way 
Lord Dane had with him: and Harry Dane also, though in 
a less degree." 

“lie has impudence enough for all the Danes put 
togothor,” observed Lord Dane. “ The insolence of his 
addressing you and Miss Lester! I declare that 1 could 
have knocked him down." 

The assembly broke up. When Mr. .Tunics got hack to 
the oliice, he was greeted by the sight of its truant chief. 
The lawyer had arrived about an hour ago, and the nows 
was spreading in Dancsheld. Sir. James, amidst other 
information, gave him a concise history of Lydney's past 
doings, and his present apprehension. 

The interview' was rudely broken in upon by Madame 
liuvensbird. With her natural independence, she had com¬ 
pletely ignored the remonstrance of young Mr. ('rolls, that 
his two chiefs were on no account to he disturbed, and went 
in at once with her dripping umbrella. The gentlemen 
happened lo he laughing. 

“ I thought so! only talking and laughing together! Vu! 
Monsieur ^Vpperly, you will put on your hat, please, and 
come with me." 

‘•I dare say,’’ returned the lawyer, who was rather^foml 
of gossiping with. Madame itaveusbird at fitting tinivs ipid 
seasons. “ I am too busy.” , 

“ But I have come for you,” cried (Sophie, stamping her 
pretty foot. ‘‘ There’s not one minute to lose. That 
gentleman at our house lias been waiting for yon over since 
you went away, and he won't wait another «iinute, now ho 
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knows you have come homo. Ho is very ill. Ho j.s choleric, 
too, and he may have an attack.” 

“What does ho want with me?—to make his will,'/ I 
can’t go clown to him in the rain,” said Mr. Appcrly, lialf- 
laughing. 

“You will come with me in the rain or in the hail, 
monsieur,” cried Sophie, so authoritatively as to surprise 
Mr. Apperly. “ It is of more consequence than you suppose, 
and you must not dare to refuse or to linger. It is one hour 
hy the clock since lie first heard you were come home ; it is 
two hours since he sent out young Mr. Lydney to ask if you 
were come.” 

“ Sent young Lydney, did he?” rejoined the lawyer, in 
a slighting tone. “All! he has had some business of his 
own on hand this afternoon: Mr. Bent lias him in safe 
custody at the station-house.” 

“Mr. Bent has Mr.Lydney,in—wliat you say?” shrieked 
Sophie. 

“ Safe enough, Mrs. Iiavensbird. That young Lydney 
was one of those that broke into Squire Lester's house last 
night! the only one of the lot as yet recognised ; and he is 
in custody for it.” 

With a succession of ejaculations MrS. Iiavensbird turned 
without ceremony, ami ran down the street in the rain 
towards the Sailors’ Host, leaving her umbrella behind her. 
The lawyer caught it up, took another for himself, and 
followed. 

Some one else was out in tho rain that afternoon, and that 
was Maria Lester. Instinct whispered that her reckless 
brother Wilfred had been in the trouble of the past night, 
and that William Lydney, true to his promise to herself, 
was only screening him. Why Wilfred should have done 
such a thing she could not tell ; her fears were vague, 
undefined, but almost unbearable. 

She stole out towards dusk, when no ono was likely to 
miss her, and hastened to her brother’s. The weather 
seemed to clear up rather suddenly before she arrived there; 
the rain ceased, and a broad streak of gold illumined tho 
western sky. 
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Editli \\ >.s "lone in the sitting-room, the light from a 
blazing fire Maying on her face, which was beginning to 
look, so much better than it had of late. Maria cast an 
anxious glance round the room. 

« Where’s Wilfred V” she asked. 

“ Gone over to Great Gross ! ” replied Edith. 

“Gone to Great Gross!” repeated Maria, with a rush of 
disappointment. “ T— I wanted just to say a word to him.” 

“ He will be back soon,” said Edith carelessly. “ Why 
don’t you sit down, Maria?” And Maria sat down with a 
suppressed sigh. 

“What a great fire you have, Edith!” she remarked 
mechanically, Iter thoughts far away. 

“ flow Stilly manages the coals 1 can't think,” said Edith, 
turning to her confidentially. “She comes in and throws 
on half a seuttli full as if expense were of no moment what¬ 
ever. It is of no use saying anything : you know Stilly. 
I can’t imagine how she gets half the things that she does, 
unless—it has crossed me at times to think it—Aunt 
Margaret supplies her with money. Only I don’t see where 
Aunt Margaret can get it from herself.” 

“What has Wilfred gone to Great Gross for*?” asked 
Maria, paying no attention to all this. 

“To see some lawyer, he said, jle was talking rather 
strangely before he went out, declaring that we should soon 
be rich now. I don’t‘think he can be well.” 

“ How has ho been?” inquired Maria, her heart beating 
a shade quicker. 

“ So very restless —I should say, nervous, if I were 
talking of a woman,” replied the poor unconscious wife. 
“ When people have knocked at the door, he has peeped out 
to see who they were: twice he bolted the room door, and 
stood with his back against it. T asked him what he feared, 
why he was so agitated, but could get nothing out o,f"him. 
He has seemed frightened at his own shadow.” 

' Terrible confirmation! Maria’s henj-t went on beating. 
One thing she did wonder at: that Mrs. Lester did not 
allude to the occurrence at the Hall. 

“ Sally has seemed fidgety too, to-day. She would 
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scarcely open tlio <loor to people, but answered/thom from 
the window. I lieard lier talking so crossly to- Wilfred tins 
morning. I’m sure if lie’s ill, poor follow, ^hc need not bo 
cross toliim.” 

“ Perhaps Wilfred lias not bad a good night’s rest; if so, 
that might make him restless to-day,” stammered poor 
Maria. “ Did he go to bod early ? ” 

“Well, now, Maria, that's what I am unable to tell you. 
I went up at nine o’clock, fell asleep directly, and never 
woke until Morning. Hally says it is good for me, that my 
weakness is sleeping itself off." 

Maria rose to depart; and for all she had learnt she 
might as well not have come. She had stolen up almost 
like a criminal, hoping to gain some tidings, some little 
word of certainty, whether for good or for ill. Have; you 
ever been on the rack of some awful suspense, my render? 
Then you will understand Maria Lester's feeling. It is far 
worse to bear than the worst reality. 

Saying good-bye to Edith, she turned into the kitchen as 
she passed it. Sally was laying her mistress's modest tea- 
tray, and kept her back turned to Miss Lester with a great 
want of politeness, but that was nothing extraordinary for 
Hally. 

“ Mrs. Lester seems a little better, Hally,” observed 
Maria, absently fingering the corner of a cloth on which 
Hally was cutting some bread and butter. 

“Ugh!” growled Hally. “She might he better if folks 
would let her.” 

“ Where lias my brother gone to?” asked Maria, for she 
had not known whether or not to believe in tin; journey to 
Great Cross. 

Sally noted the sound of fear in tbo tone. Down went 
the knife and the loaf with a dash. 

“If something’s not done with him,wo shall all he mined 
together. He’s just going mad ; that’s what ho is: and 
unless he is got out of Duneslield, why—” 

The woman’s pause was more ominous than any words 
could have been. Maria’s answer was a low wail of 
entreaty. 
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“Oil, Sa ’v, toll me! Indeed I cannot bear suspense. 
Was be out fust night ? ” 

“Yes, lie wan. out, Miss Lester; and I wouldn’t toll you, 
but that It’s necessary somebody should be told and some-’ 
thing done. I winked, so to say, at the poaching ; that is, I 
kept my tongue still about him ; and 1 opened my mind to 
Miss Jiordillion : but it did no good, and now things have 
conic to a climax, lie went out last night -whilst I was up 
undressing my mistress, for she’s weak yet, poor child. 
When I came down he was gone : that was about nine. I 
waited here in the cold, for I had let my kitchen tire out, 
till going on for two in the morning, and then he came in 
with Mr. Lydnoy. I saw his hat this morning, Miss Lester, 
and of course it told mo what he had been at- hearing what 
took place in the night.” 

“ Saw his hat! ” faltered Maria. 

“That old felt thing that lie wears — indeed he him got no 
other. There had been black crape pinned on the inside of 
it,” continued the woman. “It had been torn out: but one 
pin and a bit of the edge was left.” 

Maria raised her trembling band to her brow, which was 
heating wildly. The disclosure was little more "than her 
fears had suggested, hut it turned her sick and faint. 
Visions of a felon’s bar, and Wilfivd standing at it, rose 
before her eyes ; Wilfred for whom she would willingly 
sacrifice herself. 

“ I took the pin out, and I burnt the edge,” added Sally. 
“ And I’m sure every knock at the door to-day has brought 
my heart into my mouth, tlynking it might he the officers of 
justice. If lie should be taken upon this. Miss Lester, it 
will just kijl his wife : slic’d he in the churchyard in a week. 
She has hoard nothing yet of the matter.” 

“ Has he really gone to Great Cross ¥ ” 

“Yes, I think he has. He wouldn’t dare to he aluiutj.ii 
Danoslield, I fancy; a rare fright he lias .been in all day 
indoors ! I haven’t said a word to him u it’s got too serious 
for me now.” 

“What should have brought Mr. Lyducy with him?” 
cried Maria, with hesitation. 
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Sally threw back her lieail with a short la^gh. “ And 
they’ve taken him up, I hear, for breaking into the Hall? 
The fools! not to see that Mr. Lydney is different to .that. 
I could tell them a tale, if I chose to open iny mouth. 
Why, lie has just been the salvation of my master till now; 
looking after him night and day to keep him straight! Mr. 
Lydney was here for an hour with him after he brought 
him home, never going away till near three o’clock: lie 
was on the watch for him last night; I heard so much; 
but couldn’t' find what he was up to till the mischief was 
done. Yes, Mr. Lydney did go into the Ilall,” added Hally, 
fiercely addressing an imaginary audience straight before 
her, “ but it was to get my master out of it.” 

‘•He told mo he would try and take care of him,” said 
Maria, very softly. 

“And he has taken care of him; in a manner, if all was 
known, that few men would take care of another,” cried 
Sally, who had worked herself into a passion. “ And 
where’s been the good of it, with such an ending as this?” 

Maria stood shivering. 

“ Whatever will be done, Sally ? Mr. Lydney can’t suffer 
for him, you know.” 

“ It’s beyond me to tell what will be done,” retorted 
Hally, crustily. “ I have been half mad sinco I heard he 
was took up : old (land told me when he was bringing the 
shrimps for missis’s tea. I think—I do think he’d be 
generous enough to go to prison, rather than tell on Mr. 
Wilfred; but your brother, he’s generous in his way too, 
Miss Lester : and what I’m fearing is, that the moment ho 
gets home from Great Cross, and hears what has happened, 
he’ll go right off and tell the truth to the police,,so that Mr. 
Lydney may be released. Hasn’t my foolishness come home 
to me! ” 

Your foolishness ? ” returned Maria, surprised at the 
avowal. , 

“ Well, yes, MissoLcstcr. I was soft enough to cncourago 
them in their plan of getting married, telling them I’d servo 
them, and do the work of two servants. Truth was, I took 
their part agaiis.st ( the cruelty of Squire Lester and his fine 



MADE PRISONER. 


397 


wife, and i' x loved Mr. Wilfred as a boy of my own over 
since I nu :ed him. It serves me right. But I never 
thought he’d turn out like this.” 

“Sally, do you know why lie—my brother—did it? what 
his object was ? ” 

“ Not I,” crossly responded the woman. “ I supposo 
they were all going shares in the plate, and anything else 
they could carry away. When a gentleman begins to go 
from bad to worse, ho doesn’t stop at much.” 

Thero seemed no comfort anywhere, and Maria departed 
witji her dread. The evening was drawing on. In every 
tree she feared an enemy: in every turn of tho road an 
ambush : even now tho officers of justice might be searching 
for her brother. Some hours had gone on since William 
Lydney was taken, and he had perhaps declared the truth. 

When she reached home, she found a servant holding tho 
door open for her father to come forth. Mr. Lester appeared 
to be in some commotion. Never, except when he had 
expelled Lydney, had Maria seen him so angry. 

“ Set at liberty a prisoner committed by me for an outrago 
on my house! ” he exclaimed. “ How could Bent dare to do 
it ? I’ll have him taken back again.” • 

Ho passed Maria in a fury, never noticing her. “ What 
is it?” she asked of the servant. , 

“ Well, miss, there’s a report that Mr. Lydney is sot at 
liberty,” was the man’s’ reply. “ My master is gone to seo 
about it. Ho and my Lord Dane told Bent to-day they 
wouldn't hear of bail.” 

With a beating heart, and a confused idea, Maria ran 
after her father. Mr. Lester heard the steps, and turned. 

“ Papa, papa! ” she exclaimed, hardly knowing what she 
said or what she ought to say, “ hear me for a moment. 
Don’t pursue this matter further. If they have released 
Mr. Lydney, or if they are thinking of releasing Imp*, lot 
it be so. We have lost nothing from the Hall; don’t 
pursue it.” 

“ Release Lydney! not pursue tho matter! ” reiterated 
Mr. Lester, staring at her. “ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Ho is not guilty, papa ; he is not what ydu think him.” 
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“Your reasons for saying tliis, young lady?” was the 
sarcastic rejoinder of Mr. Lester, suppressing liis auger. 

“ I—I have none, that I can give,” she answered, her 
countenance terribly distressed. “ Except—except tho con¬ 
viction of my own heart.” 

“ The conviction of your folly,” exclaimed Mr. Lester. 
“ You ought to feel shame, even to mention the name of this 
man. I will pursue him to—to tho death,” added Mr. 
Lester, using a strong word in tho moment’s heat. 

“ Oh, papa, don’t, don't! ” she exclaimed, and bursting 
into tears. “Lot well alone; let it die away. You don’t 
know what you may do or what dreadful secrets it might 
bring to light. Has it never struck you that some one else 
may have been concerned in this, instead of Mr. LydneyV” 

“ Why, what do you mean ? ” he asked in consternation, 
not so much at the words as at her very strange manner. 
“Are you going mad?” 

“ I dare not say what I mean,—I dare not say it. lint, 
papa, if you have any regard for your own honour and 
happiness, you will not press for an investigation into tho 
affair of last night.” 

Hire retreated towards the house as she spoke. Mr. Lester 
looked after her in angry perplexity. 

A miserable suspicion that she had become attached to 
this adventurer, Lydtiey, was stealing over him. But tho 
eyes of Mr. Luster’s mind were blinded, and he never cast 
a thought to the possibility that she was afraid for any one 
else, or that his own son Wilfred could have taken any part 
in the previous night’s work. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

THK DRAI) IN LfKK. 

Tv the invalid’s room at the Bailors’ Rest—for so they had 
taken to calling tho chamber tenanted so long by the sick 



THE DEAD IN LIFE. 


aoo 


stranger—‘-at Mr. Homo in a fever of expectation. ITe was 
not a man .. ccustomcd to be crossed or contradicted, or to 
wait for the fulfilment of bis mandates: lie had waited in 
ill-disguised infyatienco for the return of Mr. Apperly to 
Daneshcld, and now that he had returned, Mr. Home had 
peremptorily demanded him. 

The lawyer came hustling in at last, marshalled by Mrs. 
Ravensbird. Me—carrying his own umbrella and hers— 
had overtaken her as she was turning into the Sailors’ Rest. 
Not a word spoke she as she showed him into the room and 
shut the door upon him. Ravensbird was standing near the 
sofa occupied by the sick man, their backs to the door. 
The lawyer, summoned in such peremptory haste, was full 
of nothing lmt some will that was to be made. He stepped 
round to the front of the sofa, speaking as he went. 

“ I am sorry to hear you arc seriously ill, sir,” he began. 
“ Mr. Home, 1 believe.” 

The invalid raised his head and threw his eyes upon him. 
Mis high features, somewhat attenuated now by suffering, 
his keen eyes, and his silver hair, formed a fine picture. 
Mr. Apperly gazed at him, and then backed a few paces, 
astonishment mingled with terror on liis eountenau.ee. 

“ Good heavens ! ” lie uttered, as ho wiped his brow. “ It 
--it—can it be ? It is Captain Dane! come to life again.” 

“ No, sir,” rejoined the invalid, very sharply for one so 
ill. “ It is not Captain Dane. I am Lord Dane. And so 
I have been ever since my father’s death.” 

The lawyer was utterly bewildered, as well he might, be. 
He turned from the invalid to Ravensbird, from Ravcnsbird 
to the invalid. 

“ Is it a dream ? ” he gasped. 

“ It is not a dream,” said Ravensbird. “ It is my old 
master, sure enough ; my lord now. 1 have been proud to 
know it ever since the day after the shipwreck.” 

Have you lieen prepared for it, too, reader? It \fas 
indeed, Harry Dane. The fall had not killed him, and you 
will hear presently how he escaped ; lmt there is matter on 
hand to relate first, that will not tarry. He had been living 
ever since in the New World, chiefly travelling from place 



400 


LADY ADELAIDE. 


to pluco; and completely unconscious that the Lord Duno 
reiguing at the old house was not his brother Geoft'ry. 

“ Why you—you—arc supposed to be lying in the 1 Lues- 
hold vaults, sir—my lord ! ” exclaimed Mr. Apperly. “ Good¬ 
ness me ! ” ho broke off in his former hot fashion. “ If you 
are in truth Lord Dane, who is ho—the other Lord Dane— 
at the castle ? ” 

“ If I am in truth Lord Dane! ” retorted the invalid. 
“ What do you mean, Apperly ? I am my father’s son.” 

“Yes, yes,*of course; but these sudden changes confuse 
me,” cried the perplexed lawyer. “ Who is he at the castle, 
I say? I can’t collect my senses. Were you really not 
killed, my lord ? ” 

“ If I was killed I came to life again,” said Lord Dane, 
intending the words as a joke. “ Ho at the castle is plain 
Herbert Dane, and has, in actual right, never been anything 
else. I’m afraid he won’t like being deposed after enjoying 
his honours so long. But now-” 

“And how were you saved?” interrupted the lawyer, 
unable to realize the position yet. 

“I was saved by Colonel Moncton, and conveyed on board 
his yacht to America. And I had not the remotest suspicion, 
until I was shipwrecked on this coast a few weeks ago, that 
I had any right to the honours of my ancestors, or that my 
brother Geoft'ry was dead. That’s sufficient explanation for 
you for the present, Apperly ; and now to business, for there 
are matters on hand that arc very pressing. First of all— 
Do you enlist on my side, or on that of Herbert Dane, should 
there be litigation between us ? ” 

“ There cannot be litigation, if you mean as to your rights,” 
returned the lawyer impulsively. “ Lord Dane—I mean 
Mr. Herbert--could not hold out against you for an hour.” 

“But I don’t mean as to my rights,” was the rejoinder, 
given with quiet equanimity. “Just answer my question, 
will you, Apperly—and bear in mind that every moment of 
time is precious—will you act as my legal adviser, or as his 
whom you call Lord Dane ? ” 

“As if there could bo a question, my lord! As yours, 
of course; it is my natural right. With Lord—with Mr. 
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Herbert I ha* j uot been very cordial; or rather, ho has not 
with me; a * ho now chiefly employs Mr. Lester’s solicitor.” 

“.Good. lad yon decided the other way, things for me 
might have ebon difficult yet to sot straight. About that 
lost box, Apperly V I must haves it found.” 

“ Young Lydney’s,” remarked the lawyer in reply. “ And 
a fine row he lias been making over it, I hear.” 

“Ah ! lint it’s not his; it is mine.” 

“ Yours, my lord ! ” cried Mr. Apperly, after a pause. 
“ Then that explains the mystery of the thousand pounds 
reward. That a fellow such as Lydney should oiler it, 
astonished Danoshohl not a little.” 

“ How do you mean,” ‘ a fellow such as Lydney V ’ ” cried 
Lord Dane, sharply talcing up the words. 

“ Well, of course it has been suspected what sort of a 
character ho is —although ho did happen to be your lordship’s 
fellow-passenger, and was saved with you from the wreck. 
However his career’s cut short now, and he is in safe custody, 
llont has walked him off to the station-house.” 

“Walked Mr. Lydney off to the station-lionse!” ex¬ 
claimed Kavensbird, while Lord Dane's eyes assumed an 
ominous expression, as they looked at the lawyer for ex¬ 
planation. 

“ Deports have been abroad some .time, I find, connecting 
him with the poachers,” said Mr. Apperly; “ hut he has now 
got himself into real trouble. He and three more, with 
blackened faces, broke into Squire Lester’s last night, after 
the plate: hut they were fortunately disturbed before they 
could carry it off. Lydney was the only one recognised, 
and he is given into custody.” 

“ How dare you so traduce him, and in my presence ? ” 
cried LofU Dane, his countenance flashing with wrath. 
“ You don’t know what you are saying, Mr. Apperly. Are 
you aware who ho is ? ” 

“ Not I, my lord. I know nothing about him, except that 
his name's Lydney —as ho says. Danoshelrl looks nnon him 
ns an adventurer.” 

“ Ho will be Danosheld’s chief, sir ; I can tell you that,” 
returned his lordship, with emotion. “ Ah, you may stare, 

Lady Adelaide. 
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but ho will. He is my own lawful son, and will be my Lord 
Dane beforo very long, for I fear that my days are 
numbered.” 

“ Why, it is mystery upon mystery! ” exclaimed Mr. 
Appcrly, who certainly did stare, in no measured degree, 
and grew hotter every minute. “ lie goes by the name of 
William Lyduey.” 

“ He is my own son, T tell you—the Honourable Geoftry 
William Lyduey Dane. Geoftry is his first name, but wo 
have always called him William : my wife, a lady of French 
extraction, used to say her lips would not pronounce the 
Geoftry. And you assert that ho is in custody ! Ah, well! 
that will bo soon set to rights,” concluded Lord Dane, 
leaning back on the sofa, and calming down from his 
excitement. 

“ He certainly was in Mr. Lester’s house with the others; 
he does not deny it,” debated the lawyer, hopelessly 
puzzled. 

“ Then, sir, he was there for some good and legitimate 
purpose,” cried Lord Dane, with dignity. “ I know nothing 
of the matter; he has not confided it to mo ; but T can take 
upon myself to answer for so much. Pshaw, sir ! talk of 
housebreaking in connection with William Dane, one of the 
best and most honourable of men. Once more let me beg of 
you to listen to me,” resumed the invalid. “ That boX, 
about which so much commotion has been made, was 
originally my mother’s, Lady Dane’s. The initials stood 
for her maiden name, Verona Vincent Vernor; she was a 
niece, as you may remember, of General Vincent’s, and his 
name was given to her. There’s not the least doubt that 
Herbert Dane recognized the box os it stood on the beach ; 
he had seen it many times, and he know that my mother’s 
brother, young Vernor, had caused the Maltese cross to bo 
added ,to it in a freak. This box, as it happened, I had left 
in Canada when ,1 came over to England on that last visit. 
Herbert Dane, when- ho recognized it on the beach, must 
havo been attacked with some vague fears, which caused 
him to convey the box to the Castle. He may have thought 
his victim was coining to life again to accuse him.” 
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“ His victim! ” c tort Mr. Ajiperly. 

“ Yos,liis viet, :. It was ho who threw mo over the cliff; 
Mr. Herbert Dam-, Not intentionally; I admit that; but 
he suffered my faithful friend and servant here,” touching 
Ravonsbirrt, “ to he suspected and accused of it. I know 
not what he may have feared, and it does not matter what; 
lie took the hex, and is keeping it. And now, Appcrly, to 
my chief business with you. Are there, to your knowledge, 
any secret places in the Castle, where such a thing might ho 
hidden away ? ” 

“ Yes, there are,” was the prompt reply. “ old Lord Dane 
—your father—once showed them to me. In the trestle- 
closet in the strong-room—the death-room as we used to 
call it—there's a secret spring; touch it, and it moves a 
sliding panel, leading to several small hiding-places.” 

“ Then that’s where my hex is! ” cried Lord Dane. 
“ Young Beecher told William he had heard the castlo 
contained such hiding-places, hut I doubted it. And that’s 
why I have been waiting for you. I thought you’d he sure 
to know. It's strange my father never told me of them.” 

“ 1 don’t think he much eared to allude to them: there 
was an old tale that one of the lords of Dane had been in 
league with smugglers,” replied SJr. Appcrly. “ It was 
partly through accident that he informed me. I showed the 
place to the present Lord after lie came into the title.” 

“ Very well. How can wo best get at that box, 
Appcrly V ” 

“ lie may have destroyed it,” was the answer. 

“ I think not. He eoul'd not open it without the key, 
which is a sure one. William had it in his pocket-book 
when lie Aus saved. And to break it open might cause 
more noise and trouble than would be convenient to give, in 
a household, to’ Rtolon property.” 

“ And what was in the box ? ” asked Mr. Appcrly. 

• “ Instead of asking particulars, which may be left till 
later, suppose you apply yourself exclusively to the matter 
iu hand,” suggested Lord Dane, with a touch of the llano 
peremptoriness. “ How is this box to he .got out of tlio 
Oastle ? 
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“ I see only one way, my lord: your declaring yourself. 
Once you show yourself at the Castle, you are its master.” 

“ Ah! but I would rather get the box first, if there s a 
possibility of doing it,” remarked Lord Dane, “I wish I 
had a clever detective here ! They find their way to every¬ 
thing.” 

“ There’s one in Daneshcld at this moment,” said Mr. 
Apperly. “ What his business hero may be, I don’t know, 
but I saw him pass my office this afternoon, and recognised 
him : ho did some business for me once.” 

The lawyer spoke in all unconsciousness of recent events, 
or that the detective had been for nearly a week at the 
Castle; ltavcnsbird listened, equally ignorant that Mr. 
Blair, the great London banker, could be tjio gentleman 
alluded to. 

“ Couldn’t you bring him to me'? ” said Lord Dane. 

“ I might try,” replied Mr. Apperly. “ He may have left 
again, for all I can tell; if not I don’t know where to look 
for him.” 

“ Go out and try,” urged Lord Dane. “ I must have that 
box; and there’s my son in custody for felony: things are 
coming to a pretty pass. Go at once, sir,” lie added, with 
authority ; “ and don’t open the budget to the man yourself; 
leave that for me to do. 1 ’ 

The lawyer had no choice but to obey. No end of 
curiosity was racking his brain, and the temptation to look 
into Mrs. Ravensbird's parlour and have “just a word with 
her” was irresistible. The motive was not either great or 
good, but it was destined to be rewarded. Standing there, 
talking to Mrs. Kavensbird, was Mr. Blair. The lawyer 
seemed to come in for nothing but surprises. 

“ It’s my Lord Dane’s banker, Mr. Blair,” said Sophie, 
glancing significantly at Mr. Apperly as she mentioned tho 
title. “ He has been visiting his lordship at the Castle.” 

Mr. Apperly had heard my lord’s banker was visiting 
him ; but— this the banker ? He looked at the detective : 
and the latter, seeing ho was recognised, quietly mado a sign 
to him and placed his finger on his lips. 

Mr. Blair’s busi less in Daneshcld was over. As Lydney, 
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through ttic pr-vipitancy of Squire Lester, was in custody, 
Bent must deal vi'h the affairs of that adventurer now. Mr. 
Blair could not. together fathom things ; ho and Lord Dane 
entertained adVc,- >o opinions on trifling points, and they had 
parted coolly. Mr. Blair, on his way to the station, had 
called in to say a word of adieu at the Sailors’ Best and to 
sip a final petit verre. The lawyer took him aside : said 
that a client of his, staying at present in that very inn, had 
need of the services of a detective, and inquired of Mr. Blair 
if ho would then see him. 

“ I must promise that you will have to act against Lord 
Dane, though in what manner I do not precisely understand 
myself,” observed the lawyer. “ Will your jirivnto feelings 
allow you to do so ?” 

“ An officer must have no private feelings,” was Mr. 
Blair’s reply. “ Lord Dane demanded a detective from 
town, and 1 was sent down. My business with him is 
concluded; and if I am required by another party, I have 
neither wish nor plea for refusing, whether my services may 
be put in requisition against Lord Dane, or against any 
other lord. I am at your service.” 

They went upstairs at once. Lord Dane was tliqn standing 
by the fire, talking to Bavensbird ; who, by the way, might 
have been surprised at the banker's developing into a 
detective, had it been in his nature to ho surprised at any- 
• thing. Mr. Apperly remarked that lie had soon found his 
man, and introduced him as Mr. Blair. 

“ Sir,” said the peer, turning upon him his fine free 
and form, “ I have need of advice and assistance against 
Herbert Dane— Lord Dafto as ho is called. Can you aid 
me ? ” 

“ I do flot know,” was Mr. Blair’s reply. “ I can inform 
you whether anything can bo done, if yon will put me in 
possession of the circumstances. Mr. Home, I believe ? ” 

“ No, sir. When I was in want of a temporary name, I 
called myself Home; but it may be dropped now. I am 
Lord Dane.” 

The detective gave a slight cough; impressed with the 
belief that the gentleman before him was labouring under a 
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mania, and required a keeper rather than a police officer. 
His eye glanced at Mr. Appcrly. 

“His lordship says rightly,” observed the latter. “He is 
the true Lord Dane.” 

“ The true veritable William Ilcnry Lord Dane, only 
surviving son of the old Lord Dane, of whom you may have 
heard,” continued the peer. “ You look astonished, Mr. 
Jllair : I thought police officers were surprised at nothing- 
You may probably have learnt, Mr. Detective, that Captain 
the Honourable William Henry Dane went over the cliff one 
moonlight night, by accident or by treachery, and lost his 
life ; that his body, turned irp by the sea some weeks after¬ 
wards, was buried in the family vault! ” 

“ I have heard this,” replied Mr. Blair. 

“Well, sir—but have the goodness to take a seat whilst 
you listen,” interrupted the poor. “ I, William Henry Lord 
Dane, did not die in that fall : I was saved, and carried to 
America in a friend’s yacht; and I have lived there ever 
sinco, always believing that the peer who succeeded my 
father, and reigned hero at Dane Castle, was my elder 
brother, Geoti'ry Dane. Kir, he who threw me over the cliff 
was Herbert Dane, at present called Lord Dane.” 

The detective raised his eyes a little, but did not other¬ 
wise interrupt. 

“ I saw English journals occasionally,” continued Lord 
Dane. “ I knew that my mother was dead, that my father was 
dead, and that ‘ Geoffry, Lord Dane,’ as the papers called it, 
succeeded him and reigned : and it never occurred to me to 
suspect it was not my brother Geoffry. Had I known it was 
Herbert, and that I myself was tin; true Lord Dane, the first 
and fleetest steamer would have brought me over. T had 
not been friendly with my brother Geoffry; nevertheless I 
wrote to him after his (supposed) succession ; I received no 
reply to that letter, and I resented it in my. heart with a 
haughty, resentment, and would not write again. Ah! wo 
are prone to indulge such feelings, but punishment is sure to 
overtake us sooner or da ter. After the lapse of years, when 
I found my health failing, I deemed it right to return home 
at once. I had never heard of Lord Dane’s marriage, and 
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my son, after nv\ was tlio direct licir. Wo took our passago 
in the Wind; l.y^oor servant was drowned in lior, lint I 
and my son wci saved from the wreck, as you may liave 
heard—” 

“Your son 9 ” Blair interrupted, speaking for tlio first 
time. 

“Yes, sir, my son,” returned the narrator, his clioler 
rising. “The gentleman who had hecn ordered into custody 
to-day by George Lester, on a charge of midnight plundering 
is my son.” 

“ By Jove ! ” exclaimed Mr. Blair, astonished for once in 
his life. N 

“William happened to liave his pocket-book about him 
when wo were saved. In it were letters of credit and oilier 
papers; so that wo have boon at no inconvenience of that 
nature. And now you are naturally wondering why I did 
not at once declare myself. I will toll you. For many 
hours I was so ill and shaken that I could only remain quiet 
and avoid excitement. Before that was over, I learned, to 
my unbounded astonishment and vexation, that it was 
Herbert Dane who had succeeded instead of my brother. I 
thought it necessary to he cautions ; T continued, very ill, 
fearing excitement, which is so pernicious to my complaint, 
and I was hoping the box would come up from the sea. My 
early marriage, sir, had been a private one. I married in 
Canada, when I first -went out, the daughter of a French 
merchant who had settled there. She was wedded to me in 
secret, unknown to her father, whose hatred to the Fnglish 
was so great that any attempt to obtain his consent would 
have been hopeless. My wife lived on unsuspected at her 
father’s house, making plausible absences from it occasionally. 
During on® of these William was horn, and was christened 
Geoffry William Lyduey. Her father died, leaving her a 
very largo fortune, and close, upon it she died, and the 
money became my son’s. I am giving you*only the 1 leads, 
Mr. Detective,” broke off Lord Dane ; “ tlnJre is no time for 
the details. I had no particular motivf, for concealing my 
marriage from my own family, except that I knew thero 
would be great reproach in store for me on the score of my 
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wife's being a merchant's daughter. When I was last at 
homo I disclosed the fact of my being a widower to Lady 
Adelaide Errol, whom I was then wishing to marry. I did 
not toll her of the boy: but I should have declared all 
ojienly both to her and my family before the preliminaries 
of my marriage with her were agreed upon—in fact, the 
settlements would have necessitated it. Well, I was pitched 
over the cliff: that is, I and Herbert Dane were scuflling 
together, and an unlucky blow of his—not an intentional 
one, I am sure—sent me over. I was found by my friend 
Colonel Moncton, carried on board his yacht, and thence on 
to America. All that is of the past : it need not be enlarged 
upon : but I come now to the point. That box, east up 
from the wreck, is, I know, in Dane Castle: how can I got 
it out of it ? " 

Mr. Blair drew his chair a few inches nearer to Lord 
Dane : his part was beginning now. 

“Herbert Dane must have recognised the box. My 
mother gave it me when I first went out with my regiment 
to Canada, and the very day I was putting my papers and 
best treasures into it, Herbert Dane, then a young boy of 
ten or so, stood by and helped me. I remember that the 
cross on the box surmounting the three V.’s particularly 
drew' his attention; and my mother told him how she had 
once lent the box to a brother of hers, and it came back to 
her thus decorated. Why, sir, that box is valuable as a 
family relic, if for nothing else : but its present contents 
are to mo i>ricolcss, for my son’s sake.” 

“Permit me,” said Mr. Blair, interposing. “Will your 
lordship inform me what its contents were when you had it 
on board V” „ 

“ They were varied, sir. Papers and documents relating 
to my property in America, and to that of my son. My will 
was also in it. All these can bo replaced ; but it might bo 
less easy to replace the testamentary papers of my marriage 
and my son’s birth. « And, sir, if that birth wore questioned, 
if it could not bo proved, Mr. Herbert Dane would be my 
legal heir, and succeed to the position ho has so long un¬ 
justly enjoyed. , That, box has been the cause of my remain- 
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ing on in this lionsc in secrecy and seclusion,” continued 
Lord Dano. “ J '.ever intended, you may be sure, to return 
home otherwise^ an openly, as my own proper self; but 
the moment the li -"' -bout had saved us—for which wc may 
thank young Lester—came the knowledge that we were 
thrown on this coast—Danesheld. 1 gave William a hint 
to bo (juiot; I was feeling so ill; and afterwards, as I have 
told you, the news burst upon me that he who reigned as 
baron was Herbert Dane: and next came his theft of the 
box.” 

“He could not possibly have known the contents of the 
box tliCn,” observed Mr. Blair, musingly. “ What was his 
motive for taking it, 1 wonder ? ” 

“I don’t know. My theory is this: that the sight of the 
box frightened him ; that some vague fear attacked him of 
the past being about to be brought to light—1 mean as to 
his share in my supposed death. I don’t know what else it 
can have been: a man with a secret remorse on his 
conscience is always in fear, more or less ; and the sight of 
the box must have recalled me forcibly to his remembrance. 
Perhaps Lady Adelaide Lester disclosed my early marriage 
to him, and he may have; feared an heir would turn up to 
depose him.” 

“ Your lordship speaks of a letter you wrote to your 
brother; do you think Mr. Herbert Dano received that, and 
knows you are in existence?” 

“ I cannot tell. Will you, now that you are in possession 
of my story so far—and these witnesses,” pointing to 
llavensbird and Mr. Appcrly, “ will corroborate it—help 
me with your advice as to regaining possession of the box ? ” 

“ Certainly I will.” 

“ Good. Will you also get my son released from 
custody ? ” 

“Yes, I think I can do that. Upon condition that lie 
will, to myself privately, account for his presence last night 
with those men in Mr. Lester’s house.” 

Lord Dane raised his head. “ I know nothing about it,” 
he said, “ but I do know that William is of the kindest and 
piost honourable nature, All his spare tjmo is spent in 
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looking after that ill-used son of Mr. Lester’s —in trying to 
keep him straight, poor follow; and I ilaro say he was after 
him last night. I’ll give you a pencilled line to him, 
tolling him to confide in you. He may do fit?” questioned 
Lord Dane : “ I mean as to this unhappy young Lester? ” 

“ In all security. I’ll listen as a friend, not as a detective. 
Perhaps I had hotter go there at once, whilst I think about 
the other matter, upon which 1 will give your lordship my 
advice when I return.” 

Meanwhile William Lydncy—if we may still call him so 
—sat waiting in the station-house, in the prisoners’ room. 
Not caring to disturb his father with the news of his 
incarceration, he had done nothing but despatch messengers 
for Mr. Appcrly. The sudden opening of the door gave 
him hopes that the lawyer had at length arrived ; but it 
proved to be only Lord Dane’s banker, Mr. lllair. 

“ I bring you a line from Lord Dane,” began Mr. Blair, 
putting the folded paper in his hand. 

William looked at it, and then at his visitor. 

“ From whom did you say ? ” 

“ From the true Lord Dane,” was the answer, given in a 
low tone, “ and 1 believe I have now the honour of speaking 
to the future lord. Your father, in that note, bids you 
confide in mo— lie has done so. Perhaps it may bo in my 
power to order your release.” 

“But what can you possibly have to do with it?” ex¬ 
claimed the prisoner. “You are a friend of—of him at the 
castle—his town banker.” 

“You have been flourishing in Dancsheld under false 
colours, Mr. Dane; so have I. I am not Lord Dane’s 
banker—the title will slip out—and how the report got 
wind is more than I can say. I am one of' the chief 
detective officers of the police force. Your father has called 
in my aid to assist him, and I am ready to assist you. 
First of all: What took you to Mr. Lester’s with those 
companions last night ? ” 

“ I cannot explairf; I cannot tell you anything about it,” 
was the quick response. 

“ You were not with them ?—joining with them ? ” 
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“ I! ” returned William Dane, as haughtily as any Dane 
laid oyer spoken. “ You intimated just now your cognizance 
of my rank! I J not forget it, I assure you, neither am I 
likely*to disgrace^ .’’ 

“Will you give m. your reasons for not confiding in me? ” 

“ T don’t object to doing tliat. Tt is because I could not 
declare the truth without compromising other people.” 

“Just so: you allude to young Lester, Mr. Dane. Ilut 
now, I give you my promise that anything you may say shall 
not harm him. X have not been in Daneshold without 
acquiring an insight into its gossip ; it lies in hiy business 
to do so ; and I know and suspect nearly as much about 
that misguided young gentleman as you can tell me. 1 
fancy lie was the chief actor in tliat affair last night, not 
you. Though how he could so far forget himself as to go 
stealing his father’s plate docs surprise me.” 

William Dane saw that the best plan would be to confide 
the whole truth to the experienced man before him. And he 
did so. Poor ill-judging Wilfred Lester—though more 
hardly judged by others than he deserved, emphatically 
pronounced his friend—had not broken in after the silver, 
but after his own deed; it was in defending the silver from 
attack that the discovery took place : lie told all. 

“ These facts ought to be confided to Squire Lester,” 
observed Mr. Blair. “ X’or his son’s sflke he cannot pursue 
this.” 

, “ I am not sure but Squire Lester would deem it all the 
more reason for pursuing it,” was the reply. “He is 
bitterly set against his son. No, I would rather stay where 
I am than betray Wilfred Letter. Tie saved my life and my 
father’s.” 

“ You seejn wonderfully easy under your captivity,” re¬ 
marked Mr. Blair, gazing at the calm good-looking face. 

“ A man with .liis conscience at peace is generally easy 
under most circumstances. As to the accusation against 
me, I have only to point to the Sailors’ Itost,jind say there’s 
the'true Lord Dane, returned to assume bis rights, and you 
may know me for his son. Daneshchl would soon scatter 
the charge to the winds,” 
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“ I tliink I can scatter it myself, so far as your detention 
goes,” returned Mr. Blair. “ Come with me.” 

He led the way into the front room, where Bent sat 
writing. The latter rose sharply at seeing his prisoner 
come out. That he secretly favoured young Lydnoy was 
true ; hut not to the length of showing him outward favour, 
now he was committed. 

“I am about to relieve you of your prisoner, Bent,” 
quietly observed Mr. Blair. “ This gentleman has satisfied 
me of his innocence, and he must be set at liberty.” 

“ Where’s the authority for it? ” asked Bent, after a pause 
of blank consternation. 

“ Your authority is that you arc bound to obey my orders,” 
was the conclusive reply. 

“ But how I am to answer for it to my Lord Dane and to 
Squire Lester ? ” cried the unhappy inspector, believing him¬ 
self to be an excessively ill-used man. “ They’ll be on to 
me with all sorts of pains and penalties.” 

“ Refer them to me,” said Mr. Blair. “ Pass out, sir.” 

Ho held the door open as he spoke, and bowed to the ex¬ 
prisoner to precede him. There was a suspicion of deference 
in the bow that caught the attention of the inspector. Had 
he possessed ten eyes he could not have stared away his 
perplexity. Mr. Lydnoy looked back, laughing. 

“ It’s all right, Bent. The time may come when you will 
find it so.” 


CHAPTER XXXIT. 

IN TIIB THKSTLR-CMWET. 

As a matter of coprsc, news of the arrest of Mr. Lydnoy had 
spread all over Danesheld. Therefore, to see him at liberty, 
walking side by side with my Lord Dane’s banker, created 
no small surprise; and the popular opinion arrived at was 
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that the wealth; financier must liavo become bail for him. 
Quito a queue f 'lowed tliem along the street; and one 
kindly officious up. ■■ flew off at the top of his speed to toll the 
news to Squire Lo. -.or. 

But, as Mr. IJlsiir and his companion wore on tlio point of 
turning down to the Sailors’ Rest, who should come swing¬ 
ing along the middle of the road but my Lord Dane. To 
describe his amazement when he saw Lydney at large would 
be altogether beyond tin; power of pen. Taking a full 
minute to make sure his vision was not deceiving him, ho 
made a sign to Mr. Blair, whom ho was nearly as much sur¬ 
prised tl> see. Lord Dane was not in the best of humours; 
for the absence of result in the detective’s visit to Daneshehl 
rested on his mind as an unsatisfactory failure; neither had 
liis parting witli that functionary been as cordial as their 
meeting. 

“What is the meaning of this?” lie haughtily demanded. 
“Who has dared to liberate that man?” 

Mr. Blair turned off the jiathway. Lydney, slightly raising 
his hat—and Lord Dane took the action, meant in courtesy, 
to be one of mockery - strolled gently on. 

“ Circumstances have come to my knowledge, Lin'd Dane, 
since the proceedings at Squire Lester’s which render it 
inexpedient that Mr. Lydney should be kept in custody. I 
have deemed it my duty to release him.” 
e “ What do you mean ? ” returned Lord Dane. “ Circum¬ 
stances ? ” 

“ They have, indeed : Mr. Lydney is not guilty.” 

“ I think you must be out of your mind,” slowly ejaculated 
Lord Dane. “Not guilty! Why there never were plainer 
proofs of gjiilt! Do you know that in thus releasing him 
you are setting us all at defiance ?— myself, Mr. Lester, the 
police, the—the.law itself? ” 

“ I am sorry to have had to do it. When the circumstances 

I speak of shall be explained-” , 

Circumstances explained! ” interrupted Lord Dane, too 
angry to listen further. “ What circumstances can excuso 
the evasion of justice—the releasing from custody of a 
guiLty man ? How dared Bent connive at Jit 2 ” 
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“ Bent In til no choice,” said Mr. Blair, “ When X issue 
orders he has not the power to disobey.” 

“ I will see whether he has the power” to disobey me,” 
foamed Lord Dane. “ I shall at once order him to retake 
this felon, under pain of dismissal from the force.” 

“I must submit—with all duo respect to your lordship— 
that it will he waste of time for you to do so. So long as 
I am here, I am chief of the police force, and Bent is my 
servant.” 

Lord Dane felt beaten on all sides. Never, since he 
became Lord Dane, had ho been so boarded, lie actually 
stood at bay. 

“ What do you do in Dancshehl still '! ” he presently 
demanded. “ You left my house for the station an hour 

“ True. But on my way to the station I fell in with a 
solicitor of this place, named Apperly, who put some 
business into my hands. Lord Dane, believe me, I have 
not ordered the release of this young man to annoy you—- 
why should X ?—but because I have learnt that the grounds 
on which ho was given into custody were mistaken ones; 
and some of us might eventually have got into trouble 
had he been detained. But I must wish your lordship 
good-evening, for 1 have pressing business awaiting me.” 

He turned away with a salute, leaving Ijord Dane 
standing helplessly. Hot him at defiance, the lord and the* 
chief of the county! IXis lordship privately believed that 
all the social institutions of life must bo coming to an end. 

lie strode on to the station and met Bent coming out of 
it. The best excuse that ill-used inspector could offer was, 
that he was nobody whilst Mr. Blair was at Daneslield. 

A political dinner, long looked forward to, was held that 
night in Danesheld, presided over bj one of the county 
members; he was supported on either side by Ijord Dane 
and Squire Lester. Neither of the two supporters were in 
a genial frame oi mind. The release of the prisoner 
Lydncy was an indisputable fact; and as yet Mr. Ijoster 
at least was utterly at sea in regard to it, for he had not 
been able to see Lent, 
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Whilst they were safely seated at table, Mr. Apperly 
might have heon seen walking at a sharp paee towards 
Dane* Castle. Ilis object was to make a call on Mr. llruff; 
and, as if fate wished to facilitate the courtesy, the lawyer 
found Mr. llruff standing at the gateway, taking the air 
there in his usual fashion, and without his hat. 

“ Good-evening, sir; I heard you had relumed,” said ho 
cheerily, for the advent of any acquaintance at these 
moments rejoiced the hutler’s heart. “ You’ve not come 
up to see my lord, I hope Mr. AppcTly ? He has gone to 
the dinner.” 

“ I come to see you, Bruff,” was the response. “ I want 
you to take a walk with mo.” 

“ A walk ? ” repeated Bruff. 

“ At the request of Lord Dane. Get your hat, and I’ll 
tell you about it as we go down. 'Say nothing in-doors.” 

“ Bruff came bustling out with his hat, and the lawyer 
set off at a very sharp pace again, back to Dancsheld. The 
portly butler could scarcely keep up with him. 

“ My lord’s not ill surely ! ” ho cried, thinking it must be 
either that, or that Mr. Apperly was walking for a wager. 
“ What can he want with me V ” 

“ He is very ill,” gravely responded Mr. Apperly. “ I— 
I fear, Bruff, that he will never be well again.” 

.Bruff stopped ; an idqa had occurred to him. 

• “ For heaven’s sake tell me the worst, Mr. Apperly! Ho 
is not dead, is lie ? ” 

“ No, no, no ; come along: he is as much alive as you or 
I. Why, he sent me for you, Bruff; there’s no time to lose. 
I said ill, not dead.” 

“ It was Ahiuking of the other night made me fear it,” 
returned Bruff, putting his best foot forward. “ My lord 
had been for a -walk on the heights—a lovely moonlight 
night it was, about a week ago—and I caught a glimpse ot 
his. faeo as he came in. Mr. Apperly, if *vcr you saw a 
corpse you might have thought he was fine then! his face 
was livid and so seared and strange I did not like to accost 
him. He looked like a man who-” 

“Had seen a ghost,”.interrupted the lawyef. 
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“ A ghost! ” returned I>ruff', disdainfully. “ Like a man 
wlio is attacked bv some mortal illness, I was going to say. 
Perhaps it’s the same thing to-night. Pray goodness lie 
gets over it.” 

“ I fancied you did not own to any ultra fondness for his 
lordship.” 

“ Not as I did for the past family,” spoke Bruit’, with 
something like emotion; “ especially for the old lord, and 
for Mr. Harry. I never did greatly like Mr. Herbert. But 
the rest are dead and gone, and he is Lord Dane. He is a 
good master.” 

“ Could the old family—any one of them—rise from their 
graves to lift', should you deem yourself bound to serve 
them or the present lord?” 

“ Why, tin: present lord would not bo Lord Dane in that 
case,” debated Bruit’, after a minute given to consideration. 
“ Where’s the use of bringing up impossibilities, Mr. 
Appcrly '! As if I should servo any one in the world but 
the old family were they living ! ” 

Mr. Apperly bore on with his quiet step and turned down 
to the Sailors’ Rest. Bruit’ looked his displeasure. 

“Js my lord so ill that they’ve brought him hero! It 
would not have been so much farther to his own house, if 
they must have moved him.” 

“ Come on and don’t grumble,” cried the lawyer. 

He marshalled Bruit' up the stairs and into the invalid’s 
chamber. Brnli’ cast an impatient glance around. He saw 
young Lydney, Ravensbird, Mr. Blair, and some one on 
the sofa whom he took only a passing look at. That ho 
bad supposed the one gentleman to bo in custody for house- 
breaking, and the other in the train half-way to London, 
did not much trouble him at the moment 

“ Whore is my lord ? ” he cried, anxiously. 

“ There,” said Mr. Apperly. 

Lord Dane came from tlio sofa and stood before Brnff 
with a smile. B ruff's face grow long as ho gazed, and'lie 
backed against the wall. Any one believing in ghosts had 
excited Mr. Brnff’s pitying contempt all his life : ho could 
not have assented that lie did not believe in one now. 
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“Don’t you know mo, Draff? I am real flesh and 
blood.” 

“ It—it’s the living image of what Mr. Harry once was, 
saving the hair! ” ejaculated Ilruff, staring from one to 
another in hopeless perplexity and some fear. “ But it can’t 
l>e! ” 

“ Yes, it can, Brnff. Mr. Harry was not killed by his fall 
over the cliff', and Mr. Harry is living still. I thought you 
would have known me better.” 

All! the voice came homo to his car. Could ho have 
mistaken other signs, ho could not mistake that. The water 
rushed into the man’s eyes, and his very hands trembled 
with emotion, as he knelt before Lord Dane. 

“ My lord ! my true and veritable lord ! I do know you ! ” 
he uttered, the tears streaming from In's eyes. 

Lord Dane took his hand and bade him rise. “ I shall 
not reign there long, Bruff; a short time will see mo where 
I am supposed to be—in the family crypt. But,” added 
Lord Dane, motioning his son towards him, and laying his 
hand upon his shoulder, “ I hope you will serve another as 
truly and loyally as you would have served me. This will 
be the Castle’s lord in the future.” 

“He is-?” 

“ Another Geoffry, Brnff; the Honourable Gooffry William 
Lydney Dane ; ho is my only son. Be faithful to him, for 
his father and grandfather’s sake.” 

“ I said ho was a chieftain,” answered Bruff, his delighted 
eyes glistening; “ the first time he ever came to the Castle 1 
saw he was born to be a chieftain. Miss Dane declared he 
was like my lady—she did, indeed ! ” 

“ Like imi mother ? Yes, the resemblance has struck me ; 
but he has the Dane features. Bruff, I require a service at 
your hands. Will you execute it?” 

“Ay, my lord; anything for you and.yours—though it 
should be to the laying down of my life.” 

“Understand first of all, Bruff, it ^ill involvo somo 
treachery to him at the Castle, your present master.” 

“ I can’t help it if it does,” was the old retainer’s answer. 

, “And. as to his being my master—I hopc»yt>u’ll never let 

Lady Adelaide. 27 
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me know auotlior master than you, my lord, wliilo you arc 
spared.” 

“ Good. I don’t like treachery myself, hut perhaps it’s 
excusable in some eases to meet treachery with treachery, 
lie has exercised it long enough. You don’t ask who it was 
that sent mo over the cliff.” 

Bruff did not ask even now. A dim suspicion was 
stealing over him. 

“ It was Herbert Dane. But not in treachery. The 
treachery touching that, lies in his having duped every one 
afterwards by passing himself off as innocent and uncon¬ 
scious. That is done and over; but something else 
remains. Where’s that box, Bruff 1 ?” 

“ T1 ie missing box ! ” said Bruff, shaking his head. “ My 
lord, I don’t know; I have never known.” 

“It was my box, Bruff, and my mother’s before me. I 
have reason to believe that Herbert Dane has that box 
secreted in the Castle. Mr. Blair—this gentleman—thinks 
you may perhaps get it out to-night, whilst your master is 
away at dinner. His opinion is worth listening to, Bruff, 
for ho is a detective officer.” 

Poor Bruffs face grew hot. The affable London banker, 
who had made quite a friend of him and encouraged him to 
talk, a detective ! "What might he not have said in his 
incaution ? And as to the box—Bruff could have taken an 
affirmation, there and then, that it was not in the Castle. 

Mr. Appcrly sot about enlightening him, telling of the 
secret places in the Castle, opening from the trestle-closet. 
Bruff wiped his face over and over again as he listened, and 
thought ho should never recover from his surprise. 

He entered into the plot, however, with all Jiis heart and 
spirit, and there was no time to be wasted. lie and Mr. 
Apperly set out for the Castle, Ravonsbird following them at 
a distance with a truck. It was better not to call any 
stranger into the service at this stage of the affair. 

He, Bruff’, prosured the keys, and took Mr. Appcrly 
through the unused passage at the back of the Castle to the 
death-room. No one saw their entrance, or suspected it: 
and Ravensbircl, sitting on his truck, quietly waited ,in an^ 
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obscure corner outside. The spring in the closet, as once 
shown to Mr. Apperly by the late Lord Dane, was found 
vitlamt difficulty, and the panel went sliding slowly back. 

A small room, seven feet square, lay disclosed to view. 
It was empty except for one object in the middle— tho 
missing box. “Ah ! ” cried Mr. Apperly. 

Brull'. when lie had done gazing at tho box—for he had 
remained somewhat sceptical as to tho possibilities- was 
protesting to himself that lie should never feci certain of 
anything again. 

“ I’ll tell you what,” ho said to tho lawyer: “ he must 
have lugged this in hero himself at the moment of his 
arrival, while I was seeing the miller’s men out. Though 
how he should have had strength to move it I can’t 
conceive.” 

“ I wonder where that leads to ? ” cried the lawyer, 
pointing to a little obscure doorway in a corner. “ To the 
vaults, I suppose, below the Castle.” 

Hovering near Iiavonsbird and the truck, in case of any 
surprise from the police which might render his authority 
desirable, was Mr. Blair. Nothing, however, occurred. 
The box was deposited in the truck, jealously covered up 
from the view of chance passers-by, and safely wheeled away 
by Bavonsbird, Mr. Blair and the lawyer keeping the truck 
in sight. Brull’ remained at the Castle : not quite yet was 
his service to its ostensible lord over. 

And when the box, arrived at tho Sailors’ Host, was 
carried up the stairs, still jealously covered, and into the 
presence of its owner, tho mil lord, and he saw it was still 
intact and inviolate, lie looked at his son, thanksgiving 
tilling his lifiart. The true heir of Dane from henceforth, 
and to be known as such! All need for concealment was 
over. 

“ But understand, William, that you do , not proolaim 
yourself; I choose to do it for you, and to take my own 
time about it,” said Lord Dane. “ For tonight at least you 
are William Lyducy.” 

“ Very well,” was tho laughing answer, 
you like: I rather enjoy the fun.” 


“ Take a week if 
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The young man took up his liat as lie spoke, to search for 
Wilfred Lester. He Lad not seen Lim all day, and was 
unable to get rid of tin undefined feeling of uneasiness with 
regard to him. 

He chose the road by Danesheld Hall. Not for conve¬ 
nience ; it was* the longest way; but there was no other so 
charming to William Lydnoy. As he came to the wood- 
path, he heard voices in something like dispute, and 
recognised Wilfred and his sister. He had returned from 
Great Orofis, and Maria, in her uneasiness, had gone out 
again to meet him. She offered him a little money, all she 
could get together; she begged him to leave the place until 
the danger should blow over. Wilfred stood in sullen 
anger. He was fond of Maria, and felt terribly vexed that 
she should suspect anything. Her entreaties were met with 
angry denials : one word led to another, and at length Maria 
burst into tears, and whispered that he would be kinder if 
he knew that she might have to sacrifice herself for his sake 
and marry Lord Dane. 

“ Oh, indeed ! ” said Wilfred, and just at that moment 
Mr. Lydnoy came up. Wilfred had not heard of his late 
capture; Maria supposed he was out on bail. She felt very 
much ashamed to be caught crying, and Mr. Lydney was 
silent from surprise." 

“ Yes, you may well stare ! ” said Wilfred, in his reckless 
spirit. “ They have ordered her now to marry my Lord 
Dane ; by which arrangement the Hall will be rid of both 
of ns.” 

“ Oh, Wilfred ! ” she interposed, her cheeks flaming. 

“ I was going to your house, Lester,” interposed Mr. 
Lydney, hoping to put them at their ease. “ I want to speak 
to you.” 

“ All right; you can walk hack with me,” he readily 
answered, rejoiced at the prospect of getting rid of Maria 
and her suspicions. “ Would you mind just seeing my 
sister to the tuning, Lydney ? ” he continued; “ I don’t 
care to go further myself, and will wait for yon hero.” 

Thus unceremoniously disposed of, Maria could only 
hasten away. * Mr. Lydney followed her. 
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“ Let me share your distress,” lie began in low confidential 
tones. “ For Imps I may bo able to alleviate it, whatever it 
may be.” 

It brought baefe all her fears and she was too agitated to 
speak. 

“You are ill.—or agitated,” ho resumed,.perceiving tho 
fact. “ Which is it ? ” 

“ Loth,” she replied, turning her face to him. “ Oh ! do 
yon tell me the truth about last night! Tho suspense is 
killing me.” 

“ Do you moan tho truth about myself? ” 

“ No, no ; I have never doubted you. I know that you 
arc one of the firmest friends man can possess : I know that 
yon have been publicly bearing to-day the sins of another 
in generous silence, so that he should not be suspected. It 
was Wilfred who came into the Hall last night, and Tiftie 
mistook him for you.” 

“ No so; Tiflle’s eyes arc too keen to be deceived. It 
was myself she saw.” 

“ If you only knew how terrible my fears and suspense 
are, I think you would not play with me, Mr. Lyducy,” she 
faintly said, as if wearied with the contest. “ You asked 
me once to trust you, and I do trust you wholly and entirely, 
as I would my brother. Will'you not. bestow on me a little 
confidence in return? I have learnt that Wilfred was one 
of those who came in. 'What was his motive?” 

Finding sho knew so much, lie told her all, describing 
the facts as they occurred. She listened with a strange 
sinking of tho heart. 

“ Wliat was his object ? ’’ she questioned. “ It is im¬ 
possible that it could have been tho plate—unless he has 
gone quite mad.” 

“Not the plate, certainly. It was in defending that 
against tho men who were with him that discovery arose. 
Have you forgotten something else that Wilfred wanted to 
gain possession of ? ” ho continued: a^d a sudden light 
flashed on Maria. 

“ The deed! It was for that 1 Did lie get it ? ” 

“ Jle did, Mr. Lester has no suspicion f of, the loss ; and 
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it is well lie lias not, for it might help him to guess at tho 
real offender.” 

“ I see it all,” she murmured. “ And jon are hearing 
tlie odium to shield him! How shall wo ever repay you ! ” 

A peculiar smile crossed his lips. “ I may he asking for 
it some time,” he said ; “ hut meanwhile let.me hog of you 
to set your fears at rest. There is one quite as powerful 
as your friend Lord Dane, who has taken Wilfred’s interest 
to heart. His intention is to see him safe out of his troubles 
generally, including this one, and I am sure ho will carry 
it through.” 

“ Do you mean yourself'? ” 

“ No. I am only an agent in the matter. Believe me, 
things will he made right. Maria, I would not assure you 
of this lightly.” 

“ But how shall you exonerate yourself? You cannot ho 
tried for him ! You are only out on hail! ” 

William Lydiiey laughed. “ I am a great deal more all 
right than he is ; and E am released absolutely, not con¬ 
ditionally. Itememher one thing, Maria; that as yet Wil¬ 
fred is not suspected in Dancsheld of having been in this; 
you must ho cautious not to let a hint of it escape you. 
Tho best plan will ho to forget it yourself. Don’t you think 
you can do so?” he added, turning to her. 

“ I wish I could.” 

“ Nay, hut is it so very difficult, when you have me to trust _ 
to ? ” he softly whispered. “ I hope you will have greater 
things to trust me in than this, as we go through life.” 

The words called up a vivid blush, a feeling of sadness. 
Even now, only in walking with him thus, she was all too 
aware of tho scornful reproach that would have been cast on 
her had Dancsheld been by to see. She know not who or 
what he was ; she had only her own conviction of his worth 
and honour to guide her. But Maria Lester was not one to 
throw herself in tho face of the world’s opinion, and publicly 
set up a standard of her own. 

“ In a very short time—it may ho in a few hours—I shall 
have it in my power to speak to Mr. Lester, You will give 
mo permission .to^do so ? ” 
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“ To speak to him ? ” slio rejoined, not understanding. 

“ On your account. As I hear that Lord Dane would 
press his claims, I must advance mine, and ask that you may 
ho allowed to choose between us.” 

He took her hand in his. Her heart, in spite of its 
doubts and trophies, was heating with a wild sensation of 
happiness; perhaps it was this that caused her not to notice 
footsteps behind them. 

'PIicy were Lord Dane’s. His lordship had made his 
escape from the dinner, unseen, on the removal of the cloth, 
lie was ill at ease, and chose the quieter road home. The 
dining-hall, one recently built, was near the new railway 
station. 

JJut to describe his indignant astonishment when he made 
out that the man who turned to look at him was the ex¬ 
prisoner, and the young lady by his side Miss Lester, would 
be difficult. Maria, with a sense of the apparent unfitness 
of things, offered some confused explanation of having just 
left Wilfred, Lord Dane haughtily expressed his intention 
of seeing her safe home, and made a movement to take her 
on his arm, which Mr. Lydnoy prevented by unceremoniously 
taking her on his own. 

“ Your pardon, Lord Daxc; I am quite competent to take 
charge of Miss Lester.” ’ 

“ Unhand Miss Lester, sir,” cried Lord Dane passion¬ 
ately. “ Maria, can you be aware how you are degrading 
yourself ? ” 

Between the two her position was anything but pleasant, 
and she grow agitated. She strove to withdraw her arm, 
but Mr. Lydnoy hold it firmly. It rather vexed her to see 
a careless smile upon his face. Lord Dane turned his anger 
on Maria. 

“ I shall begin to believe the disgraceful report current 
in Dancshcld, that this man, this adventurer^ this midnight 
housebreaker, has gained Miss Lester’s car, when lie would 
cajole her into forgetting social ties amj decency, and ally 
herself to him ! ” 

“ As your lordship has entered on the topic, I may as 
well avow that the first hopo of my life is,,so far, to gain 
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Miss Lester’s ear—and heart—and hand,” ho coolly answered. 
“ Should I succeed, she shall at least find happiness. It 
may be, that, of the two, I can insure that better than„your 
lordship would.” 

“ Maria,” cried Lord Dane, his breath half taken away 
and his eyes flashing, “ can you bear this indolence tamely ? 
I cannot. Permit me to remind you that it is a gross insult 
on you, the future Lady Dane.” 

“No, it is not,” said William Lydnoy, whilst Maria rather 
wished tho earth would open and extricate her from this 
position of embarrassment. “ As to her being the future 
Lady Dane—my earnest hope is that she will be.” 

Maria started. Lord Dane looked on the words as a bit 
of insolent mockery, and would have liked to fell him to 
the ground. But the turning was gained now; the entrance 
to Mr. Lester’s was at hand, and Maria, seeing the door open, 
freed her arm and escaped into it. Mr. Lydncy struck 
across the wood-path, which was the nearest way to tho 
Sailors’ Rest, at the risk of keeping Wilfred Lester waiting; 
but ho had somowhat to say to his father, and Lord Dane 
went on towards home in a fever of passion, registering a 
vow as he strode along that the morrow should see Dancs- 
lield rid of this dangerous man. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

SOWING AND REAPING. 

Things generally happen by contraries. As Maria dashed 
into the Hall in blindfold haste, she ran against Lady 
Adelaide and Mr. ^ pperly. The lawyer had come with an 
urgent, if somewhat mysterious, request that her ladyship 
would accompany him at once to seo a gentleman lying ill 
at the Sailors’ $est. An old friend of hers, ho said. Lady 
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Adelaide complied, and was going fortli now with her things 
on—a suspicion having at once crossed her that tho 
mysterious stranger was her random brother, Lord Irk dale, 
come to grief. 

Sho spoke shandy to Maria for coming in so late from 
(as she supposed) Miss Bordillion’s, askipg who had seen 
Iter homo. 

And Maria had no resource but to say Mr. Lydncy : for 
tho question was a peremptory one, and Wilfred’s name sho 
dared not mention. 

Lady Adelaide lifted her eyebrows in pitying scorn, and 
went out. 

“ Were Miss Lester my own daughter, I should knowhow 
to treat this matter,” sho observed to tho lawyer. “ As it 
is, T wash my hands of her. If she chooses to lose caste, as 
her brother has done, why she must do so. How you lawyers 
and police people! can have allowed the man to go out on 
bail I cannot understand.” 

“ There were grave doubts, I hear, as to his guilt, Lady 
Adelaide. But in regard to this report —that he is seeking 
to win Miss Lester for his wife—” 

“ I think the less you allude to that in my presence, sir, 
the blitter,” came the haughty interruption. 

“ I beg your pardon, Latly Adelaide: I was only going 
to say that Miss Lester might go farther and fare worse.” 

“She might—what?” cried Lady Adelaide, surprised 
into tho question. 

“Go farther and faro worse,” was the calm rejoinder. 
And Lady Adelaide clashed her shawl round her with an 
impatient movement, disdaining an answer. 

“ I suspect it is my brother, Lord Irkdule, who is playing 
me this trick : bringing mo out at this unseasonable hour ! ” 
she presently, said. “ It would bo just like him to be in 
some scrape, and unable to show himself.” And this time 
it was tho lawyer’s turn to make no reply. 

Tho only person Lady "Adelaide |aw on entering tho 
invalid's room at the Sailors’ Best, was William Lydney. 
Ho advanced as if to receive her: indignation flashed from 
hqr voico and eye, reproach from her ling, 
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“Ik this your doing, sir? Have you dared to t ’1 mo 
from my homo ? ” 

“ It was I who sent for you, Adelaide.” 

Tlie voice came from behind Lydney, and she started at 
the sound. There, holding out his hands in greeting, stood 
Harry Dane, if ever she had seen him in her.life—Harry 
Dane, who was supposed to ho lying in the vault at 
Dancsheld. She screamed, shivered, and might have fallen, 
hut that William Lydney hastened to support her. He then 
quietly retired, and left them together. 

Crouching as one in mortal shame and repentance, her 
face buried on the pillow of the sofa, was the Lady Adelaide, 
when explanations had partly taken place. In the surprise 
of the first moments she spoke words which disclosed to 
Lord llano— the real lord— what ho had suspected from the 
revolatipns of Ihivenshird and Sophie—that she, laid ri 
cognized both himself and Herbert Dane that fatal night, 
and that the solemn oath she took was a false one. 

“ My days, for year afterwards, were as one living misery,” 
she wailed in her despair; “ the awful terror of discovery 
was ever upon mo. Had I been tried for the crime of 
perjury, and sent to prison I could not have suffered more 
than I have suffered ; over and over have I lived it again m 
my dreams.” 

Ho sat by, at a little distance, listening. 

“And that was not all. I have looked upon myself as 
your murderer also in a degree : for, had 1 told at onto 
what I saw, you might have been rescued ; and I did not 
tell it, in my infatuation for Herbert Dane. Ah, how th ■ 
sin came homo to me ere many hours had elapsed! Hut 
was too late then, and I took that oath which has been so 
fatal to my peace.” 

“ A heavy secret to hear, Adelaide.” 

“ A secret that has made the curse of my existence.” was 
the passionate answer. “In the day’s excitement, L the 
midnight solitude, I ( liave had one awful scene ever before' 
me—tlio struggle between you and Herbert on the heights, 
and my false oath following on it. Sec you not what might 
have been brought ( home to mo, had the truth como ou„ V— 
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eompliei+y in tlio crime. In tlio daily intercourse, in the 
conversation with friends, these thoughts have come flashing 
befV.ro my mind’s eyes, and I have stopped to shudder. Oh 
heavens ! do you know what secret terror is, Hurry ? never- 
ceasing terror of being discovered in some awful guilt V 
When I did get to sleep in the dark night, it has awakened 
me, terrified, as from some ghastly dream. They grew to 
say in the household that I was subject to nightmare; my 
husband thought it. As a heavy burden on the shoulders 
weighs down the body, so has the past weighed down my 
spirit -and T have never dared to tell of it,.’’ 

“ Did Herbert bind yon to secrecy?” 

“ Never. He does not know to this hour that I recognized 
either him or you. lie may have suspected it: T cannot tell. 
I have held scarcely any communication with him since.” 

■ Altogether, then, my supposed death did not bryig you 
happiness, Adelaide ? ” 

A wail of pain was the only answer. Happiness? Her 
days had been, as she said, one living misery. The 
haunting fear, the remorse (it was not repentance), had 
made her the wretch she was —cold, cruel, indifferent— 
1 ‘itcful in her selfishness. 

Once more Harry Dane rose and essayed to raise her from 
her abject position. He sheeoeded this time, and she sat 
mi the sofa; hut she let her brow fall upon its arm. 

“Hut for your own conduct, Adelaide,” lie said, resuming 
Lis chair, “ that night’s work had never taken place.” 

Did she not know it. —better than he- -putting up her 
hand as if to bar remembrance ? “ It is past, Harry—it is 

past.” 

‘‘Yes, jit is past,” ho assented, “and may hear to lie 
spoken of, now that romance has yielded to the realities 
of life. I ayi older than my years, slowly dying of a 
complaint that is incurable: you are a married woman, and 
'he mother of many children.” 

She lifted her head. “ Who says tli%t you are .dying ? 

“ f say so; the medical men say so; my frame says so. 
Nothing is more deceitful than my apparent strength : it 
ir.eceeitful as you wore, Adelaide,” 
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She made a deprecating motion with her hands : nothing 
more. 

“ Why did you deceive me ? ” resumed Lord Dane. “ Every 
thought of your life, as I learnt too late, was full of deceit 
towards me. It camo of your absorbing love for Herbert. 
You refused, after all, to marry him ; and I don’t wonder, 
looking on him as a murderer. Did your lovo for him ceaso 
with that night ? ” 

“Can love ceaso so rapidly?” she asked. “I am not 
sure that it had quite left mo when he came back from his 
ten years’ absence. If I have been false in other things I 
was at least true in that: I could not help it.” 

“Yet, in tho midst of this love, you married George 
Lester! ” 

“What else was left to me? It seemed a more tolerable 
fate than to bo banished to Scotland. He has been an 
indulgent husband.” 

“ Very much so, I hear,” returned Lord Dane. “ More 
indulgent than he has been to poor Katherine Bordillion’s 
children.” 

Tho severe, honourable Dane face was bent upon her, 
and her own flushed, with a burning flush. If the treatment 
she had pursued towards those children never came homo 
to her before, it came now in all’ its sin and shame. 

“ Won’t you tell me how you escaped ? ” she asked, 
striving to drown the subject. 

“ And how I discovered tho treachery that led to tho 
catastrophe?” ho answered, evidently not feeling inclined 
wholly to spare her. “ Can you cast your recollections back 
to the time ? ” 

“ As if they had not always been cast hack !—for theso 
ten years.” 

“ I heard that you—Adelaide Errol, whom I so loved— 
were deceiving me.: that, whilst you only professed to earo 
for mo, your real love was given to Herbert Dane. I hoard 
that you were in the, habit of funning out^to him on tho' 
heights at night. I disbelieved tho story, and resented it 
on roy informant. But, as I was going through tho chapel 
ruins with Colon(;1 ( Moneton, I found a bow of pink ribbo.n, 
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studded in tlic centre with pearls. I recognised it for the 
one you had worn the previous day at dinner, and knew you 
must have bcey out with Herbert Dane in the evening. In 
a moment my eyes were, opened, and I determined to watch. 
Do you remember my coming in unexpectedly to dinner, 
when my father thought I was dining on. board the Pearl ? 
-—Do you remember my silence? I had been brooding over 
my wrongs all the afternoon, and was in no mood even for 
Moncton’s society. Dinner over, I quitted the thistle to go 
on board the yacht, and say farewell; but I first crossed to 
the heights, and there I was followed by a man with a tray 
of small wares on his back. He took it down, and im¬ 
portuned me to buy. I refused—harshly enough, I dare 
say, for T was in no mood for suavity —and the fellow grew 
loud and insulting. I promised him if lie did not be olf I 
would call forth the servants from my father’s castle to 
convey him and his pack to the lock-up: he hurried away, 
and I went on to the ruins and stepped inside. I was look¬ 
ing out for proofs of the tale 1 had been told, waiting for 
you and for Herbert Dane.” 

Lord Dane paused and regarded her; but there came only 
a faint moan by way of answer. 

“ He came. He came stealing up to the ruins; and in 
my angry emotion I gave 'some indication of my presence 
there—not intentionally: I had meant to wait until later to 
have it out with him ; I had engaged to go to his house that 
evening. He heard the sound and spoke in a whisper : ‘ Is 
that you, my dearest ? ’ (lan you wonder. Lady Adelaide, that, 
the words goaded my fiery nature beyond control? I sprang 
out, and reproached him with His infamous treachery : it came 
to blows,; to a struggle; and he pushed me over the cliff.” 

“ Did ho do it purposely ? ” she gasped, showing for a 
moment her haggard and anxious face. 

“No; I think not. In our passion wo>vcre both,I fancy, 
unawaro that the edge was so near. I fell, insensible ; and 
he, no doubt, made a speedy escape.” 

“ But how were you rescued ? ” she asked. “ Mitchel, 
the coastguardsman, left you for dead, and the tide was 
coming up.” 
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“ I was rescued by ouo of llioso special interpositions of 
Providence Unit come direct from Heaven,” reverently 
replied Lord Dane. “Colonel Moncton, disappointed- of 
seeing me on board, anxious to bid me farewell, caused bis 
yacht to heave-to, when slic was abreast of the Castle, put off 
in the boat with a hand, and came to the very*spot where I 
was lying, intending to seek me at homo. Now, mark you : 
he was not well acquainted with the coast, and he mistook 
this small beach for the larger one higher up, which I had 
shown him in,the morning: we had gone down the stops to 
it from the heights together. He found me lying there 
insensible; and instead of wasting time by trying to find 
the place, he put mo in the boat with the help of the sailor, 
and they 2 >ullod back to the yacht. The motion revived me. 
Moncton was for putting back to port; but T, smarting 
under the treatment of the Lady Adelaide, preferred to go 
on with him, and make the voyage. 1 Not back, not back ! ’ 
I reiterated ; 1 go on, go on ! ’ My head was confused from 
its injuries, my arm and side were badly hurt; but they 
listened to my earnest cries, and sailed gently on. I would 
not have them put in anywhere; I would not even have 
Moncton write. ‘ Lot them think me dead,’ I said to him.” 

“ But why ? ” 

“Ah, why! You may well' ask it. Why do we say 
foolish things in our passionate tempers V I was feeling 
that the whole world was against me; that Iloaven had 
turned its eyes from me ; and it seemed to my bitterness— 
my selfishness, if you will—very gratifying to resent it.” 

“ But to go off in that way! ” she murmured reproachfully, 
thinking of the life’s pain that might have been spared her. 

“ That night was the turning-point in my life as well as 
in yours,” was Lord Dane’s significant answer. “ It opened 
my eyes to the fact that she for whom alone I cared on 
earth was hut playing a game with mo—that whilst her 
shafts of ridicule and dislike were thrown at me, she kept 
her heart’s love for Herbert DiCne. Ho boasted of this in ’ 
the scuffle. To become an alien seemed the most seusiblo 
thing I could do: perhaps I was romantic enough to enjoy 
the momentary pang my supposed death might inflict ou tfio 



SOWING AND REAPING. 431 

Lady Adelaide: and for myself, England had suddenly 
1 income hateful to me.” 

How hateful the past deceit was feeling to her now, she 
alone knew—hateful in its shame. 

“But now: I never supposed but that the fact of the 
yacht’s picking mo up would have been seen, and of course 
known,” resumed Lord Dane. “ Thus I was at ease in 
regard to the suspense of my father and mother; and they 
could wait for letters from me. By the time we readied the 
end of the voyage I was in a low fever, a, long nervous 
fever, prostrating both mind and body. ‘I will write to 
them when L got well,’ I said to Moncton; and again 1 
forbade him to write. It incapacitated me for months, and 
was the result, I take it, of the blow to my head, combined 
with the sickness and disappointment of mind. I put off 
writing from time to time, as one, sick, will put off things; 
they were not writing to me, and I did not write to them. 
It was very wrong of me, and I was severely punished. One 
night, when weeks if not months had gone on, I was 
dreaming very much of my father and mother. In the 
morning it struck me that I had been on the wrong tack — 
that my silence was nothing but unjustifiable ingratitude. 
‘ I’ll write to-day,' I said. And I did write. That is 1 had 
paper and ink before me, arid was i:i the middle of the first 
page, when a friend came in with a London weekly news¬ 
paper. ‘ I’m afraid there’s something here that concerns you, 
Dane,’ ho said, and I took the paper in my hand. These 
curious coincidences have been known before, Adelaide- • 
homo news following upon a homo dream. r Ihe paragraph 
"told me of the death of my father and mother. 

“ Of both ? They did not die at the same time.” 

“Of both. The' real news intended by the paragraph 
was the death of Lord Dane, my father ; but it commented 
on the short time which had elapsed sinoe, the decease of his 
wife. A concluding sentence—it was only a word or two- 
’ mentioned the succession df ‘ Geoffr> now Baron Dane ; 
and I of course took it to bo my brother. I wrote at once, 
and I never had an answer.” 

. She looked up quickly. 



432 


LADt ADELAIDH, 


“ No; I received no answer. It vexed me; I supposed 
Geoffry was nourishing our old brotherly resentment, and 
I, so to say, let him nourish it, and washed my hands of him. 
Altogether I did not much care whether I ever heard from 
England again, or whether I did not. I remained away, 
holding no communication with it, passing ‘the years in 
visiting remote regions of the New World, travelling every¬ 
where, and never dreaming it was Mr. Herbert who reigned. 
The remembrauce of me cannot have been pleasant to him,” 
concluded Lord Dane after a pause of thought. 

Lady Adelaide shook her head. “ Others wondered why 
lie went abroad on coming into possession and remained 
away for years. 1 could have told them— that the sight of 
the (dd s 2 »ot was unbearable to him.” 

“Yes,” responded Lord Dane. “And he may have felt 
himself safer when beyond the pale of British law. The 
fear of detection, of the discovery that ho was the actor in 
the night scene, Harry Dane’s assailant, must have caused 
him many a sleepless night: the coroner’s verdict was 
‘ Wilful Murder.’ ” 

A pause ensued. It seemed that she could never look 
up from her agony again. 

“ Did Herbert receive that letter-—the one I wrote to 
Geoffry ? It was addressed to The Lord Dane.” 

“ I know nothing about it. I have held scarcely any 
communication with him since that night; literally since 
that night. I should say that lie did not receive it.” 

“ Why should you say it?” 

“Because- to judge of his feelings by my own—the 
finding that you were alive must have been the greatest 
relief that earth or heaven could give him, and he would 
have hastened to make reparation for the past. At least, it 
seems so to me. When did you arrive at Danesheld ?” she 
continued. “ Torday ? ” 

“ Last September, when the troubled sea cast mo ashore 
on my own coast. A« curious tiling that, was it not? But 
for your stopson’s exertions with the life-boat I had never 
again seen Danesheld.” 

“ Last September! ” she repeated, full of astonishments 
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“ Was it you who were saved ? Is it you who have bccu 
lying here since, as the old passenger named Home?” 

“ Even so.” , 

“ But why have you done so?” 

“ I have had my reasons for it. Possibly— for one thing-— 
from the dclicitcy of not wishing to deprive! my Lord Dane 
too abruptly of his title and rent-roll.” 

There was a grim smile of mockery on his faco as ho 
spoke. Lady Adolaido Lester slightly started as the full 
import of tho words struck her. She had not thought of it 
before. 

“ Why, yes; as you are hero, Herbert cannot bo tho 
rightful possessor,” sho slowly said. “You—must—be— 
Lord Dane!” 

“ I am. Herbert is not and never has been Lord Dane.” 

“ Then why have you not returned to assume your title ?” 

“ 1 know not that I had a title to assume. Did you not 
understand what I said—that I thought Lord Dane was my 
brother Geoffry ? ” 

“ I see, I see: my mind is all confusion. What a blow 
in that respect it will be for him ! ” 

“ Not the least doubt about that. I hear of a* rumour* 
abroad that he is seeking a wife in Maria Lester. Pretty 
child! I can only think of "her as* she was in tho old 
days.” 

“How can you have hoard that?” exclaimed Lady 
Adelaide. 

“ I hear most tilings,” was tho careless answer. “ Do 
you favour his hopes ? ” 

“ I neither favour nor discourage them. I would not 
interfere ip any project of marriage for Herbert Dane. 
Maria does not care for him: she is degenerate as her 
brother, and lias fallen into an acquaintance with that 
Lydney, who must have been your fell ow«-passengor. from 
America. But you must bo cautious, Harry: I saw him in 
your room when I came in. He has turned out to be a sad 
character ; an adventurer, a poacher, a midnight robber; 
and lit! is after Maria for the sake of her money. He broke 
into, our house last night.” 

7ndy Adelaide. 


28 
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“Indeed!” was tlio composed rejoinder. “Grave 
accusations to bring against a Dane.” 

“ Against a Dane ! Of course they would he ; hut I am 
not speaking of a Dane.” 

“ t am. William Lyduey is a Dane, and was horn one.” 

Lady Adelaide sat up half stupefied. Lin’d Dane bent 
forward and touched her arm. 

“ You may remember that I informed you of my early 
marriage. I did not toll you that I had a son horn of it, 
hut I intended to acquaint you with it, Adelaide, I do re I 
made you my wife. It is lie whom you Danosheld people, 
have been mistaking for an adventurer and all the rest of it. 
He is my own son - Geoffry William Lydney Dane.” 

“Why then he--he—will ho—surely—Lord Dane!” 
uttered she, when she had gathered her senses together. 

“ The very moment this fleeting breath shall go out of my 
body he is lord of Danosheld.” 

“ And ho is really your son ? Hut when you entrusted 
me with the secret of your marriage, why did you not tell 
me about him ? ” 

“ I suppose I thought it better to disclose the facts by 
'degrees. As a matter of course--I may say of necessity—I 
should have told you before our marriage. In a pecuniary 
sense he could have made no’difference. The boy had his 
own large fortune, and required no more from me. I never 
expected then to succeed to the title, and did not give that 
possibility a thought. My brother, poor fellow, was as 
healthy a man as 1 was, and intended to marry some time.” 

“ Your son is rich, then ? ” 

“Very: apart from the Dane revenues, lie would be a 
better match than the cousin Herbert for Maria Lester.” 

“ Shall you proceed against him ? ” she asked in a low tone. 

“What for? Poaching? or housebreaking ? ” 

“Q, Harry, don’t joke! it seems to mock my misery. I 
meant-but never mind, never mind!” She had been 
thinking of IIcrbenA 

“ Take it for all in all, then, Adelaide, life has not been 
to you all flowers and sunshine.” 

Flowers and,si/ushine! Take it for all in all—as Ford 
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Dane put it, it had been a wretched Ido. The world lmd 
sjiokcn of tin; gay Lady Adelaide; it had more cause to toll 
of tl«; miserable,one. An awful fear of detection had been 
over upon her, as it bad been on Herbert Lord Dane. And 
she burst into tears, for the first time during the interview. 

“ As wo sow; so must wo reap,” said Lord Dane. “ Deceit, 
sooner or later, brings its own punishment.” 

Suddenly she rose up, and Hung herself on her knees 
before him. She looked up, her eyes streaming. 

“Harry, you will keep my wretched secret,! You will 
not betray me! I ask it by the love you once bore me.” 

“ Tlio secret? ” he rejoined, scarcely understanding her. 

“ That T recognised yon and Herbert that night. “Oh, I 
beard some of the words you said, and knew the quarrel was 
about me ! Heaven is merciful; don’t you be less so! I 
would rather die, here as I am, than have tlie shame and 
reproach of that oath brought home to me.” 

Not until he gave her the promise- which ho did readily 
—would she get up, or let him raise her. “From hence¬ 
forth it should be buried in silence,” lie answered, “as must 
other matters connected with the past.” 

She wound her shawl about her and put her bonnet ox 
to go forth. Lord Dane wondered where his son was, that 
lie might see her home: but' she shook her head and put 
up her bands to wave off the suggestion; she would go 
forth alone. 

“ Will you oblige mo in one thing, Adelaide ?—For the next 
few hours keep these matters wholly to yourself. I prefer 
to make myself known in # my own way : until then I am 
Mr. Home.” 

She bowed her liosjd, and \u rt down the stairs with her 
veil drawn tightly before her disturbed luce, haggard enough 
•then. Mrs. Ihevousbird met her at the loot ol the stairs. 

“ Ob. my lady! T would have warned you hil l I dared, 
she whispered. “ I hope it did not overwhelm you ! ” 

' “ Have you known it all alfmg, Sophia ? ” 

“ Since the second night ho was here, my lady. Tie took 
off tlit; shade, which was nothing but a disguise, and disclosed 
himeelf to Bavensbird. Of course it oouljJ ^ot, be kept from 
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mo, as I should have known him for myself. And to think 
I was ransacking my memory for some face in France that 
young Mr. Dane’s was like, when I might have found it 
nearer homo in my lato lady's.” 

Lady Adelaide turned from the gossip and went forth 
alone—alone with her hnmilation and her pain. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

A MAN MAY NOT MARRY HIS OllANDMOTHEH. 

Lord Dane— meaning Herbert, hut wo must give him the 
title a little longer—sat in the breakfast-room at the Castle 
with his sister. The meal had long been over: but he 
seemed in a doubtful, reflective, undecided sort of mood. Ho 
had work on his hands that day—the getting rid of Lydney ; 
and he did not altogether see in what way to set about it. 
Miss Daiic, airily attired as usual in gay colours, pink pre¬ 
vailing, was playing Bo-peep with a canary-bird, whose cage 
hung in the window. 'She was in a little dilemma on her 
own score; for she had done something that might not be 
pleasant to her brother, and had now to confess it. 

“ Geoftry, dear, I want to toll you something,” she began. 
“ You won’t bo angry ? ” 

“ When am I angry with you, ,Cely ? ” was the answer. 

“ Well, then, I’ve written to ask Mr. Lydney to call 
here.” 

Lord Dane turned sharply round. “ You have written 
to ask Lydney to call here 1 ?” he echoed .in incredulous- 
surprise. 

“Well, yes, it was last night, Geoflry. When I heard 
that the police hadeeleased him from that horrid charge,’! 
wrote and asked him to call upon mo the first thing this 
morning. And, Geoffry, dear, if they had kept him in 
custody, I should,.have gone in the carriage to tho station. 
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and paid liim a morning visit, just to show my respect to 
him, and to lot Danesheld know how very much I resent tlio 
opinion taken uj> about him. I asked him, one day, whether 
he was rich—rich enough to keep a wife; and lie laughed, 
and said, ‘ Yes, and a gilt conch-and-six for her.’ He is 
entitled to consideration, Geollry, and I Hl)y,ll show it him.” 

She had delivered all this very quickly, and Lord Dane’s 
attempt to interrupt her had failed. Hut he spoke with 
determination now. 

“You will certainly not receive him i.i my house, 
Cecilia.” 

“Ah, hut I must, Geollry, dear, for lie’s coming up the 
road now,” she answered, with a laugh of simplicity. “ You’ll 
hear his ring in a minute.” 

And in truth a ring was speedily heard. Lord Dane wont 
out of the room, muttering a speech not at all complimen¬ 
tary, in which he told her she was a “ littlo fool,” and strodo 
downstairs. William Lydnoy was already in the large hall, 
and Lord Dane was just in time to see liruif bowing to him. 
Bowing to a housebreaker! 

“What do you do here, sir?” lie asked, confronting tko 
intruder. * . 

“ I came in obedience to a request of Miss Dane’s,” replied 
Lyduey, courteously. “ My Visit is not to your lordship.” 

“ J am the master of this house, sir; and there’s the door,” 
ivas the haughty retort. “ Go out of it.” 

He raised his hand as if to enforce the mandate. Jiruff 
hastened between them, full of excitement. 

“ Oh, my lord, don’t, don’t! ” he pleaded, in an agitation ho 
could not suppress. “ You may be sorry for it later. This 
gentleman may have as much right as your lordship—to — 
to enter castles.” 

Before Lord Dane could fling Bluff aside - if ho had a 
mind to do it - Mr. Blair entered, having •pillowed Jjydney 
to the Castle. Ho took in the scene at a glance, and 
a'dvaneed to Lord Dane. 

“ Sir,” ho said in a low tone, “ will you grant mo an intcr- 
viewboforo dealing further with this gentleman?” 

“.Sir! Sir!” ropeafed Lord Dane, astqpjphed at the stylo 
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of address. Per fiuuia t in years now lie had left the “ sir ” 
behind him. 

“ I speak advisedly,” was Mr. Blair’s answer. “ I have 
strange tidings to communicate to you.” 

Lord Dane glanced around him—glanced wavcringly 
from oife'to the other, as if seized with some-inward terror. 
The detective officer stood calm and impassive; Lydnoy 
dignified, yet with somewhat of pity in his countenance; 
Bruit terribly troubled^ but testifying much respect to the 
young man. Lord Dane noted it all, and for once his self- 
possession deserted him. The prevision of some impending 
calamity was upon him, but ho did not guess its true 
nature. 

“ Pass in here,” he said to Mr. Blair, motioning to Bruff 
to open the door of the dining-room ; and, as the old butler 
hastened to obey, he saw the same livid look on his master’s 
face which it had worn the night he passed him in the gate¬ 
way. They were shut in, and Lord Dane motioned to the 
officer to take a chair. 

“ I have come here to prepare you for a most unwelcome 
surprise,” began Mr. Blair, somewhat at a loss for words in 
\j[hieh to break the strange tidings; “ and I have hut a 
minuto or two to do it in, for one is following me close at 
hand whose appearance- may startle you unpleasantly. But 
you arc ill! ” 

“ No,” replied Lord Dane, biting his quivering and rebel¬ 
lious lips. “ Proceed.” 

“ You were surprised at my addressing yon as ‘ sir,’ and 
naturally so. I am sorry that it should have fallen to my 
task to inform you of the change bunging over your bead; 
but I must do my duty, unpleasant as it. When I released 
William Lydnoy from custody, you questioned niy motives, 
my light —L believe my good feeling. I could not explain 
matters to you then, hut I have come to do so now; and I 
can only ask yon to hmr it as a man.” 

Lord Dane madi^ no reply. lie stood with his arm's 
folded, and his pale-faeo turned on the speaker. That ho 
only controlled himself to calmness hy a very great effort, 
was evident. 
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“ Some ten years ago,” proceeded Mr. Blair, “ a catas¬ 
trophe occurred in the Dane family. Captain the Honour¬ 
able Harry Dane met his death, as was supposed, in falling 
from the heights, struggling with an assailant. Until a 
day or two ago, it was neither known nor suspected who 
the other was » hut it is at length discovered to have been 
yourself.” 

Mr. Blair paused, alarmed at the appearance of Lord 
Dane, whose agitation was growing painful. 

And well it might be ! All that he had se rotly dreaded 
for years had come at last. Lady Adelaide wailed over her 
burden, but hers was light compared with his. One per¬ 
petual nightmare had lain upon his soul. In his visions by 
day, his dreams by night, the racking terror of wscovkky 
had ever been present in all its torment; when he should 
be dragged from his high pinnacle to answer for the murder 
of his cousin Hurry; perhaps to suffer for it a felon's 
punishment, death upon the scaffold. That the officer now 
speaking was about to arrest him, and was thus preparing 
him, in his humanity, for the blow, he entertained no 
manner of doubt. The perspiration broke on his brow in 
great drops of anguish, and he threw up his entreating 
hands to Mr. B1 air. 

“Tt was not wilful murder,” he gasped, in tones of the 
sharpest pain. “ If you arrest me for it, you will do me a 
foul wrong, for I am'innocent. Wo were quarrelling, and 
it came to blows; ho struck the first, as I have a soul to be 
saved! It was he who attacked me. We approached too 
near the edge of the clilf in our strife, and lie went over, 
but I did not mean to push him : I swear I did not. I was 
as guiltless of intentionally causing his death as I am of 
causing yours, ('mild Harry Dane speak to you from the 
next world ho would say so.” 

“ Nay, but there is no cause for this violent agitation, ’ 
interposed Mr. Blair. “ Hail you heard me to an end —” 
' “ I have thought that something # of' this unpleasant 
nature was coming upon mo,” continued Lord Dane, in a 
dreamy tone, never so much as hearing the interruption. 
“ A few nights ago Harry Dane appeared to me.” 
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“ Oli, lie did, did lie ? ” cried Mr. Blair. “ His gliost, I 
eupjiosc ? Wliorc ? ” 

“ Ay, ridicule it! Ah I have always ridiculed such tales, 
deeming them worthy of the veriest mockery. Ghosts! 
visions! supernatural appearances! they might do well 
enough for children and women, hut not foremen. Never¬ 
theless I tell you, in the broad light of day, and in fidl 
possession of my senses, that I saw the apparition of my 
cousin Harry. I was passing through the ruins opposite, 
and T saw, at one of the apertures, gazing in upon me, the 
form of Harry Dane. It was bright moonlight. I recog¬ 
nized the features as plainly as ever 1 had recognized them 
in his lifetime.” 

Lord Dane’s words concluded abruptly. A stir in the 
hall, as of much bustle and many voices, was hoard, lie 
supposed that the ollicors of justice were come to apprehend 
him ; and, before Mr. Blair could explain, lie opened tho 
door about an inch, and peeped out. 

Not much like officers of justice, however, did the group 
look that met his view. Standing iu the hall, his left hand 
affectionately laid on the shoulder of William Lydney, was 
a, tall, upright figure, whose high and handsome features it 
was impossible to mistake for any but Harry Dane’s. “ In 
the body or iu the spirit?” crossed the thoughts of the one 
who was stealthily looking on. Itaveusbird was there; 
Lawyer Apperly was there; and Bruff’s tears were openly 
running down his cheeks. 

* “ Do you understand it ? ” whispered Mr. Blair. “ It 
was not your cousin’s spirit you saw the other night; it 
was he himself. He did not die in that fall over the cliff; 
he was saved by a friend’s yacht, Colonel Moncton’s, and 
he has been in the States ever since, the true Lord Dane, 
though he knew it not. You are not about to be arraigned 
as a murderer, Mr. Dane, but you will have to put up with 
the loss of state and station, for he, Lord Dane, lias come 
back to enter upo’n lps own.” 

Herbert Dane drew a deep breath. 

“ And he ? ” he pursued, pointing to Lydney, when his 
seared senses allowed him to speak, as a conviction flashed 
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over liis mind that ho had boon all along labouring under 
some extraordinary delusion as to the young man’s doings 
auikcharaotcr. 

“ His soil: tlie Honourable Geoffry William.” 

Herbert Dane wiped the drops from his brow. lie 
went forth, itiid they stood face to laoe t gazing at each 
other. 

“ Herbert! ”—“ Harry! ” 

In a moment their hands were locked together, and alone 
they retired to the dining-room, Lord Dane leaning upon 
Herbert. 

“ First of all, Herbert, let mo say that I forgive you-.” 

“It was not purposely done,” interrupted Herbert Dane, 
with emotion. “ I did not send you over intentionally; l 
knew not that we were so near the edge until you fell. 
Harry, I swear it.” 

“ Not for the encounter,” explained Lord Dane. “ I have as 
much need of your forgiveness for that, as you have of mine, 
for I believe that I was the aggressor, llut you might have 
come to see after me or sent assistance to me when 1 was 
down.” 

“I never supposed but that it must have killed*you, and 
in my cowardice I dreaded detection and punishment. As 
for assistance, 1 saw that c/ne of the preventive-men was 
underneath.” 

“ What I would forgive you for is the jirovoration —the 
deceit practised towards me by you and Adelaide. Do you 
realize what it must have been to me V I forgive you, as F 
have forgiven her.” 

“ She was worthy neither of you nor me, Harry ; I have 
lived to learn it. She jilted me afterwards just as she had 
been realty to jilt you. Many a thousand times have I 
wished, in my. pain and remorse, that I had let you win her. 
It would have been well for us all.” . . 

“ Did you know or suspect that I was still in existence ? *' 
asked Lord Dane. • 

“ Never. How was it possible ? ” 

“•Did you receive no letter from me ? I despatched one 
to.‘ Lord Dane,’ after he camo into tlie^titlo, supposing, of 
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course, that the Lord Dane was not you, hut my brother 
Geoffry. That would have testified to my existence.” 

“ I never received it, or heard of it. No such letter 
came to the Castle to my knowledge. After I went abroad 
there was at first some irregularity in forwarding my 
letters, and I Jmew that two or three wow lost; T was 
vexed with Cecilia in consequence, and she laid the blame 
on Mrs. Knox. Harry, bad any intimation come to me 
that you were in existence, and I not a slayer of man, I 
should have hailed it as a boon from heaven.” 

Tho words bore their own earnest of truth, and Lord 
Dane could doubt no longer. “ Hut you played me a 
shabby trick, Herbert, about that box,” he resumed. 
“ What induced you to take it, and conceal it?” 

“ I can’t tell you,” was the prompt answer ; “ I don’t know 
myself. When I saw the box on the beach -your box--it 
oppressed me with a nameless fear. Mint 1 dreaded, I knew 
not. I have feared detection in every leaf and sound these 
ten years, and in the panic that came over me I had tho box 
talc ai to the Castle, and concealed it. When tho fuss arose 
about it I thought I had been a fool for my pains; but it 
was too late to give it up then. Neither did 1 believe that 
young Lydncv had a right to claim it. You shall have tho 
box, Harry; it is safe in tho Ciistle.” 

“I don’t fancy it is,” thought Lord Dane. “But now, 
Herbert, comes another question: Why have you so perse¬ 
cuted my sou ? ” 

“ 1 did not know him for your son. I no more supposed 
him to be your son than 1 supposed him to be mine. 1 
believed him to bo altogether what lie appeared --a sus¬ 
picious character, consorting with poachers- 

“Consorting with poachers!” interrupted Lord Dane, 
scorn ill his tone. “He was searching for the box—that’s 
what brought him first of all into the poachers’ company ; 
and lie stayed with them to bade after Wilfred Lester, who 
was going headlong /<> ruin. Who but Wilfred Lester, d6 
yofl suppose, broke into his father’s house? My son 
William went there to get him out of it.” 

“ Wilfred Lester!—bn dee into his father’s house! lie did?” 
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“ lie, and no oilier. Net for ordinary robbery : to get 
some deed tliat liis father denied him.” 

Herbert Dane made no answer. Little by little the past 
was becoming clear to him. 

“ Herbert, I don’t suppose you like moralizing any more 
than I do,” said Lord Dane ; “hut 1 must .ask you whether 
such a thing ever crossed your mind as ItiiTiuiumoN. Have 
you remarked how surely our doings bring forth their own 
fruit'? Wo plant an acorn, and it springs up an oak-tree; 
we sow a grain of wheat, and it ripens into c.,rn ; we set a 
noxious weed, and it comes up tares, .lust so it is with the 
moral world : as we plant, so must we gather. You and 
Adelaide Errol did me a hitter wrong. It was not the 
injury of a moment—that which may he committed in a 
moment of passion, without premeditation ; hut it was a 
concerted, long-continued wrong-a deception that yon" 
carried on through months of time, one day planning how 
you should host blind and deceive me the next. What has 
that conduct borne for you in the end'? Adelaide would 
not have you. She entered on 7/er penance, and married 
George Lester, driving, by her ill-treatment, that fine son 
of liis and Katherine llordillion’s to desperation. • Thanljs 
to that, I and my son were saved, for none but a man whoso 
life was valueless to him would have launched the life-boat 
on that awful night; a id here we, are, J to dispossess you 
of your estate, William of your bride; for that Maria 
Lester will choose William, there can ho no doubt. See 
you not how it has been working all along, under 
Providence'?” 

Herbert Dane did sec it; and a recollection flushed over 
him of young Lydney’s expressed hope that Maria might 
yet become Lady* Dane. Ho felt bewildered. 

“ T have eenje to remain, Herbert, ’ resumed Lord Dane. 
“ The Castle from to-day must own me for,its lord, and you 
will be my honoured guest. We shall he closer friends 
than of old, Herbert. But How let ny> pYoscnt my sen to 
you in his proper diameter.” 

Lord Dane opened the door as lie spoke, intending to 
call in his son. But what he saw induced him to change 
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liis intention, and go forward himself. Nearly all the 
retainers of the Castle wore gathered there. The elder 
ones recognized him, and a murmur of joyous agitation 
arose. 

“ I said you would know me again,” he smiled, his eyes 
lull, and his lupid grasping those of liis father's faithful 
servants. “I should have been with you all along, but 
that I thought my brother Oeoffry reigned here.” 

The hall was rent with a shout. “ Long live Lord Dane! 
Long live the true Lord Dane! ” 

“ Not for very long, I fear, my dear old friends ; for that 
grim enemy of us all is already gripping hold of me. But 
I shall leave one to replace me,” added Lord Dane, placing 
his hand upon bis son’s shoulder, and standing with him 
side by side. “ My friends, who is he like? ” 

“lie is like a Dane,” came the answer. 

“ Yes, he is like a Dane. You have known him only as 
plain William Lydney ; you may have heard him traduced 
as an adventurer. My old friends, Daneshold little knew 
whom it was accusing. lie is my only son, your future 
lord, the Honourable Geoftry Dane.” 

„ Gcoffry Dane held out his hand, and they clasped that as 
they had clasped his father’s. “ But my name is William 
Lydney, too,” he said., with a laugh. “ I have not been 
sporting altogether false colours.” 

“ There is nothing false about him,” interposed Lord 
Dane, with emotion. “He is a genuine Dane of the old 
stock: honest and upright. Serve him truthfully in all 
good faith, as he will bo faithful to and protect you. 
Herbert”—and Lord Dane wheeled round --“here he is! 
How is it you did not know him V ” 

“Cecilia said he was like Lady Dane,” observed Herheit, 
as he took Gcoffry Dane’s hand, and tried to put on a good 
grace. “ I laughed at her, but I hope we shall eschew 
mistakes for the future.” 

“You will letine,go up to her now, won’t you?” asked 
the young man, with a merry laugh. 

They were interrupted by Miss Dane herself. Sho put 
her head timidly in to reconnoitre. Whilst she sat .up- 
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stairs, trembling over the 'quarrel that might ho taking 
place between her brother and Mr. Lydney, Bruit’ had 
bctljought himself of her, and carried her the wonderful 
news. 

“May I not come in?” she pleaded. “I don’t think I 
shall over ha\A; my proper understanding again ; it seems 
to bo turned upside down. They tell me that Harry has 
come back as Lord Dane. Harry, is it indeed you ? ” 

He met her with outstretched hands; he gave her a few 
hearty kisses, and she burst into tears. She and Harry 
had boon as fond brother and sister—and would bo so 
again. 

“And William Lydney?” she said, recovering herself, 
and looking round. “Bruff said that lie--but I don’t 
understand it: 1 think old Bruff must have been dreaming.” 

“ That William Lydney is not himself, but somebody' 
else,” ho said, advancing to her, with his pleasant smile. 
“ I must introduce myself as your cousin, Miss Dane.” 

“Oh, dear! Cousin?” she exclaimed, a blank look rising 
to her face. “ Why, to be sure, you must be, if it’s true 
what Bruff said—that you are Harry’s son. Is it a second 
cousin, or what ? ” • , 

And making some indistinct excuse about'having left her 
canary out of the cage, Miss’ Dane ran upstairs, caught up 
her prayer-book in a flutter of doubt, and opened it at 
that page which begins, “ A man may not marry his grand¬ 
mother.” 

But meanwhile you may have missed Mr. Blair. Tn truth, 
that gentleman, who had previously carved out his little 
plans of action with Lord bane, disappeared from the Castle 
as soon as he had prepared its pseudo master for what was 
coming upon him, took his way to Danosheld llall, and 
asked to see Squire Lester. 

Squire Lester assented readily enough.. He was in his 
study, moodily dwelling upon the cross and contrary nature 
of things in general, and wait rather ghgi oi the interruption 
that took him out of them. The release of the prisoner 
Lydney from custody, and the refusal of the police to 
acaount for their authority, had given him great offence; 
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nil tin) more because lie did not understand it. The chronic 
state of vexation in which he lived in regard to his son, 
was also beginning to toll upon his spirit. He could not 
deaden all natural feeling for Wilfred ; and thero wore 
moments when lie wondered what his wifo could bo niado 
of, to expect it. o 

“Lord Dane’s banker!” cried he, briskly repeating the 
words the servant used in announcing him. “ Yes, I'll see 
him. Show him in.” 

The permission seemed not to be required, for the banker 
n ils already within the room, anil the servant left them 
together. 

“T am disturbing you early, Mr. Lester, but business 
must be my excuse. Before I enter upon it, allow me to set 
you right upon one point. I am not Lord Dane’s banker, or 
any banker at all; nothing half so important in a commer¬ 
cial point of view. I am one of the chief detective officers 
of the police force.” 

“ Bless my heart! ” ejaculated Mr. Lester. 

“ I came down to watch certain business in Danesheld, 
and it is convenient to us at such times not to bo known for 
what we- really are. Let that pass: I only mention it to 
convince you that when I ordered young Lydney’s release 
from custody. Bent, whom yon are so angry with, had no 
resource but to obey me.” 

“ Did you discharge him? What could possess you to do 
it ? ” continued Mr. Lester sharply. “ The man is as great 
a villain as ever walked. Did you do it to screen him from 
the consequences of his guilt?” 

“ Hardly. My office is to bring offenders to punishment, 
not to screen them from it. I released him because ho was 
not guilty. Listen, Mr. Lester. In the-'.attack made o'il 
your house, there was a ringleader who planned it, and 
induced the others, poor poaching fellows, by bribes, to join 
him; on him, in my opinion, nearly the whole guilt rests.” 

“ It is precisely ijiy opinion,” interrupted Mr. Lester'. 
“The ringleader is the one solo guilty man, and that was 
Lydney.” 

“ Mr. Lester, give me credit for being assured of my facts ; 
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otherwise I should not have' come to you. The ringleader 
was not Lydney.” 

3V£l\ Blair’s voice had dropped to a low. solemn key, and 
in his countenance, as he sat, his hands on his knees, his 
head bending forward, there was a look of severe compas¬ 
sion. The Sipniro did not altogether relish,these signs. 

“ The ringleader was Wilfred Lester.” 

Up - started Mr. Lester, overturned the inkstand on the 
table beside him, loud and angry in his son’s defence, and 
hardly knowing what lie spoke. Mr. Blair sat with lirofes- 
sional coolness until the outburst was over. 

“ I am not sorry to hear one admission from your lips, Mr. 
Lester—that it is being under the cloud of your displeasure 
which drives him to be wild. It was your son who broke 
into your house; it was his own expedition, planned and 
executed. You can have ample proof of it if you wish ; but’ 
you may be sure, knowing now who I am, that I should not 
come to you with an unsubstantiated story.” 

There could no longer he any holding out against convic¬ 
tion, and Mr. Lester sat down in his chair, an abject man, 
the father of a midnight housebreaker. 

K But what was his motive V ” ho gasped. “ There was iy> 
robbery ? ” 

“There was no robbery tin the ordinary sense of the 
term ; and the pistol you hoard discharged, was raised by 
him at one of the men'who seemed inclined to effect a little 
on his own private score. There was, however, something 
taken.” 

“What was it?” asked Mr. Lester, glancing about him, 
as if to make sure that the chairs and tables were in their 
places. 

Have you examined your iron safe ? ” 

No.” ' But Mr. Lester turned short round and examined 
it then. That is, lie stared at the outside.., 

“ I fancy his object was to get into his possession a 
Certain deed relating to silmc money he believes lie is 
entitled to, but which you withhold. And I think lie sue- 
cecdtd.” 

After a pause of astonishment, Mr. Lester hastily drew 
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some keys from his pocket, anil unlocked the safe. Tho 
deed was gone. 

“ You now perceive your son’s motive,” resumed Mr. Blair. 
“ I don’t defend him; mind that; hut some people! may 
deem he had a right to peruse his own deed, which you 
denied him.’’ , ' 

“ Arc you going to apprehend him?” was the rejoinder 
of Mr. Lester, who was cutting rather a sorry figure, as most 
men do when convicted of dishonour; and ho line w ho had 
been all along; dishonourable to Wilfred. 

“ To apprehend him is not in my department. If you 
choose to do so, you can hand your warrant and instructions 
to Inspector Bent. Your son might receive the punishment, 
hut I do not think tho odium would fall upon him. There’s 
not a judge upon tho bonch hut would recoil from sentencing 
him.” 

“I am not going to give him into custody,” said Mr. 
Lester, tartly. “ You need not preach.” 

“ But that I felt convinced Hguire Lester was a good man 
at heart, and had been led away (lie knows best by what 
influence) to act harshly, I should not have disclosed to him 
the true culprit,” observed Mr. Blair, looking him steadily 
in the face. “ Tknow he would shrink from bringing public 
punishment on one who is bis son, and ought to ho his heir, 
thereby furnishing further food for scandal in Dancsheld.” 

“ Further food,” retorted Mr. Lester. “ I have furnished 
none yet.” 

“My good sir,” returned the officer, “ if you only kn uv 
the hard words bestowed upon you from one end of the 
place to the other, you would not say that. Wilfred, with 
all his ill-doings, is popular and respected, compared with 
you.” 

“ You arc bold,” chafed Mr. Lester. 

“ It is the fault of my trade,” was the answer. “ But’ if 
you will consider tho past with less prejudice than you have 
probably been in tin*- habit of doing, you may arrive at the 
same conclusion as myself —that had Wilfred Lester been 
treated differently by his father, he might never havo 
forfeited his good name.” 
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Mr. Lester gave his brow, a rub. It was growing hot. 

“ And now I come to William Lyduoy’s share in the 
night’s exploits-” 

“ Yes, Willi a to Lydney '? ” was the fierce interruption, as 
if Squire Lester found a vent for his anger in the name. 
“ You cannot .palliate his conduct. lie lmd no deed to 
get at.” 

“ Bray listen, Mr. Lester. It came accidentally to William 
Sydney’s knowledge on Sunday night that your son was 
then in the wood with two or three companions, the convoy 
engaged in the respectable employment of tacking black 
crape to their hats. Circumstances led him to believe 
that they were about to attack the Castle. Yes, you look 
surprised, Squire, but I’ve no time to explain. Ho, Lydnev, 
waited on in the cold damp air, hoping to intercept them 
and to save your son. At the eleventh hour, ho found they* 
Lad attacked the Hall—were in it—and he rushed on here ; 
nut not in time to be of much service, except that ho got 
Wilfred home in safety, lie allowed himself to be taken 
into custody because ho would not betray him; he has had 
his character 4 ken from him for Wilfred’s sake ; whilst 
L - iesheld reproached him with consorting with bad charae- 
toi , lie was only looking after and shielding WilfrcTl 
Lester. A friendship had arisen between them.” 

“ Wilfred always had a hankering after low company,” 
was the slighting remark of Squire Lester. 

“ If he never gets into lower company than young 
Lvdney’s, he won’t hurt,” returned Mr. Blair, bursting into 
a laugh. 

Something in its tone upset Squire Lester’s equanimity. 
“ Why, who is Lydney ? ” 

Oh, a*s to tlj^it,' you can ask him when you next see 
him. But it is not every man who would quietly bear the 
opprobrium thilt another merits, even to gome to nrison for 
him.” 

. “Lydney must have had, his motive* for it.” scoffed 
Mr. Lester. , 

“ Or motives—true. Wilfred Lester saved his life, and 
lie /may have been actuated by gratitude. A feeling is 
I -ady,Adelaide. . 29 
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abroad that ho would undergo a great deal for one so 
nearly related to Miss Lester.” 

The allusion upset the remainder of Mr. Lester’s temper. 

“Lydney is a villain, that’s what he is. Ho has been 
stoalthily undermining my daughter’s principles. Can you 
defend him in that, sir ? ” 

“ I think I had better leave him to defend himself,” said 
Mr. Blair, as he rose to depart. His mission to Danesheld 
was over. 

“ Were I Lord Dane I would shoot him.” 

“Were you Lord Dane, I do not fancy yon would,” 
laughed Mr. Blair. And again there was that in his tone 
and manner which was incomprehensible to Squire Lester. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 
sally’s 8TEF-UNCLE. 

Almost as Mr., Blair left Danesheld nail, three gentlemen, 
who had just descended from a carriage entered it. As 
the servant admitted them, he looked askance on one, * 
William Lydney; the second was Apperly, the lawyer; the 
third was a commanding looking man of attenuated features, 
a stranger. 

“ I wish to see Mr. Lester,” said the latter. 

The servant bowed and led ■the way to the study. ITo 
laid his hand on the handle of the door, and turned. 

“ What name, sir ? ” 

“ Lord Dane.” 

“ I—I beg your pardon, sir,” stammered the man in his- 
surprise. “ I asked what name.” 

“ Lord Dane,” was the distinpt repetition; and the servant 
wondered what old madman had got in, as he announced it v 
Mr. Apperly followed, but William Lydney had disappeared 
when the man looked round for him. 
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Squire Lester, pacing liis study in perturbation—for 
Mr. Blair’s communication had been anything but a 
pleasant one—heard the announcement and saw a stranger 
enter. He supposed some mistake had been made, or that 
Lord Dane was following. He scanned the bearing and 
features of the stranger, and felt strangely startled. 

“I—I thought.be said Lord Dane,” broke from him in 
his embarrassment. 

“ So he did,” was the strangor’s answer, as ho held out 
his hand. “ Don’t you know me, George ? Who else, but 
myself, should bo Lord Dane ? ” 

Mr. Lester staggered back against a chair utterly 
petrified. 

“ Harry Dane did not die, George : and he lias come back 
at the eleventh hour to claim his own. I should have been 
home ten years ago, had I dreamt that it was Herbert who' 
was representing the Dano peerage; I never supposed but 
it was my brother Gooffry.” 

Mr. Lester, feeling that there was nothing but surprise 
upon surprise happening, sat down in a whirl, and prepared 
to listen to the explanation. It was given in a very 
eui-sory manner. Lord Dane was anxious to call in bis 
son. 

“ Has your son accompanied you home ? Is ho in 
Dancshelcl ? ” asked Mr. Lester. 

' “ He is here, in this house. I sent him to the drawing¬ 
room whilst I eamo to you. The truth is, Lester—though 
I suppose it’s premature to say it—he lias seen your 
daughter, and fallen in love with her.” 

“ Where can lie have seen her ? ” wondered Mr. Lester. 

“ I am agreeable,” continued Lord Dane. “ Perhaps you 
will be—although report goes that you have promised her 
to Herbert. The Castle will still be her destination, you 
3eo; the only difference being that her husband will be the 
true peer, not the false one.” 

• Strange to say, Mr. Lester never thought of the truth— 
of Lydney. Ho might havo dono so at a more collected 
mompnt; but the step from a poacher and suspected house¬ 
breaker to a future peer of England, was altogether too 
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great for his mind even to glance at. Lord Dane rang the 
bell, and desired that the gentleman who came with him 
should be requested to appear. 

The servant went to the drawing-room and gave the 
message. Mr. Lydney had been sitting there alone, having 
found it untenanted. But, even as the man spoke, he saw 
Maria enter the conservatory from the lawn, and went out 
to her. Ah! how lovely she looked in her pretty morning 
dress of delicate lilac muslin. 

“ Oh, Mr. Lydney! ” she exclaimed, in her confusion and 
dismay dropping some late flowers she had been cutting, 

“ what brings you here ? How could you dare to venture ? 
Papa will only order you out again.” 

“ I hope not. He might turn out William Lydney; ho 
will not, I think, turn out Gooffry Dane.” 

She raised her eyes to him in surprise. As well she 
might. 

He took her two hands in his, and held her before him, 
rather persistently. His dark grey eyes, dancing with love, 
smiled down on her blushing cheeks. 

' “ Lord Dane is now with Mr. Lester, asking—at least, I 

think it likely that ho is—asking for you. Will you 
promise to be the future Lady Dane, Maria ? Promise it 
now to mo.” 

The soft blush deepened, and she strove to draw away ’ 
from him. But he held her all the tighter. 

“ Or would you rather promise to bo my wife ? ” he con¬ 
tinued, in triumphant tenderness. “ Maria, it is of no use; 

I will not let you go without an answer. My darling! I 
shall never tease you or deceive you again. Yon trusted the 
unknown William Lydney. He was obscure, he was under 
a cloud, and he could not explain or declar e himseif. I tori* 
you the trust was not misplaced. I lim Geoffry Dane. My 
father, Captain Harry Dane, did not die in that fall. He 
has come home to his own. He is Lord Dane. It is he 
who is with your father. Maria, will you give me your 
premise now ? ” 

She did not understand at all; but there was a ringing 
sound of truth and power in his voice, and Maria closed ,\cr 



sally’s STEP-UNCLE. 


453 


•eyes, and sighed with a feeling of some intense happiness. 
He gathered her in his sheltering arms, taking from her 
lipjs, as of right, the kiss he had so long yearned for—all 
unconscious, bdth of them, that Mrs. Tiffle’s green eyes wero 
.peering in at the outer door of the conservatory. 

It did not .last a minute; these stolen snatches of bliss 
rarely do: Pate must be envious of them. Lady Adelaide 
was .coming forward, and Maria vanished behind a towering 
tropical plant, ready to die at the scene of anger that might 
be approaching. If anything could have added to her state 
of wonder, it was to see Lady Adelaide- advance with out¬ 
stretched hand to her lover, and call him “ Geoffry.” They 
went forward then to obey the summons to the study, he 
holding his hand back for Maria. Lord Dane, impatient at 
the delay, was ringing again. 

“What is keeping Geoffry?” he was asking, tartly 
enough. “ I want you to see him. In point of wealth your 
daughter will be better off with him than she would have 
been with Herbert. Geoffry inherits an immense fortune 
from his mother, and I have not been spending half my 
income. Bo that, apart from the Dane revenues, my son will 
be rich.” 

“ It is a most flattering, munificent offer for her,” cried 
the gratified Mr. Lester. “ And if Maria will only hear 
reason—We have had a bad, insidious character about the 

place lately, and-"-Halloa! ” again broke off Mr. Lester, 

starting up angrily as he saw Lydnoy coming in. “ You 
here! You audacious man! How dare you presume to 

-1 beg your pardon, Lord Dane, but this is the follow I 

was just speaking of, Lydney-” 

Mr. Lester stopped—for Lord Dane had linked his arm 
within the “ audacious man’s,” and was leading him up. 

“ An instant, George Lester. You shall tell me about 
I^ydney whefi I have made the introduction. My son, 
Geoffry Dane.” 

Tho consternation of Mr. .Lester was something ludicrous. 

He your son ? ” he gasped. 

“ My own and only son; Geoffry William Lydney Dane. 
A]/, Lester! you and Daneskeld have been abusing him, 
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have been laying all sorts, of outrageous, eine* to, his charge ; 
but Maria saw him for what he was—a man of worth and 
honour. I think you will have to give her to -him, in ^oito 
of the prior claims of Mr. Herbert Dane.” ' 

Mr. Lester paused. He looked at Maria, who had been 
drawn into the room almost against her will; he looked at 
Geoffry Dane, rfow could he ever have mistaken that noble 
face ? Truth to say, he had from the first been favourably 
impressed by it, until circumstances and.Herbert Dane rose 
up to bias him. 

“ Maria shall choose for herself,” he said, in a kindly 
tone. And some of us do become kindly, in our stubborn 
hearts, when humility is forced upon us. 

Geoffry Dane smiled; Maria drooped her head: and Lord 
Dane began talking to her in a whisper, which brought the 
brightness back again. Presently he rose, saying that now- 
all was right he must be going. 

“ Where ? ” asked Mr. Lester. 

“ Where! why to show myself abroad with my son; to 
make a call or two, as I have made one here, previous to 
holding my levee at the Castle this afternoon,” answered 
Lord Dane. “ I shall go about it rather charily, Lester, 
lest timid people should take me for a ghost. Herbert 
thought me one the other night. It was tho only time 
I have ventured out: but I felt pining for a breath of fresh 
air, and I went as far as the ruins. There, as I looked in at 
one of the windows, I saw Herbert, and I know he took me 
for an apparition. Whilst ho was coming out, I stole round 
to the nearest aperture’and got in. But for having shown 
myself to him later in flesh and blood, ho would have 
believed in the ghost for ever. Are you ready, William? 
We will go first to Wilfred Lester’s.” 

“ To Wilfred Lester’s! ” involuntarily repeated that mis¬ 
guided young man’s father. 

“ Yes, sir, to’ Wilfred Lester’s,” replied Lord Dane, 
turning round and speaking in a stem tone, perhaps uncon-* 
scio { usly. “ If his own flesh and blood have abandoned him 
to the mercies of a cold world, it’s time tho world took Jiim 
up. I intend to carry him and his wife to the Castle to-d^v. 
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and I shall keep them there, my guests and William’s, until 
some one sees about a provision for them. Danesheld shall 
see„that Wilfred has one efficient friend, at any rate. Pretty 
Edith! who ustfd to be more ready with her kisses for Cap¬ 
tain Harry Dane than yon were, Miss Maria. I havo hoard 

of starvation, George Lester; I havo heard of -but I 

had better not go on,” broke off Lord Dane. “ Thank God, 
I have come home to remedy it! ” 

He went out in a suppressed storm. At the door, as ho 
was stepping into the carriage, Miss Bordillion came up: 
the wonderful news, spreading fast over Danesheld, had 
penetrateddo her. 

“ It is really true, then! ” she exclaimed, the tears rising 
in her gentle eyes, as the onco intimate Harry Dane 
clasped her hands. “ I thought people were relating a 
Ilream.” 

“ I told you the time might come when you would wel¬ 
come me to your house again,” said William, when she 
had leisure to turn to him. “ Your door will, I hope, be 
open to Geoffry Dane, Miss Bordillion, though it was closed 
to William Lydney.” 

“ And what about Muria ? ” she asked, her senses rather 
scattered just then. 

“Oh, I had serious thoughts of running away with 
Maria,” laughed ho; “but Mr. Lester has obviated the 
• necessity. Ho tolls toe I may take her without it.” 

Miss Bordillion gazed after the carriage as it swept 
away; at the smiling face of the new heir, as he sat in it 
opposite to his father. 

“ I never will bo persuaded out of my senses again,” said 
she emphatically. “ My judgment trusted him, my heart 
spoke fof him; A knew he was no adventurer.” 

Lady Adelaide had not appeared. No, her courage failed 
' her. Shame was rife in her bosonr; fear still; and she 
had stolen away to the solitude of her own* chamber* Tiflie, 
•who was watching an opportunity, came tin with an inter¬ 
ruption— . 

“ And grieved I am to have to disclose it, my lady; but 
xajf duty to the family is paramint,” she began with her 
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soft sly tones. “ I was stepping into tlie oonservetry just 
now; wanting the gardener about them sparagrass-tops for 
the glasses, and thinking he might be there, when I sa,\y— 
but it's a barefaced thing to repeat to your ladyship, and I 
vow I’ve been red ever since to my fingers’ ends.” 

“ Do go on Tiflle, without nonsense. What is it ? ” 

“ My lady, that Lydney was there, he was; him and 
Miss Lester. And he had her all scrambled to him -like, 
and was—if your ladyship will excuse my saying the word 
—kissing of her. Kissing of her lips with his own, my 
lady, like—like anything.” 

Lady Adelaide languidly raised her eyebrows. “ Very 
sad, of course. But as Miss Lester is to bo his wife, Tiftlo, 
I don’t know that it matters.” 

“ His wife! ” cried Tiffle, her green eyes wide with 
amazement. “ What, and go out with him—excuse me, my 
lady—a Botany Bay convic ! ” 

“ Tiffle ! ” spoke Lady Adelaide, in a sharp tone of repri¬ 
mand, as she pointed to the door with her haughty finger. 

“ Have the goodness to reeollcct that you are speaking of 
Miss Lester.” 

Tiffle hacked out subdued, not to say thunderstruck, and 
caine against a maid-servant, who said Shad was asking to 
see her. 

“ To see mo ?—the oudacions little reptile! ” responded 
Tiffle in a great amount of wrath. “ That Granny Bean is ■ 
always wanting a fresh supply of stuff for her rheumatix.” 

She went out, however, and Shad, gathered humbly 
against a dirty brick wall, accosted her in an under-tone : 

“ Granny said I was not to mind calling" at the house for 
once, but to cut right off and tell ye. Lord Dane’s come 
back.” , 

“ Come back from whore ? ” demanded I'ifflo. “ Where 
has he been ? ” 

“ Noti him at 'the Castle: he ain’t Lord Dane no more. 
T’other’s come tot life again—him that fell over the cliff- 
years agone. He haVe took up his footing at the Castle, 
and this ’un’s got to turn out. Granny said I was to tell 
ye as Lydney-” 
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“ Well! ” said Tiffle, impatiently, staring with all her 
eyes. “ Get on quicker.” 

“•As Lydney have been here in disguise, a-looking after 
what folks did* wrong, but not helping of ’em, as was 
thought. He’s t’other’s son, and his name’s Geoffry Dane; 
and he’ll be Lord Dane after him.” , 

Tiffle gathered in the sense of the words, gathered in a 
summary of her own past policy, and fell back in what was 
nearly a real fainting fit. 

Never, sure, was. such a levee' seen or heard of. It had 
no parallel in social history. Modem courts hold their 
levees, but the crowds flocking to them are of the class who 
bask on the sunny side of life; no Lazarus must dare to 
enter. Tho levee at Dane Castle was all different. 

The news of Harry Dane’s resuscitation had gone forth 
to Danesheld, together with his assumption of the hfime* 
and honours of his forefathers, and of the reception he was 
about to hold. It was his pleasure that all should come to 
it, high and low, rich and poor. The fishermen were 
bidden as well as the gentry; the poachers and smugglers 
were especially invited. The lower end of tho hall was 
lined with tho Dane servants, in their handsome -livery of 
white and silver and purple. Bruff and Eavensbird stood 
behind Lord Dane; it was.Aard to say which of the two 
looked the proudest. 

■ How fast the visitors flocked in, it were a tale in itself to 
tell, all pushing eagerly to welcome and do honour to Lord 
Dane. Had he been made of hands,, there would not have 
been sufficient to satisfy the ardent crowd. He stood witli 
them outstretched; he had* a kindly look ; a low, heart-felt 
word for all. His son stood at his right hand, and he 
■presented* him ^wliVidually to every one. Herbert Dane 
was there, Wilfred Lester was there, both treated by him 
with marked esteem and distinction. It w^ould not be Lord 
Dane’s fault if poor Wilfred’s escapades wore nof over; 
and it must be remembered .that the public knew nothing 
of his share in the doings of tho past Sunday night. The 
audienoe, evor ready to bo led away by a.straw in popular 
feelmg, saw that Squire Lester shook hands with his 
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son, and they. at Mice elbowed each other in hastening to 
do the like. 

When the hall was full, and people had done coming in, 
so far as could be judged, Mr. Dane—no longer Mr. Lyd- 
ney—left his father’s side to mingle with tho crowd. The 
first face his eye lighted on was Inspector Bent’s, and the 
face did not look altogether at ease. Had he known that 
young Lydney the suspected-would turn out to be‘"tho 
Honourable Mr. Dane, he had certainly treated him loss 
familiarly. . 

“I hope, %ir, you’ll not bear malice to me for the past. 
I’m sure if I had had any idea- 

“ Malice! ” interrupted young Dane cheerily. “ What an 
idea! I gave you-credit for better sense, Bent; or, at 
least, believed you would givo me credit for - better. I 
’thihk I have a great deal to bo obliged to you for: you 
might have made things worse for me, and did not.” 

Tho gratified inspector took the hand held out to him. 
Mr. Blair, it may be mentioned, had left by the mid-day 
train, and Bent felt important again. Mr. Dane went on, 
and came up to Ben Beecher, who was in an obscure corner 
bshind the servants, not daring to advance into notieo. 

“ Is it you, Beecher, come to pay ine a visit in my own 
house?” ho cxclbimed, in the-same hearty tones; and, in 
point of fact, ho had been looking for the man. “ More 
space to welcome you hero than I had at the Sailors’ Rest: 
Why don’t you come forward to my lord ? Your father has 
already had his confab with him.” 

“ Sir, how could you go on deceiving us and blinding us 
in that way ? ” returned Ben Beecher, in a tone of roproach. 

“ If we had dreamt that yon were tho Lord Dano—or as 
good as the lord—should we ever haver,let yofi into owr 1 ’ 
secrets? Why, there’s not a thing about us but what you-, 
know, even the vpry worst.” 

William Done burst into laughter. “I’m glad I do, 
Beecher. It is tfao yery best oalamity that could have hap¬ 
pened to you.” 

“ Yes, sir, it may be fuft for you; but you may just s have 
us all transported to-morrow upon your sole evidence.” 



SAEIiT B STEP-UNCLE. 


469 


“And do you think I am' likely to do it?” 

“ Look here, sir,” cried the man, dropping his voice; “ I’ll 
swc»r that we were led into that bad job by young Lester. 
He-” 

“Hush, Boecher!” came.the quick and solemn warning. 

“ That is of the past, never to be alluded to. It has been 
agreed on all sides that bygones shall bo bygones.” 

“ la that to apply to all the past, Mr. Lydney ? ” 

“ Mr. Dane,” corrected "William, half jestingly^ wishing 
to put the man at his ease. 

. “ Dash my memory 1 I wish it never had befcn Mr. Dane, 
though. Why, you know all about our poaching, sir!— 
and the haunts!—and—you know everything.” 

“ I don’t intend to remember anything, Beecher. The 
past is past. But I want you to promise me to keep straight 
for the future.” * ' 

“ To keep straight ? ” returned Beecher, dubiously. 

“ In our first encounter in the wood, which you may not 
have forgotten, I told you that it was no “business of mine 
did you prowl about the Dane preserves all day, a. gun in 
one hand and snares in the other, seeing that they were not 
mine. Virtually they were mine, at least my. father’s, bijt 
actually they were in possession of him »who was then 
called Lord Dane. I told jwa also that, if they were mine, 
the affair would be very different. You must see that it is, 
Beecher. It is my duty now to protect the lands, and I 
shall do it. I care more for one man’s well-doing than for 
all the pheasants in England: nevertheless, I respect and 
shall uphold the Game Laws. Cannot you and I contrive 
to remain friends, Beecher,* in spite of them ? ” 

“ Friends! ” echoed the man, with deep feeling. 
r “I said friends. ‘ It will bo your fault if'we are not. 
You cannot suppose I shall take advantage of the past in 
any way, unless it ho for your good. , You once said, 
Beecher, that had you and your companions been dealt 
with in a kindlier spirit, you might havg btien different men. 
Begin to bo different from this day, and I will help you.’ 
Beecher made no answer: his face was working. 

“ifou stall have suitablo work found for you, and good 
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wages. I shall get my men to give me their best service, 
and on my part I shall ever bo to them a considerate 
friend. Yes, Beecher, I mean it. I intend that we shall 
be friends in the best sense of the word* identifying our 
interests one with the other. Will yon promise, Beecher?” 

The man shyly held out his hand. “ Ay, ■! will, sir; I’m 
almost tired of the life I lead, and so are others; and this 
last business has frightened the lot of us. I’ll do as you 
wish me from this day." 

“ A bargain,” said William Dane, as ho shook the hand 
heartily. “ And we will never, I hope, go from it, Beecher.” 

The one who seemed most anxious of all to accept the 
position that day and make the best of circumstances, was 
Mr. Herbert Dane. He was wise to do so. It is true he 
was suddenly thrown from state and fortune, but, in reality, 
' he had never had a right to either, and had been an un¬ 
conscious usurper. Lord Dano was not going to talk about 
mesne profits; on the contrary, he was intending to settle a 
handsome income upon Herbert. Altogether, things might 
have been worse for the ex-lord; and oh, to have that 
awful nightmare lifted from his soul. 'That of itself seemed 
heaven.* • 

“You must»have been astonished when you found who 
it was the life-boat brought*ashore,” he remarked, during 
a desultory chat with Bavcnsbird in the course of the 
afternoon. 

“ Astonished is not the word for it, sir,” replied Bavcns¬ 
bird. “ It’s not strong enough ; there’s no word that is. My 
first thought, after I got over the surprise, was that I had 
been a regular idiot to mistake that drowned man for my 
master. He began upon all sorts of questions the night 
after he was saved from the wreck, amk.he leavnt that, ih 
was you, sir, at the Castle, and not his brother, Mr. Dane. 
Presently he pushed the purple shado off his face and sat 
up in‘bed, and' asked me if I knew him. You might have 
knocked me down with a feather. Then there was a con¬ 
sultation between us whether Sophie should be told: my 
lord was afraid.of her letting out the secret;.but I saw 
there was no help for it, for she’d be sure to know' him. 
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How she suceeded in keeping it and mortifying her gossip 
will always be 'a joke against her: but my lord threatened 
her jvith unheard-of penalties if she disclosed it.” 

“ Ravensbird,’’* said Herbert Dane, awaking from a reverie 
into which he had fallen, “ did you witness the struggle on 
the heights that night ?—for I presume thafc Lord Dane has 
told you the truth respecting it.” 

“He has told me, sir; but not for me to mention it 
again,” answered tlio man with considerate respect. “ I 
did not witness the struggle ; I was not on the heights that 
night.” • 

“ And yet you would not disclose where it was you had 
been when you were absent from the Sailors’ Best.” 

“ That was my obstinacy, sir; I had no other reason. I 
was only doing a bit of courting. Sophie had promised to 
come out and meet mo, and we were walking about at tlio* 
back of the Castle.” 

“ What was your suspicion at the time ? ” 

“ Well, sir—if I must say.it—I suspected you. Of course, 
I wasn’t sure; my opinion was on the balance, as it were. 
I thought it almost certain that you had been the one 
quarrelling with him; but, on the other han<\, you seemed 
positively to suspect me, and then thera came up tl'e 
suspicion of that packman. J was never sure about it, one 
way or the other, imtil my lord came home. Sophie, she 
also at first suspected you, and thought my Lady Adelaide 
would have screened you at my expense; but I did all I 
could to put her off the scent—it might have led to mischief; 
and I was not sure myself.” 

“ And I, on my part, got’ to suspect that you had been oh 
the heights at the time, Ravensbird, and saw the scuffle. 
Let it drefy. I |*n more pleased to see him back, in life, 
than ever I was at coming into the inheritance.” 

The levee over, there was a dinner gathering at the 
Castlo; a family party only—the Danes, and the Lesters, 
and Margaret Bordillion. .Unpleasant topics were not 
alluded to; but William contrived to *gi vc ' ^ r - Hester %nd 
his vyife a hint of the doings of Tiffle. Even Lady Adelaide 
might not have been so inveterate in her persecution of 
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William Lester, but for the never-ceasing tales, the insidious 
promptings of that woman. 

The first thing Mr. Lester did on the following morning 
was to send for Sally. He was an early riser, and the 
woman made her appearance, in answer to tho summons, 
before the breakfast was well over at the Hall. Sundry 
reminiscences had been rising up within Mr. Lester, con¬ 
victing him of a great deal that he felt bitterly ashamcd'of, 
now that it was brought home to him. He could not undo 
the past; but he might, perhaps, help to stop the scandal 
from honecfesrth, if ho could screw out a littlo ready money 
for Wilfred’s tradespeople. As a preliminary, he must learn 
from Sally what the debts were. Mr Lester received her 
alone in the breakfast-room. 

She came in with her uncompromising face, and he 
entered upon the subject in a eold, distant tone, the better 
to disguise his feelings—as if it were a wondrous favour 
and condescension for him to notice the matter at all. 
Sally mentioned what debts there were, so far as she had 
cognizance of them; but they did not appear to bo recent 
ones. 

“ You have been getting in things—as I hear—without 
stint, of late,” observed Mr. Lester. “ Even wine, I have 
been told of. I cannot think low you obtained the credit.” 

“ I didn’t have credit,” spoke Sally, bluntly. 

“ Not have credit ? ” 

“ No, sir. I paid ready money.” 

“ But where did you get the money ? ” he asked, staring 
at her. 

“ From ono that folks were pulling to pieces as a thief 
and a vagabond,” was Sally’s answer; “and I used to wish, 
as I listened, that I could tie the whole <dot toother and 
pump on ’em for it.- Ho made friends with me, and told me 
I must join him in ft little bit of deceit for my master and 
mistresVs sake—Mr. Wilfred being proud and refusing to 
be helped straightforward. He found the money, and I 
invented a step-ttuele, and said I had it from him. Ami 
as true as I’m here, sir, I believe that it’s thanks “to him 
Miss Edith is alive this day." 
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“ And he was-” Mr. Lester stopped in hesitation. 

William Lydney. Knowing now that his father was 
Captain Harry Dane, I’m not surprised.' of course the plot 
was made up Ifetwoen them. But it isn’t many would 
hare carried it out as that young man did. Mr. Wilfred 
was just goinj^ to the dogs as fast as he could go—yes ho 
was, sir; you are his.father, but I’m not going to eat my 
words ; and William Lydney saved him, and bore scorn and 
suspicion for his sake. People talk of the noble Danes, but 
there never was one as noble as this young one 1 ” 

Before the words had well left her lips, a violent noise, 
as of fighting and angry words, was heard outside the door. 
Mr. Lester pulled it open in displeasure, supposing it to be 
his children. To his excessive astonishment, there stood 
Shad and Tifflo, engaged in a pitched battle, scratching, 
biting, tearing, and shrieking at each other. 

The cause was this: Shad had presented himself at the 
back-door, apparently in a state of much excitement and 
fear, and demanded to see Mrs. TiflJe. The girl, who 
answered it, ungraciously told him to “Go and look for 
her: ” for the fact was, Tiffle, who had got up in a most 
vile temper, had been making several of the servants suffer, 
and this girl more particularly. Shad, bold as he ha*! 
never been before, in the terror thijt was upon him, went 
into the passages, peeping here and there, until he reached 
the hall, and there ho saw Tiffle, with her ear glued to a 
keyhole. In truth, Tiffle had a mind to know what her 
master’s business could be with Sally, she feeling rather 
disturbed at the aspect of affairs in general. Shad stole 
softly up behind and laid hold of her. Tiffle, startled 
beyond measure, fearing .she-was caught at last, turned 
rannd; bat when* she saw who it was, her temper broke 
out beyond control, and she began to pay the boy off by 
sundry tingling slaps on the cheeks. Shad, unprepared for 
the reception, retaliated in kind, and the result Vas a 
contest. 

“ What is the meaning of this ? ” demanded Mr. Losijpr. 
‘ Tiffle V” 

Tiffle softened down to meekness, her sly eyes flashing 
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out a glance at Lady Adelaide, who appeared on the scene. 
Shad only howled. 

“ I’m sure I beg pardon, sir, and my lady,” quoth fjhe: 
“ This wicked ragamuffyan of Granny Beari's came startling 
me to throw me over, just as I was going into the break- 
fast-room in sear.cli of my lady. Little Miss»Ada-” 

“ You wasn’t going in,” raved Shad, smarting under the 
late correction; “ you was a-stopping at the door, listen¬ 
ing.” 

“The ready lies that these young creatures invent!” 
ejaculated Tifflo, turning up the whites of her eyes. “ I 
would not have cared for his startling of me, but it vexed 
me to see him, all bold, in a gentleman’s house. Be quiet, 
you young rep-” 

“ You be quiet, Tiffle,” interposed Mr. Lester’s voice of 
'-stern authority. “ How did you get in, Shad ? ” 

“ I come to the door and I asked for Mrs. Tiffle,” sobbed 
Shad; “ and the young woman she telled me to come and 
find her-” 

“Asked for me—you!" interrupted Tiffle, in a glow of 
indignation. “ The impidince of that! ” 

“What be I to do.?” howled Shad. “Granny’s dead, 
she is, and I’m afraid to stop there. Who be I to tell ? ” 

The words caused „a lull*.in the storm. Mr. Lester 
questioned the boy. 

“ I’m sure on’t,” sniffed Shad. ' “ She’s a-sitting back in 
hor chair, with her face all blue, and her mouth open, and 
her eyes staring. I wondered as she didn’t screech at mo 
to get up; so I lay a-bod, and when I went to her she was 
like that. And because I combs and tells, I’m kicked at 
and my hair tored out.” 

“Please, sir, hadn’t I better go back vitli liim, and sqc« 
what it really is ? ” asked Tiffle, as mild now as milk, and 
speaking in quite a confidential tone. 

“ Ydu can do' so if you choose,” replied Mr. Lester. “ But 
—stop in hero for a minute, Tiffle. Shad, sit down,” lie 
adjlod, pointing to one of the hall chairs. 

Safely inside Ijis study, whero he motioned hor to enter 
and Lady Adelaide followed, Mr. Lester shortly told v the 
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woman that he and her lady had cqme to the resolution of 
parting with her: she could leave them in a month’s time. 

‘*To pa—pa—part with me! ” gasped Tifflo, turning her 
dismayed face to Lady Adelaide. “ What have I done ? ” 

Mr. Lester would not enter into particulars; and Lady 
Adelaide maintained a haughty silence; the truth was, she 
herself shrank from this task, and had left it to her 
husband. He gave Tiffie a hint that her ferreting pro¬ 
pensities had been discovered, together with her falsity, 
and, therefore, she would no longer suit Danesheld Hall; 
and then, passing from the subject as if it were over, he 
quietly asked her whether there was not some relationship 
between herself and Shad. 

What little temper had been left to Tiffie by the com¬ 
munication, this bold question completely took away. It 
drove her wild. Having no ready answer at hand, except a 
vague denial raved out in indignant words, she burst out of 
the room and seized upon the unhappy Shad, drawing her 
nails down his face to begin with. Mr. Lester himself 
came to the rescue; opened the front door, and sent Shad 
out of it—howling piteously. 


CHAPTER XXXYI. 

WRONGS MADE BIGHT. 

Things and people subsided by degrees into their proper 
[daces. Lord Dane strove to make tho happiness of all. 
Herbert Dane chose, Paris as a residence. Ho was fond of 
the gay efty, and TJanesheld no longer held claims on him, 
ir had attractions for him. Miss Dane returned to the 
ivihd .house with Mrs. Knox, and was .intensely ^happy 
lirectly, planning out the most charming dress that could 
tic worn by an assistant at the marriage ceremony. Wilfred 
Lester, partly through interest, partly through a good sttm 
idvanceH by Lord Dane privately, was appointed to a post 
in "London, which he would enter on in the spring, and 
Lady Adelaide. 30 
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meanwhile he and his wife remained the guests of Lord 
Dane. Mr. Lester had refunded tho twelve hundred pounds 
to which the deed related, unable to shelter himself uvder 
the false excuse that it had been paid. 

“ I should make Apporly insist on interest as well, 
Wilfred, were I'you,” was the remark of Lord Dune, who 
was inclined to regard the whole matter with severity. 
“ He shall keep Maria’s fourteen thousand pounds; William 
does not want it; but he ought to pay you in full.” 

Wilfred laughed. Ho could afford to be generous now; 
and he did iibt take the advico about claiming interest. 

The marriage was pressed on. Lord Dane’s health de¬ 
clined daily, and ho wished to see his son settled before he 
died, Maria made no objection: tho day on which she 
quitted the Hall would be a red-letter one. 

It dawned—that day—a clear bright morning early in 
the now year. Sophie Itavonsbird dressed tho bride: there 
was no one else capable of it in Dancsheld, she said, with 
national vanity. Lord Dane went to church, but was not 
equal to being present at breakfast. 

A grand breakfast was held at the Hall. All friends and 
relatives were present, except Herbert Dane, who did not 
come from Paris for it. Squire Lester presided, wearing the 
subdued, weary manner latterly characteristic of him; Lady 
Adelaide was gay with a gaiety that seemed more false 
than true. She had learnt that her life had been a sad 
mistake, and wondered where comfort would be found. 

The breakfast went on to its close. The feasting was 
over, the wedding-cake had gone round, and the Rev. Mr. 
James was on his old-fashioned legs, making a speech to 
the bridegroom and bride, when the door slowly opened, 
and a tall, spare stranger, with a military,air anti bronzed 4 ' 
features, came in, and stood still, leisurely surveying the . 
company. The, company, in their turn, surveyed him. He 
seometf to strike upon their senses somewhat after the 
fashion of Banquo’s .ghost. 

Which is Edith ? ” he askod, without moving. 

.Curious words tp come from him, and the sea >of feces 
stared in blank consternation, Edith’s not less blank than 
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theirs. Suddenly there was a faint cry, and Miss Bordillion 
rose and hastened to him. 

“You must J>e my brother. Oh, Henry, how you are 
altered! 1 am Margaret.” 

She was right: it was Colonel Bordillion. He had just 
landed from India, having come home without apprising 
any one. 

Congratulations ensued: all pressing forward with their 
eager welcome. Edith held aloof in confusion: she lmd 
parted from him a little girl, and did not believe that old- 
looking man was her father. Colonel Bordillion looked 
round—perhaps seeking the youngest and fairest—and 
went up to Maria. 

“ You are Edith ! ” 

. “ Oh papa, papa, no—it is I! ” said Edith, as the smile on, 
the face awoke a chord in her memory. She suddenly 
realized the fact that it was her father, and burst into tears 
of emotion. “ J am Edith.” 

“ And you ? ” asked Colonel Bordillion of Maria, when he 
had given a few moments to his daughter. 

“ I am Maria Lester.” 

“ No, you’re not,” said the bridegroom, “ you afe Maya 
Dane.” 

There was a laugh at pofir Marfa. Colonel Bordillion 
did not seem to understand. “ Are you Wilfred ? ” lie asked 
of the speaker. 

“ No, sir. I am Gcoffry Dane, Lord Dane’s son.” 

11 1 see ; it is the face and form of o. Dane,” observed the 
eolonel. “ But I did not Ijnow thero Was a son. And wlmt 
is the cause of this festive assemblage ? Your dress looks 
liko a bridal one, my dear.” 

•He toifelied MSria’s veil and wreath; he looked at the 
flowing/white, silk that glittered as she turned. Many 
toftgiys hastened to enlighten him, and Wilfred canie up to 
be noticed and received. 

' “ I can understand what they said ifo me at the station 
just now—that I should be ‘ late,’ ” observed Colonel SX>r~ 
dillien.* “ So I should have b6en had I come to give jhe 
bNde away, or to bo best man.” 
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Ho sat down at the table with them. He was of an 
exceedingly guileless, open nature, and ho entered without 
ceremony upon his own affairs before'every pne. 

“ I have done with service,” he observed, “ and have come 
home to rest during the remainder of my days. You and I 
can live together,*Margaret.” 

“ Oh, yes, yes! ” she answered : but there was a little sob 
of the breath as she remembered how very poor a home Jiers 
was to welcome him to. 

“A sad affair that bank going,” exclaimed one of the 
guests. “ Quite ruined you, did it not, Colonel ? ” 

“ I thought so at first. It was believed there would not 
be a shilling for any one, but it has turned out differently. 
We have got back more than fifty per cent, of our losses. 
Over thirty thousand pounds they have refunded to me.” 

“ Over thirty thousand pounds! ” 

“ Yes ; that’s the first dividend.” 

Over thirty thousand pounds. The poor, ruined Colonel 
Bordillion! Margaret stolo a glanco at Wilfred and Edith, 
and laid a hand upon her own beating heart. 

“ Why, you must have been a sixty-thousand pound man, 
Colonel!' ’ exclaimed an elderly gentleman, who had known 
Henry Bordillioli in early life. “ A good fortune, that! ” 

“What do we wear our lives‘but in India for, but to make 
fortunes?” asked the Colonel. “I assure you, the very 
instant I Could draw my dividend, I did so, and made’ 
arrangements for returning home to relievo my honoured 
friend and connection,.Squire Lester. It has fallen to him 
to supply his son and daughter-in-law with an income 
hitherto, and I thought it high time I took my turn at the 
cost.” 

If ever a flush of shame dyed a mad s- countenance, it 
dyed at that moment George Lester’s. How had he supplied 
them ? ( Left thqta to starve : almost allowed Edith to dr&p 
into her grave from absolute want: suffered Wilfred to go 
to ruin as fast as he pleased 'i An uncomfortable feeling 
pervuled the room, and Lady Adelaide glanced at Edith, a 
pleading look on her burning face. It seemed to sa!y, i‘D«» 
not in pity expose me.” So Edith understood it, anch’a 
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swoet, reassuring smile went back to her. But Cecilia Dane 
came unconsciously to the rescue. 

“ You don’t remember me,” she said, suddenly approach¬ 
ing him. 

“ N—o,” said Colonel Bordillion, rather puzzled. “ Unless 
you are—Mias Harkaby.” 

Cecilia Dane gave a genuine scream of mortification. Miss 
IlfP'kaby had been an elderly young lady of thirty-five when. 
Lieutenant Bordillion went away: she was quite sixty now. 
The Colonel had not been calculating the lap' e of time. 

“ Oh, how cruel of you! And you were so .nice and kind 
as Henry Bordillion. I remember you well, though I was 
only a little girl. I didn’t think you had forgotten Cely 
Dane.” 


Not very many evenings after this—they might have Jbeep 
counted by seven—the sotting sun, lighting up the west 
with floods of gold, illumined a busy scene. Idlers, dressed 
in their best, had gathered along the road in front of the 
Castle; children were sporting on the heights. Silly 
people! attracted as much by curiosity as by aileetion, they 
had assembled there to see the return of the bride and bride¬ 
groom, who had been recalled thus early, ffom their wed¬ 
ding tour by the increased weakness of Lord Dane. 

The carriage came in view, a travelling chariot and four, 
with the Dane arms ■on the panels. As it turned the corner 
of the road, the gathered people became visible to William 
Dane, who sat in it with his wife. 

“What can this mean?” he exclaimed in the surprise of 
the moment. “ Look, Maria! ” 

Whilst she was looking and wondering, a lovely bouquet 
of hot-house flowett*. was thrown in at the window on her 
lap. She turifedto see Mrs. Ravensbird. 

“ TJfank you, Sophie; thank you,” she said, leaning 
for^ird and laughing. “ William, they 1*ave assembled to 
.gife us an ovation, I am sure.” # 

'< Yes; and I never was more thankful .to see anything.” 

‘ Thankful: for this! I would rather have come hcahe in 

• 7 

tpe&ce and quietness.” 
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“ It is an earnest, I hope, that my father is better,” lie 
quietly continued. “At loast, not so ill as I have been 
fearing.” 

“ Ah, yes! Forgive my thoughtlessness, William. Look! 
there is your friend Ben Beecher.” 

William Dane’s eyes went searching out until they caught 
Ben Beecher’s. He gave him a smile and a nod all to him¬ 
self, and Ben reddened with pride. 

Standing somewhat apart from the rest, were two people: 
one, a woman in smart attire—a scarlet shawl, and pink 
bows in her yellow bonnet — and a young gontloman 
smothered in a new suit of corduroy, ornamented with a 
great many fancy metal buttons. William Dane took his 
wife’s hand and pointed to the spot. 

“ See tliqre, Maria! ” 

. “tShad and Tiffle!” exclaimed Maria. “How she is 
decked out! I wonder she should have that boy with her 1 ” 

“ As to that, I have a strong suspicion that Shad has more 
right to be with her than with any oqe else,” said Mr. 
Dane, 

“What do you mean, William?” 

Ho only laughed, giving’ no explanation. The carriage 
drew slowly to the gates, and Tiffle pushed forward to bo 
ready for the descent. Granny Bean had loft a letter, 
bequeathing Shad to Tiffle’s tender care; and the friend 
who wrote the letter for Granny disclosed a fact confided to . 
her: that Shad was—not to put too fine a point upon it— 
related to Tiffle. Danesheld had just got hold of the nows; 
and Tiffle, after a day’ and a night of abusive denial, now 
brazened it out. 

As Mr. Dane was handing his wife from the carriage, 
Tiffle’s yellow bonnet intervened. Nc"w had there been a 
falser smile’on that false countenance than disfigure-*' it now. 

“ Here’s wishing of your lordship every happiness % life, 
and the-same to your lordship’s lady ! ” curtsied Tiffle,'Hith 
a great amount of,boldness. “ Though I have boon shaiiie^. 
fuHj used and abused, I’m not one to boar malico, and -jT 
says ‘do Shad, we’ll put on our things and go up and offer oui< 
kin'gretilations wiih the rest on this ouspicious occasion 



WRONGS MADE BIGHT. 


471 


which I am now doing of. -Long life and happiness to my 
Lord and Lady Dane! ” 

“ Houray! ” put in Sliad. 

They were the first distinct words William Dane had 
caught, and ho started at their significance. 

“ I am not Lord Dane yet,” lie sharply said, in his fear. 

“ ’Twon’t be long first, by all accounts,'’ rejoined Tiffle, 
“bui I might have said the future Lord and Lady'Dane. 
We wish ’em every health and happiness.” 

“ The future Lord and Lady Dane beg to than,, you,” was 
the response, coldly spoken, as be turned fro,m her. But 
Tiffle was not to be repulsed. 

“ And I’ve taken up my residence in the cottage which 
was Granny Bean’s, having accumulated enough for a small 
indepindince,” pursued Tiffle. “And if I can sorvo your 
l'ord or ladyship in any way, I shall bo grateful to do it.i’ 

“ Have you taken to Shad as well as to tlio cottage ? ” 
asked Mr. Dane. 

“ Yes, sir, I have. Not being ashamed to acknowledge in 
the face of inemios that he’s a connection of mine,” was the 
assured response. 

“ The best thing for Shad would bo to put him ijito a re¬ 
formatory,” said Mr. Dane; “ tho next best would be to send 
him to a strict, plain, industrial school. I promised the hoy 
I would do something for him, and I will. He must be 
.rescued from his present vagabond life.” 

« And it’s with thanks for your intentions, sir, but I don’t 
wish to do myself the pleasure of excepting them,” spoke 
Tiffle, in wrath at tho word reformatory, while the boy 
broke out into something like a liowl. “ Shad’s no more a 
vagabond than other folks, and I’ve adopted him for my— 
my nephew and lyp£a» 

’ Suppi/ssing U laugh at tho concluding announcement, 
wijvinarthe woman and tho subject away for future consi¬ 
deration, William Dane stood facing the cfewd, his wife on 
liis/rm, bowing his thanks before the gatc # closed upon him. 
i/was a scene worth depicting. The fftatdy old Castle and 
\(h waving flag; the group of humble friends gathered th*erc_ 
tendering their homage and aflectionj aftd the fine yorfhg 
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chieftain standing to receive it, bare-headed, free and noble, 
his face lighted up by the setting sun. A fine face! with 
its kind, earnest, thoughtful eyes, its calm, keen sense, and 
its unmistakable expression of goodness stamped on every 
line. As they gazed, those people, they felt tjiat for them 
henceforth Daneslield in its lord would possess a friend. 
Maria leaned on him, her cheeks blushing; and very glad 
indeed when they could take shelter in tho Castle. 

Lord Dane was better that evening, free from pain, upright 
almost as ever, as he advanced to meet them. It seemed 
that nature had rallied all her powers for the welcome home. 
But William was startled—so great a change had tho last 
few days made in him. Death could not be very far off now, 
and a pang of self-reproach darted through the young man’s 
heart for having remained away even those seven days. 

. Lord Dane had assembled guests around him to join in 
the welcome: the Lesters, Miss Dane, Colonel and Miss 
Bordillion. Lord Dane, exerting hi mself beyond his strength 
and feeling consequent fatigue, withdrew to his room, in¬ 
tending to lie down for a few minutes before dinner. 

“ I thought his lordship was here,” said Bruff, looking 
round, when he came to say that dinner was sorved. 

"“He has no); come down yet, Bruff,” observed William. 
“ You had better tell him.” 

Bruff went and came back again, beckoning William out 
of the room. 

“ I can’t get into my lord’s chamber, sir,” he whispered. 
“ The door’s fastened, and lie does not answer.” 

■ William was before it in a moment. As Bruff said, the 
door was fastened ; bolted inside*. William put his lips to 
the keyhole. 

“ My dear father, arc you ready ? ° asked ;n a clear, 1 

distinct voice. “We are waiting dinner.” L 1 

There was no response. William Dano turned ifi's face, 
growing so paid with emotion, on the servant. 

“ He does notVisually fasten, his door ? ” 

“ No, sir, never. ‘Perhaps he slipped tho bolt now, nofltto 
be Sisturbed V%i|e he rested. He might have thought y<|jn 
orhis servant would be going in.” 
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The rest, to whom some' vague fear had spread, came 
flocking up. Miss Dane grew rather excited. 

“Do pray just speak one word, Lord Dane, if only to 
assure us you are not in a fit,” she called out in coaxing and 
trembling accents. “ Harry, then! won't you speak ? ” 

“ I shall break open the door,” said William hurriedly. 
“ Had you not bettor he looked at Maria and the rest— 
“ go back to the drawing-room ? * 

The door was forced, and Lord Dane was found lying 
upon the bed in a fainting fit. Medical men were sum¬ 
moned, and he revived to speech and consciousness. But 
the end was at hand. 

Perhaps they did not suspect it, however; and he grew 
quite cheerful as the evening went on. Lady Adelaide 
Lester knelt by the bed in deep sorrow and emotion, her 
haggard face pressed on the counterpane: and a haggard* 
face it was at all times now. That confession did not 
appear to have brought her either peace or security; it 
seemed a question whether she would ever gain either. 
Worn, weary, miserable, she lived on, finding life good 
neither in the present nor the past. As that past deceit and 
that awful oatli had lain upon her conscience .then* so they 
lay on it still: and she could not feel stfciTtc that sofiic 
cliancc fate would not betraylier. In truth there was little, 
if any, probability of it; but the terror of a guilty con¬ 
science is like jealousy—as given to us by that master- 
hand—“ making the food it feeds on.” 

It happened that they were alone for a moment, she and 
the dying man. She looked up suddenly, speaking a word to 
him in her terrible despair : telling of the unrest tliht was 
upon her, the miserable disquietude of her mind and heart. 

■ “ Ah, *\.dcla4h<f"fl£ replied, gently and compassionately 
-layiugjps hands upon hersi. “You ask for peace—peace; 
but Wni have not sown it. Adelaide, my^tlear, you must 
beiJn again: it is not yet too late; you have been all on the 
■uJwig tack, and you must ahange it. ^ Oh, child, how will 
J[ n dan, to hope for peace in the next fy#-ld, unless ^ou 
leek t(f shed it in this ? ” 

\u if i cou id, if I could 1 Oh, Harry, if I only could r 
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“ You can Bet out from to-day. There will be a 
struggle at first—there will bo need of much patience ; but 
you will find the good end at last if you bear steadily on. 
Throw aside your hard selfishness, and take up instead the 
sweet spirit of loving help and pity ; you will be no longer 
miserable. Adelaide, it is my dying charge to you.” 

A few hours; and the Castle flag was floating half-mast 
high: William Henry, seventeenth Baron Dune, had giine 
home to his ancestors. 

They laid him in the family vault, by the side of that un¬ 
known stranger who had been buried for him. Herbert 
came over to the funeral. Never was there such an attend¬ 
ance seen at any burial in Danesheld. They walked to the 
grave through the crisp white snow, the blue sky smiling 
overhead. Geoffry William, eighteenth Baron Dane, walked 
Llone in right of his position. Herbert followed him with 
Squire Lester, and the rest as chance led them. 

Mr. Apperly produced the will on their return to the 
Castle. All bad been remembered. Herbert Dane had a 
largo sum bequeathed to him absolutely, equal to twelve 
hundred a year; Cecilia had three hundred a year in an 
annuity.* A remembrance was left to Lady Adelaide, and 
five thousand" pounds to Wilfred Lester, as “a thank-offering 
for having saved my life, and feat of one far more precious 
to me—my dear son, Geoffry William.” A thousand pounds 
were left to Bruff, and two thousand pounds to “my faithful' 
friend and servant, Bichard Ravensbird a liko sum—two 
thousand pounds—was.dirocted to be equally divided between 
the Castle sorvants; and the rest of his private fortune 
went to his son. 

“ What a wealthy man ho died! ” quoth Mr. Wild in an 
undertone, who had also been remembemw t 

“ He died something better than that—a good onOy” 

Mr. Wild had pot thought he was overheard, and V'vned 
at tho Words, wliicli came from the young lord, wkilsl\the 
tears shone in his*earnest eyes as he gave them utterance' 

THE END. 

PKIICTBD BY &1U.IAM Cumr.h AM, BUKA, I.IIUTKII, STAMFOUU STlthf 
AMI CIIAUIKC CROSS. 
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